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DREAM-PEDLARY 

By  THOMAS  LOVELL  BEDDOES. 

[Thomas  Lovell  Beddoes,  poet  and  dramatist,  was  bom  in  Clifton,  England, 
1803  ;  nephew  of  Maria  Edgeworth.  He  studied  at  Pembroke  College,  Oxford  ; 
lived  in  Germany  and  Switzerland  1825-1846,  and  died  in  the  hospital  at  Basle, 
Jan.  26, 1849.  He  wrote  “  The  Improvisatore  ”  (1821),  “  The  Bride’s  Tragedy  ” 
(1822),  “Death’s  Jest  Book”  (posthumous),  many  poems,  and  some  works  in 
German.  ] 

Ip  there  were  dreams  to  sell. 

What  would  you  buy? 

Some  cost  a  passing-bell; 

Some  a  light  sigh, 

That  shakes  from  Life’s  fresh  crown 
Only  a  rose-leaf  down. 

If  there  were  dreams  to  sell, 

Merry  and  sad  to  tell, 

And  the  crier  rung  the  bell, 

What  would  you  buy? 

A  cottage  lone  and  still, 

With  bowers  nigh, 

Shadowy,  my  woes  to  still. 

Until  I  die. 

Such  pearl  from  Life’s  fresh  crown 
Fain  would  I  shake  me  down. 

Were  dreams  to  have  at  will. 

This  would  best  heal  my  ill, 

This  would  I  buy. 

But  there  were  dreams  to  sell, 

Ill  didst  thou  buy: 

Life  is  a  dream,  they  tell. 

Waking  to  die.  — 

Dreaming  a  dream  to  prize 
Is  wishing  ghosts  to  rise; 

And  if  I  had  the  spell 
To  call  the  buried  well. 

Which  one  would  I  ?  — 
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If  there  are  ghosts  to  raise. 
What  shall  I  call 
Out  of  hell’s  murky  haze. 
Heaven’s  blue  pall  ?  — 
Raise  my  loved  long-lost  boy 
To  lead  me  to  his  joy.  — 

There  are  no  ghosts  to  raise; 
Out  of  death  lead  no  ways; 
Vain  is  the  call.  — 

Know’st  thou  not  ghosts  to  sue? 

No  love  thou  hast.  — 

Else  lie,  as  I  will  do, 

And  breathe  thy  last; 

So  out  of  Life’s  fresh  crown 
Fall  like  a  rose-leaf  down. 

Thus  are  the  ghosts  to  woo; 
Thus  are  all  dreams  made  true, 
Ever  to  last! 


A  PLAINT. 

By  EBENEZER  ELLIOTT. 

[Ebenezek  Elliott,  “  people’s  poet,”  was  born  in  1781  in  Yorkshire,  England, 
and  worked  in  his  father’s  iron  foundry  till  1804  ;  later  was  in  business  at 
Sheffield.  He  published  a  volume  of  poems  in  1823,  “The  Village  Patriarch  ” 
in  1829,  and  “The  Corn  Law  Rhymer”  in  1831.  He  died  in  1849.] 

Dark,  deep,  and  cold  the  current  flows 
Unto  the  sea  where  no  wind  blows, 

Seeking  the  land  which  no  one  knows. 

O’er  its  sad  gloom  still  comes  and  goes 
The  mingled  wail  of  friends  and  foes, 

Borne  to  the  land  which  no  one  knows. 

Why  shrieks  for  help  yon  wretch,  who  goes 
With  millions,  from  a  world  of  woes, 

Unto  the  land  which  no  one  knows? 

Though  myriads  go  with  him  who  goes, 

Alone  he  goes  where  no  wind  blows. 

Unto  the  land  which  no  one  knows. 

For  all  must  go  where  no  wind  blows, 

And  none  can  go  for  him  who  goes ; 

None,  none  return  whence  no  one  knows. 
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Yet  why  should  he  who  shrieking  goes 
With  millions,  from  a  world  of  woes, 
Reunion  seek  with  it  or  those  ? 

Alone  with  God,  where  no  wind  blows. 
And  Death,  his  shadow  —  doomed,  he  goes : 
That  God  is  there  the  shadow  shows. 

0  shoreless  Deep,  where  no  wind  blows! 
And  thou,  0  Land  which  no  one  knows ! 
That  God  is  All,  His  shadow  shows. 


- *4* - 


THE  POWER  OF  THE  WILD  ASS’  SKIH. 

Bt  HONORE  DE  BALZAC. 

(From  “  La  Peau  de  Chagrin.”) 

“  And  now  for  death !  ”  cried  the  young  man  awakened 
from  his  musings.  His  last  thought  had  recalled  his  fate  to 
him,  as  it  led  him  imperceptibly  back  from  the  forlorn  hopes  to 
which  he  had  clung. 

“  Ah,  ha!  then  my  suspicions  were  well  founded  !  ”  said  the 
other,  and  his  hands  held  the  young  man’s  wrists  in  a  grip  like 
that  of  a  vise. 

The  young  man  smiled  wearily  at  his  mistake,  and  said 
gently:  — 

“  You,  sir,  have  nothing  to  fear ;  it  is  not  your  life,  but  my 
own  that  is  in  question.  .  .  .  But  why  should  I  hide  a  harm¬ 
less  fraud  ?  ”  he  went  on,  after  a  look  at  the  anxious  old  man. 
“  I  came  to  see  your  treasures,  to  while  away  the  time  till  night 
should  come  and  I  could  drown  myself  decently.  Who  would 
grudge  this  last  pleasure  to  a  poet  and  a  man  of  science  ?  ” 

While  he  spoke,  the  jealous  merchant  watched  the  haggard 
face  of  his  pretended  customer  with  keen  eyes.  Perhaps  the 
mournful  tones  of  his  voice  reassured  him,  or  he  also  read  the 
dark  signs  of  fate  in  the  faded  features  that  had  made  the 
gamblers  shudder ;  he  released  his  hands,  but,  with  a  touch  of 
caution,  due  to  the  experience  of  some  hundred  years  at  least, 
he  stretched  his  arm  out  to  a  sideboard  as  if  to  steady  himself, 
took  up  a  little  dagger,  and  said :  — 

“  Have  you  been  a  supernumerary  clerk  of  the  Treasury  for 
three  years  without  receiving  any  perquisites  ?  ” 
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The  stranger  could  scarcely  suppress  a.  smile  as  he  shook 
his  head. 

“  Perhaps  your  father  has  expressed  his  regret  for  your 
birth  a  little  too  sharply  ?  Or  have  you  disgraced  yourself  ?  ” 

“  If  I  meant  to  be  disgraced  I  should  live.” 

“  You  have  been  hissed  perhaps  at  the  Funambules?  Or 
you  have  had  to  compose  couplets  to  pay  for  your  mistress’ 
funeral  ?  Do  you  want  to  be  cured  of  the  gold  fever  ?  Or  to  be 
quit  of  the  spleen?  For  what  blunder  is  your  life  a  forfeit?” 

“  You  must  not  look  among  the  common  motives  that  impel 
suicides  for  the  reason  of  my  death.  To  spare  myself  the  task 
of  disclosing  my  unheard-of  sufferings,  for  which  language  has 
no  name,  I  will  tell  you  this  —  that  I  am  in  the  deepest,  most 
humiliating,  and  most  cruel  trouble',  and,”  he  went  on  in  proud 
tones  that  harmonized  ill  with  the  words  just  uttered,  “  I  have 
no  wish  to  beg  for  either  help  or  sympathy.” 

“Eh!  eh!” 

The  two  syllables  which  the  old  man  pronounced  resembled 
the  sound  of  a  rattle.  Then  he  went  on  thus :  — 

“  Without  compelling  you  to  entreat  me,  without  making 
you  blush  for  it,  and  without  giving  you  so  much  as  a  French 
centime,  a  para  from  the  Levant,  a  German  heller,  a  Russian 
kopeck,  a  Scottish  farthing,  a  single  obolus  or  sestercius  from 
the  ancient  world,  or  one  piaster  from  the  new,  without  offer- 
ing  you  anything  whatever  in  gold,  silver  or  copper,  notes  or 
drafts,  I  will  make  you  richer,  more  powerful,  and  of  more 
consequence  than  a  constitutional  king.” 

The  younger  man  thought  that  the  older  was  in  his  dotage, 
and  waited  in  bewilderment  without  venturing  to  reply. 

“  Turn  round,”  said  the:  merchant,  suddenly  catching  up 
the  lamp  in  order  to  light  up  the  opposite  wall ;  “  look  at  that 
leathern  skin,”  he  went  on. 

The  young  man  rose  abruptly,  and  showed  some  surprise  at 
the  sight  of  a  piece  of  shagreen  which  hung  on  the  wall  behind 
his  chair.  It  was  only  about  the  size  of  a  fox’s  skin,  but  it 
seemed  to  fill  the  deep  shadows  of  the  place  with  such  brilliant 
rays  that  it  looked  like  ai  small  comet,  an  appearance  at  first 
sight  inexplicable.  The  young  skeptic  went  up  to  this  so- 
called  talisman,  which  was  to  rescue  him  from  his  woes,  with 
a  scoffing  phrase  in  his  thoughts.  Still  a  harmless  curiosity 
led  him  to  bend  over  it  and  look  at  it  from  all  points  of  view, 
and  he  soon  found  out  the  cause  of  its  singular  brilliancy. 
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The  dark  grain  of  the  leather  had  been  so  carefully  burnished 
and  polished,  the  striped  markings  of  the  graining  were  so 
sharp  and  clear,  that  every  particle  of  the  surface  of  the  bit  of 
Oriental  leather  was  in  itself  a  focus  which  concentrated  the 
light,  and  reflected  it  vividly. 

He  accounted  for  this  phenomenon  categorically  to  the  old 
man,  who  only  smiled  meaningly  by  way  of  answer.  His 
superior  smile  led  the  young  scientific  man  to  fancy  that  he 
himself  had  been  deceived  by  some  imposture.  He  had  no 
wish  to  carry  one  more  puzzle  to  his  grave,  and  hastily  turned 
the  skin  over,  like  some  child  eager  to  find  out  the  mysteries 
of  a  new  toy. 

“  Ah,”  he  cried,  “  here  is  the  mark  of  the  seal  which  they 
call  in  the  East  the  Signet  of  Solomon.” 

“So  you  know  that,  then?”  asked  the  merchant.  His 
peculiar  method  of  laughter,  two  or  three  quick  breathings 
through  the  nostrils,  said  more  than  any  words,  however 
eloquent. 

“Is  there  anybody  in  the  world  simple  enough  to  believe 
in  that  idle  fancy  ?  ”  said  the  young  man,  nettled  by  the  spite¬ 
fulness  of  the  silent  chuckle.  “  Don’t  you  know,”  he  con¬ 
tinued,  “  that  the  superstitions  of  the  East  have  perpetuated 
the  mystical  form  and  the  counterfeit  characters  of  the  symbol, 
which  represents  a  mythical  dominion  ?  I  have  no  more  laid 
myself  open  to  a  charge  of  credulity  in  this  case  than  if  I  had 
mentioned  sphinxes  or  griffins,  whose  existence  mythology  in 
a  manner  admits.” 

“  As  you  are  an  Orientalist,”  replied  the  other,  “  perhaps 
you  can  read  that  sentence.” 

He  held  the  lamp  close  to  the  talisman,  which  the  young 
man  held  toward  him,  and  pointed  out  some  characters  inlaid 
in  the  surface  of  the  wonderful  skin,  as  if  they  had  grown  on 
the  animal  to  which  it  once  belonged. 

“  I  must  admit,”  said  the  stranger,  “  that  I  have  no  idea 
how  the  letters  could  be  engraved  so  deeply  on  the  skin  of  a 
wild  ass.”  And  he  turned  quickly  to  the  tables  strewn  with 
curiosities,  and  seemed  to  look  for  something. 

“  What  is  it  that  you  want?  ”  asked  the  old  man. 

“  Something  that  will  cut  the  leather,  so  that  I  can  see 
whether  the  letters  are  printed  or  inlaid.” 

The  old  man  held  out  his  stiletto.  The  stranger  took  it 
and  tried  to  cut  the  skin  above  the  lettering;  but  when  he  had 
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removed  a  thin  shaving  of  leather  from  them,  the  characters 
still  appeared  below,  so  clear  and  so  exactly  like  the  surface 
impression,  that  for  a  moment  he  was  not  sure  that  he  had  cut 
anything  away  after  all. 

u  The  craftsmen  of  the  Levant  have  secrets  known  only  to 
themselves,”  he  said,  half  in  vexation,  as  he  eyed  the  characters 
of  this  Oriental  sentence. 

“Yes,”  said  the  old  man,  “it  is  better  to  attribute  it  to 
man’s  agency  than  to  God’s.” 

The  mysterious  words  were  thus  arranged,  as  it  runs  m 
English  :  — 

POSSESSING  ME  THOU  SHALT  POSSESS  ALL  THINGS. 

BUT  THY  LIEE  IS  MINE,  FOR  GOD  HAS  SO  WILLED  IT. 
WISH,  AND  THY  WISHES  SHALL  BE  FULFILLED  ; 

BUT  MEASURE  THY  DESIRES,  ACCORDING 
TO  THE  LIFE  THAT  IS  IN  THEE. 

THIS  IS  THY  LIFE, 

WITH  EACH  WISH  I  MUST  SHRINK 
EVEN  AS  THY  OWN  DAYS. 

WILT  THOU  HAVE  ME  ?  TAKE  ME. 

GOD  WILL  HEARKEN  UNTO  THEE. 

SO  BE  IT  ! 

“  So  you  read  Sanskrit  fluently,”  said  the  old  man.  “  You 

have  been  in  Persia,  perhaps,  or  in  Bengal ?  ” 

“  No,  sir,”  said  the  stranger,  as  he  felt  the  emblematical  skm 
curiously.  It  was  almost  as  rigid  as  a  sheet  of  metal. 

The  old  merchant  set  the  lamp  back  again  upon  the  column, 
giving  the  other  a  look  as  he  did  so;  “He  has  given  up  the 
notion  of  dying  already,”  the  glance  said  with  phlegmatic  iiony. 
“  Is  it  a  jest,  or  is  it  an  enigma?  ”  asked  the  young  man. 

The  other  shook  his  head  and  said  soberly  :  — 

“I  don’t  know  how  to  answer  you.  I  have  offered  this 
talisman  with  its  terrible  powers  to  men  with  more  energy  in 
them  than  you  seem  to  me  to  have  ;  hut  though  they  laughed  at 
the  questionable  power  it  might  exert  over  their  futures,  not 
one  of  them  was  ready  to  venture  to  conclude  the  fateful  con¬ 
tract  proposed  by  an  unknown  force.  I  am  of  their  opinion,  I 

have  doubted  and  refrained,  and - ” 

“Have  you  never  even  tried  its  power?”  interrupted  the 

young  stranger. 

“Triedit!”  exclaimed  the  old  man.  “Suppose  that  you 
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were  on  the  column  in  the  Place  Vendome,  would  you  try  fling¬ 
ing  yourself  into  space  ?  Is  it  possible  to  stay  the  course  oi 
life?  Has  a  man  ever  been  known  to  die  by  halves?  Before 
you  came  here,  you  had  made  up  your  mind  to  kill  yourself, 
but  all  at  once  a  mystery  fills  your  mind,  and  you  think  no 
more  about  death.  You  child  !  Does  not  any  one  day  of  your 
life  afford  mysteries  more  absorbing?  Listen  to  me.  I  saw 
the  licentious  days  of  the  Regency.  I  was  like  you  then,  in 
poverty  ;  I  have  begged  my  bread  ;  but  for  all  that,  I  am  now  a 
centenarian  with  a  couple  of  years  to  spare,  and  a  millionaire  to 
boot.  Misery  was  the  making  of  me,  ignorance  has  made  me 
learned.  I  will  tell  you  in  a  few  words  the  great  secret  of 
human  life.  By  two  instinctive  processes  man  exhausts  the 
springs  of  life  within  him.  Two  verbs  cover  all  the  forms 
which  these  two  causes  of  death  may  take  —  To  Will  and  To 
have  your  Will.  Between  these  two  limits  of  human  activity 
the  wise  have  discovered  an  intermediate  formula,  to  which  I 
owe  my  good  fortune  and  long  life.  To  Will  consumes  us,  and 
To  have  our  Will  destroys  us,  but  To  Know  steeps  our  feeble 
organisms  in  perpetual  calm.  In  me  Thought  has  destroyed 
Will,  so  that  Power  is  relegated  to  the  ordinary  functions  of  my 
economy.  In  a  word,  it  is  not  in  the  heart  which  can  be 
broken,  nor  in  the  senses  that  become  deadened,  but  it  is  in 
the  brain  that  cannot  waste  away  and  survives  everything  else, 
that  I  have  set  my  life.  Moderation  has  kept  mind  and  body 
unruffled.  Yet,  I  have  seen  the  whole  world.  I  have  learned 
all  languages,  lived  after  every  manner.  I  have  lent  a  China¬ 
man  money,  taking  his  father’s  corpse  as  a  pledge,  slept  in  an 
Arab’s  tent  on  the  security  of  his  bare  word,  signed  contracts 
in  every  capital  of  Europe,  and  left  my  gold  without  hesita¬ 
tion  in  savage  wigwams.  I  have  attained  everything,  because 
I  have  known  how  to  despise  all  things. 

“  My  one  ambition  has  been  to  see.  Is  not  Sight  in  a  man¬ 
ner  Insight  ?  And  to  have  knowledge  or  insight,  is  not  that  to 
have  instinctive  possession?  To  be  able  to  discover  the  very 
substance  of  fact  and  to  unite  its  essence  to  our  essence?  Of 
material  possession  what  abides  with  you  but  an  idea?  Think, 
then,  how  glorious  must  be  the  life  of  a  man  who  can  stamp  all 
realities  upon  his  thought,  place  the  springs  of  happiness  within 
himself,  and  draw  thence  uncounted  pleasures  in  idea,  unsoiled 
by  earthly  stains.  Thought  is  a  key  to  all  treasures ;  the 
miser’s  gains  are  ours  without  his  cares.  Thus  I  have  soared 
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above  this  world,  where  my  enjoyments  have  been  intellectual 
joys.  I  have  reveled  in  the  contemplation  of  seas,  peoples, 
forests,  and  mountains  !  I  have  seen  all  things,  calmly,  and  with¬ 
out  weariness  ;  I  have  set  my  desires  on  nothing  ;  I  have  waited 
in  expectation  of  everything.  I  have  walked  to  and  fro  in  the 
world  as  in  a  garden  round  about  my  own  dwelling.  Troubles, 
loves,  ambitions,  losses,  and  sorrows,  as  men  call  them,  are  for 
me  ideas,  which  I  transmute  into  waking  dreams  ;  I  express  and 
transpose  instead  of  feeling  them  ;  instead  of  permitting  them 
to  prey  upon  my  life,  I  dramatize  and  expand  them ;  I  divert 
myself  with  them  as  if  they  were  romances  which  I  could  read 
by  the  power  of  vision  within  me.  As  I  have  never  overtaxed 
my  constitution,  I  still  enjoy  robust  health  ;  and  as  my  mind  is 
endowed  with  all  the  force  that  I  have  not  wasted,  this  head  of 
mine  is  even  better  furnished  than  my  galleries.  The  true  mil¬ 
lions  lie  here,”  he  said,  striking  his  forehead.  “  I  spend  delicious 
days  in  communings  with  the  past ;  I  summon  before  me  whole 
countries,  places,  extents  of  sea,  the  fair  faces  of  history.  In  my 
imaginary  seraglio  I  have  all  the  women  I  have  never  possessed. 
Your  wars  and  revolutions  come  up  before  me  for  judgment. 
What  is  a  feverish  fugitive  admiration  for  some  more  or  less 
brightly  colored  piece  of  flesh  and  blood  ;  some  more  or  less 
rounded  human  form  ;  what  are  all  the  disasters  that  wait  on 
your  erratic  whims  compared  with  the  magnificent  power  of 
conjuring  up  the  whole  world  within  your  soul  compared  with 
the  immeasurable  joys  of  movement,  unstrangled  by  the  cords 
of  time,  unclogged  by  the  fetters  of  space  ;  the  joys  of  behold¬ 
ing  all  things,  of  comprehending  all  things,  of  leaning  over  the 
parapet  of  the  world  to  question  the  other  spheres,  to  hearken 
to  the  voice  of  God?  There,”  he  burst  out  vehemently, 
“there  are  To  Will  and  To  have  your  Will,  both  together,”  — 
he  pointed  to  the  bit  of  shagreen ;  “  there  are  your  social  ideas, 
your  immoderate  desires,  your  excesses,  your  pleasures  that  end 
in  death,  your  sorrows  that  quicken  the  pace  of  life,  the  pain 
is  perhaps  but  a  violent  pleasure !  Who  could  determine  the 
point  where  pleasure  becomes  pain,  where  pain  is  still  a  pleas¬ 
ure?  Is  not  the  utmost  brightness  of  the  ideal  world  soothing 
to  us,  while  the  lightest  shadows  of  the  physical  world  annoy  ? 
Is  not  knowledge  the  secret  of  wisdom?  And  what  is  folly 
but  a  riotous  expenditure  of  Will  or  Power?  ” 

“  Very  good,  then,  a  life  of  riotous  excess  for  me  !  ”  said 
the  stranger,  pouncing  upon  the  piece  of  shagreen. 
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“  Young  man,  beware  !  ”  cried  the  other  with  incredible 
vehemence. 

“  I  had  resolved  my  existence  into  thought  and  study,”  the 
stranger  replied ;  “  and  yet  they  have  not  even  supported  me. 
I  am  not  to  be  gulled  by  a  sermon  worthy  of  Swedenborg,  nor 
by  your  Oriental  amulet,  nor  yet  by  your  charitable  endeavors 
to  keep  me  in  a  world  wherein  existence  is  no  longer  possi¬ 
ble  for  me.  .  .  .  Let  me  see  now,”  he  added,  clutching  the 
talisman  convulsively,  as  he  looked  at  the  old  man,  “  I  wish 
for  a  royal  banquet,  a  carouse  worthy  of  this  century,  which,  it 
is  said,  has  brought  everything  to  perfection  !  Let  me  have 
young  boon  companions,  witty,  unwarped  by  prejudice,  merry 
to  the  verge  of  madness !  Let  one  wine  succeed  another,  each 
more  biting  and  perfumed  than  the  last,  and  strong  enough  to 
bring  about  three  days  of  delirium !  Passionate  women’s  forms 
should  grace  that  night !  I  would  be  borne  away  to  unknown 
regions  beyond  the  confines  of  this  world,  by  the  car  and  four¬ 
winged  steeds  of  a  frantic  and  uproarious  orgie.  Let  us  ascend 
to  the  skies,  or  plunge  ourselves  in  the  mire.  I  do  not  know 
if  one  soars  or  sinks  at  such  moments,  and  I  do  not  care  !  Next, 
I  bid  this  enigmatical  power  to  concentrate  all  delights  for  me 
in  one  single  joy.  Yes,  I  must  comprehend  every  pleasure  of 
earth  and  heaven  in  the  final  embrace  that  is  to  kill  me.  There¬ 
fore,  after  the  wine,  I  wish  to  hold  high  festival  to  Priapus,  with 
songs  that  might  rouse  the  dead,  and  kisses  without  end ;  the 
sound  of  them  should  pass  like  the  crackling  of  flame  through 
Paris,  should  revive  the  heat  of  youth  and  passion  in  husband 
and  wife,  even  in  hearts  of  seventy  years.” 

A  laugh  burst  from  the  little  old  man.  It  rang  in  the  young 
man’s  ears  like  an  echo  from  hell,  and  tyrannously  cut  him  short. 
He  said  no  more. 

“  Do  you  imagine  that  my  floors  are  going  to  open  suddenly, 
so  that  luxuriously  appointed  tables  may  rise  through  them  and 
guests  from  another  world  ?  No,  no,  young  madcap.  You 
have  entered  into  the  compact  now,  and  there  is  an  end  of  it. 
Henceforward,  your  wishes  will  be  accurately  fulfilled,  but  at 
the  expense  of  your  life.  The  compass  of  your  days,  visible  in 
that  skin,  will  contract  according  to  the  strength  and  number 
of  your  desires,  from  the  least  to  the  most  extravagant.  The 
Brahmin  from  whom  I  had  this  skin  once  explained  to  me  that 
it  would  bring  about  a  mysterious  connection  between  the  for¬ 
tunes  and  the  wishes  of  its  possessor.  Your  first  wish  is  a  vul- 
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gar  one,  which  I  could  fulfill,  but  I  leave  that  to  the  issues  of 
your  new  existence.  After  all,  you  were  wishing  to  die  ;  very 
well,  your  suicide  is  only  put  off  for  a  time.” 

The  stranger  was  surprised  and  irritated  that  this  peculiar 
old  man  persisted  in  not  taking  him  seriously.  A  half  philan¬ 
thropic  intention  peeped  so  clearly  forth  from  his  last  jesting 
observation,  that  he  exclaimed  :  — 

“  I  shall  soon  see,  sir,  if  any  change  comes  over  my  fortunes 
in  the  time  it  will  take  to  cross  the  width  of  the  quay.  But  I 
should  like  us  to  be  quits  for  such  a  momentous  service  ;  that  is, 
if  you  are  not  laughing  at  an  unlucky  wretch,  so  I  wish  that  you 
may  fall  in  love  with  an  opera  dancer.  You  would  understand 
the  pleasures  of  intemperance  then,  and  might  perhaps  grow  lav¬ 
ish  of  the  wealth  that  you  have  husbanded  so  philosophically.” 

He  went  out  without  heeding  the  old  man’s  heavy  sigh,  went 
back  through  the  galleries  and  down  the  staircase,  followed  by 
the  stout  assistant,  who  vainly  tried  to  light  his  passage  ;  he 
fled  with  the  haste  of  a  robber  caught  in  the  act.  Blinded  by 
a  kind  of  delirium,  he  did  not  even  notice  the  unexpected  flexi¬ 
bility  of  the  piece  of  shagreen,  which  coiled  itself  up,  pliant  as  a 
glove  in  his  excited  fingers,  till  it  would  go  into  the  pocket  of 
his  coat,  where  he  mechanically  thrust  it.  As  he  rushed  out  of 
the  door  into  the  street,  he  ran  up  against  three  young  men  who 
were  passing  arm  in  arm. 

“  Brute !  ” 

“Idiot!” 

Such  were  the  gratifying  expressions  exchanged  between 
them. 

“  Why,  it  is  Raphael !  ” 

“  Good  !  we  were  looking  for  you.” 

“  What !  it  is  you,  then?  ” 

These  three  friendly  exclamations  quickly  followed  the  in¬ 
sults,  as  the  light  of  a  street  lamp,  flickering  in  the  wind,  fell 
upon  the  astonished  faces  of  the  group. 

“  My  dear  fellow,  you  must  come  with  us  !  ”  said  the  young 
man  that  Raphael  had  all  but  knocked  down. 

“  What  is  all  this  about  ?  ” 

“  Come  along,  and  I  will  tell  you  the  history  of  it  as  we 
go.” 

By  fair  means  or  foul,  Raphael  must  go  along  with  his 
friends  toward  the  Pont  des  Arts  ;  they  surrounded  him,  and 
linked  him  by  the  arm  among  their  merry  band. 
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“We  have  been  after  you  for  about  a  week,”  the  speaker 
went  on.  “  At  your  respectable  hotel  de  Saint  Quentin,  where, 
by  the  way,  the  sign  with  the  alternate  black  and  red  letters 
cannot  be  removed,  and  hangs  out  just  as  it  did  in  the  time  of 
Jean  Jacques,  that  Leonarda  of  yours  told  us  that  you  were  off 
into  the  country.  For  all  that,  we  certainly  did  not  look  like 
duns,  creditors,  sheriff’s  officers,  or  the  like.  But  no  matter  ! 
Rastignac  had  seen  you  the  evening  before  at  the  Bouffons ; 
we  took  courage  again,  and  made  it  a  point  of  honor  to  find 
out  whether  you  were  roosting  in  a  tree  in  the  Champs  Elysees, 
or  in  one  of  those  philanthropic  abodes  where  the  beggars  sleep 
on  a  twopenny  rope,  or  if,  more  lucky,  you  were  bivouacking 
in  some  boudoir  or  other.  We  could  not  find  you  anywhere. 
Your  name  was  not  in  the  jailer’s  registers  at  St.  Pelagie  nor 
at  La  Force  !  Government  departments,  cafes,  libraries,  lists  of 
prefects’  names,  newspaper  offices,  restaurants,  greenrooms  — 
to  cut  it  short,  every  lurking  place  in  Paris,  good  or  bad,  has 
been  explored  in  the  most  expert  manner.  We  bewailed  the 
loss  of  a  man  endowed  with  such  genius,  that  one  might  look  to 
find  him  either  at  Court  or  in  the  common  jails.  W e  talked  of 
canonizing  you  as  a  hero  of  July,  and,  upon  my  word,  we 
regretted  you !  ” 

As  he  spoke,  the  friends  were  crossing  the  Pont  des  Arts. 
Without  listening  to  them,  Raphael  looked  at  the  Seine,  at  the 
clamoring  waves  that  reflected  the  lights  of  Paris.  Above  that 
river,  in  which  but  now  he  had  thought  to  fling  himself,  the  old 
man’s  prediction  had  been  fulfilled,  the  hour  of  his  deatli  had 
been  already  put  back  by  fate. 

“We  really  regretted  you,”  said  his  friend,  still  pursuing 
his  theme.  “  It  was  a  question  of  a  plan  in  which  we  included 
you  as  a  superior  person,  that  is  to  say,  somebody  who  can  put 
himself  above  other  people.  The  constitutional  thimblerig  is 
carried  on  to-day,  dear  boy,  more  seriously  than  ever.  The 
infamous  monarchy,  displaced  by  the  heroism  of  the  people, 
was  a  sort  of  drab,  you  could  laugh  and  revel  with  her ;  but 
La  Patrie  is  a  shrewish  and  virtuous  wife,  and  willy-nilly  you 
must  take  her  prescribed  endearments.  Then  besides,  as  you 
know,  authority  passed  over  from  the  Tuileries  to  the  journal¬ 
ists,  at  the  time  when  the  Budget  changed  its  quarters  and 
went  from  the  Faubourg  Saint  Germain  to  the  Chauss^e 
d’Antin.  But  this  you  may  not  know  perhaps.  The  Gov¬ 
ernment,  that  is,  the  aristocracy  of  lawyers  and  bankers  who 
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represent  the  country  to-day,  just  as  the  priests  used  to  do  in 
the  time  of  the  monarchy,  has  felt  the  necessity  of  mystifying 
the  worthy  people  of  France  with  a  few  new  words  and  old 
ideas,  like  philosophers  of  every  school,  and  all  strong  intellects 
ever  since  time  began.  So  now  Royalist-national  ideas  must 
be  inculcated,  by  proving  to  us  that  it  is  far  better  to  pay 
twelve  hundred  million  francs,  thirty-three  centimes  to  La 
Patrie,  represented  by  Messieurs  Such-and-Such,  than  to  pay 
eleven  hundred  million  francs,  nine  centimes  to  a  king  who 
used  to  say  ‘I’  instead  of  ‘wed  In  a  word,  a  journal,  with 
two  or  three  hundred  thousand  francs,  good,  at  the  back  of  it, 
has  just  been  started,  with  a  view  to  making  an  opposition  paper 
to  content  the  discontented,  without  prejudice  to  the  national 
government  of  the  citizen  king.  We  scoff  at  liberty  as  at  des¬ 
potism  now,  and  at  religion  or  incredulity  quite  impartially. 
And  since,  for  us,  ‘  our  country  ’  means  a  capital  where  ideas 
circulate  and  are  sold  at  so  much  a  line,  a  succulent  dinner 
every  day,  and  the  play  at  frequent  intervals,  where  profligate 
women  swarm,  where  suppers  last  on  into  the  next  day,  and 
light  loves  are  hired  by  the  hour  like  cabs  ;  and  since  Paris 
will  always  be  the  most  adorable  of  all  countries,  the  country 
of  joy,  liberty,  wit,  pretty  women,  mauvais  sujets ,  and  good 
wine  ;  where  the  truncheon  of  authority  never  makes  itself  dis¬ 
agreeably  felt,  because  one  is  so  close  to  those  who  wield  it,  — 
we,  therefore,  sectaries  of  the  god  of  Mephistopheles,  have 
engaged  to  whitewash  the  public  mind,  to  give  fresh  costumes 
to  the  actors,  to  put  a  new  plank  or  two  in  the  government 
booth,  to  doctor  doctrinaires,  and  warm  up  old  Republicans,  to 
touch  up  the  Bonapartists  a  bit,  and  revictual  the  Center  ;  pro¬ 
vided  that  we  are  allowed  to  laugh  in  petto  at  both  kings  and 
peoples,  to  think  one  thing  in  the  morning  and  another  at 
night,  and  to  lead  a  merry  life  a  la  Panurge ,  or  to  recline  upon 
soft  cushions,  more  orientali. 

“  The  scepter  of  this  burlesque  and  macaronic  kingdom,”  he 
went  on,  “  we  have  reserved  for  you ;  so  we  are  taking  you 
straightway  to  a  dinner  given  by  the  founder  of  the  said  news¬ 
paper,  a  retired  banker,  who,  at  a  loss  to  know  what  to  do  with 
his  money,  is  going  to  buy  some  brains  with  it.  You  will  be 
welcomed  as  a  brother,  we  shall  hail  you  as  king  of  these  free 
lances,  who  will  undertake  anything ;  whose  perspicacity  dis¬ 
covers  the  intentions  of  Austria,  England,  or  Russia,  before 
either  Russia,  Austria,  or  England  have  formed  any.  Yes,  we 
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will  invest  you  with  the  sovereignty  of  those  puissant  intellects 
which  give  to  the  world  its  Mirabeaus,  Talleyrands,  Pitts,  and 
Metternichs  —  all  the  clever  Crispins  who  treat  the  destinies  of 
a  kingdom  as  gamblers’  stakes,  just  as  ordinary  men  play  domi¬ 
noes  for  kirschenwasser.  W e  have  given  you  out  to  be  the  most 
undaunted  champion  who  ever  wrestled  in  a  drinking  bout  at 
close  quarters  with  the  monster  called  Carousal,  whom  all  bold 
spirits  wish  to  try  a  fall  with ;  we  have  gone  so  far  as  to  say 
that  you  have  never  yet  been  worsted.  I  hope  you  will  not 
make  liars  of  us.  Taillefer,  our  amphitryon,  has  undertaken 
to  surpass  the  circumscribed  saturnalias  of  the  petty  modern 
Lucullus.  He  is  rich  enough  to  infuse  pomp  into  trifles,  and 
style  and  charm  into  dissipation.  .  .  .  Are  you  listening, 
Raphael?”  asked  the  orator,  interrupting  himself. 

“  Yes,”  answered  the  young  man,  less  surprised  by  the 
accomplishment  of  his  wishes  than  by  the  natural  manner  in 
which  the  events  had  come  about. 

He  could  not  bring  himself  to  believe  in  magic,  but  he  mar¬ 
veled  at  the  accidents  of  human  fate. 

•3|€-  ^ 

He  stood  leaning  against  the  marble  chimney-piece,  and 
stayed  there  quietly  in  the  middle  of  the  principal  saloon,  doing 
his  best  to  give  no  one  any  advantage  over  him ;  but  he  scruti¬ 
nized  the  faces  about  him,  and  gave  a  certain  vague  offense  to 
those  assembled,  by  his  inspection.  Like  a  dog  aware  of  his 
strength,  he  awaited  the  contest  on  his  own  ground,  without 
unnecessary  barking.  Toward  the  end  of  the  evening  he 
strolled  into  the  card  room,  walking  between  the  door  and 
another  that  opened  into  the  billiard  room,  throwing  a  glance 
from  time  to  time  over  a  group  of  young  men  that  had  gathered 
there.  He  heard  his  name  mentioned  after  a  turn  or  two. 
Although  they  lowered  their  voices,  Raphael  easily  guessed 
that  he  had  become  the  topic  of  their  debate,  and  he  ended  by 
catching  a  phrase  or  two  spoken  aloud. 

“You?” 

“  Yes,  I.” 

“  I  dare  you  to  do  it !  ” 

“  Let  us  make  a  bet  on  it.” 

“  Oh,  he  will  do  it.” 

Just  as  Valentin,  curious  to  learn  the  matter  of  the  wager, 
came  up  to  pay  closer  attention  to  what  they  were  saying,  a  tall, 
strong,  good-looking  young  fellow,  who,  however,  possessed  the 
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impertinent  stare  peculiar  to  people  who  have  material  force  at 
their  back,  came  out  of  the  billiard  room. 

“  I  am  deputed,  sir,”  he  said,  coolly  addressing  the  marquis, 
“  to  make  you  aware  of  something  which  you  do  not  seem  to 
know ;  your  face  and  person  generally  are  a  sort  of  annoyance 
to  every  one  here,  and  to  me  in  particular.  You  have  too 
much  politeness  not  to  sacrifice  yourself  to  the  public  good,  and 
I  beg  that  you  will  not  show  yourself  in  the  Club  again.” 

“  This  sort  of  joke  has  been  perpetrated  before,  sir,  in  garri¬ 
son  towns  at  the  time  of  the  Empire  ;  but  nowadays  it  is  exceed¬ 
ingly  bad  form,”  said  Raphael,  dryly. 

“  I  am  not  joking,”  the  young  man  answered,  “  and  I  repeat 
it ;  your  health  will  be  considerably  the  worse  for  a  stay  here ; 
the  heat  and  light,  the  air  of  the  saloon,  and  the  company  are 
all  bad  for  your  complaint.” 

“  Where  did  you  study  medicine  ?  ”  Raphael  inquired. 

“  I  took  my  bachelor’s  degree  on  Lepage’s  shooting  ground 
in  Paris,  and  was  made  a  doctor  at  Cerizier’s,  the  king  of 
foils.” 

“There  is  one  last  degree  left  for  you  to  take,”  said  Valen¬ 
tin  ;  “  study  the  ordinary  rules  of  politeness,  and  you  will  be  a 
perfect  gentleman.” 

The  young  men  all  came  out  of  the  billiard  room  just  then, 
some  disposed  to  laugh,  some  silent.  The  attention  of  other 
players  was  drawn  to  the  matter  ;  they  left  their  cards  to  watch 
a  quarrel  that  rejoiced  their  instincts.  Raphael,  alone  among 
this  hostile  crowd,  did  his  best  to  keep  cool,  and  not  to  put 
himself  in  any  way  in  the  wrong ;  but  his  adversary  having 
ventured  a  sarcasm  containing  an  insult  couched  in  unusually 
keen  language,  he  replied  gravely  :  — 

“We  cannot  box  men’s  ears,  sir,  in  these  days,  but  I  am  at 
a  loss  for  any  word  by  which  to  stigmatize  such  cowardly  be¬ 
havior  as  yours.” 

“  That’s  enough,  that’s  enough.  You  can  come  to  an  ex¬ 
planation  to-morrow,”  several  young  men  exclaimed,  interpos¬ 
ing  between  the  two  champions. 

Raphael  left  the  room  in  the  character  of  aggressor,  after  he 
had  accepted  a  proposal  to  meet  near  the  Chateau  de  Bordeau, 
in  a  little  sloping  meadow,  not  very  far  from  the  newly  made 
road,  by  which  the  man  who  came  off  victorious  could  reach 
Lyons.  Raphael  must  now  either  take  to  his  bed  or  leave  the 
baths.  The  visitors  had  gained  their  point.  At  eight  o’clock 
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next  -  morning,  his  antagonist,  followed  by  two  seconds  and  a 
surgeon,  arrived  first  on  the  ground. 

“We  shall  do  very  nicely  here ;  glorious  weather  for  a 
duel !  ”  he  cried  gayly,  looking  at  the  blue  vault  of  sky  above, 
at  the  waters  of  the  lake,  and  the  rocks,  without  a  single  mel¬ 
ancholy  presentiment  or  doubt  of  the  issue.  “  If  I  wing  him,” 
he  went  on,  “  I  shall  send  him  to  bed  for  a  month  ;  eh,  doctor  ?  ” 

“  At  the  very  least,”  the  surgeon  replied ;  “  but  let  that 
wfillow  twig  alone,  or  you  will  weary  your  wrist,  and  then  you 
will  not  fire  steadily.  You  might  kill  your  man  then  instead 
of  wounding  him.” 

The  noise  of  a  carriage  was  heard  approaching. 

“  Here  he  is,”  said  the  seconds,  who  soon  descried  a  caleche 
coming  along  the  road ;  it  was  drawn  by  four  horses,  and  there 
were  two  postilions. 

“What  a  queer  proceeding!”  said  Valentin’s  antagonist; 
“here  he  comes  posthaste  to  be  shot.” 

The  slightest  incident  about  a  duel,  as  about  a  stake  at 
cards,  makes  an  impression  on  the  minds  of  those  deeply  con¬ 
cerned  in  the  results  of  the  affair ;  so  the  young  man  awaited 
the  arrival  of  the  carriage  with  a  kind  of  uneasiness.  It 
stopped  in  the  road;  old  Jonathan  laboriously  descended  from 
it,  in  the  first  place,  to  assist  Raphael  to  alight ;  he  supported 
him  with  his  feeble  arms,  and  showed  him  all  the  minute  atten¬ 
tions  that  a  lover  lavishes  upon  his  mistress.  Both  became  lost 
to  sight  in  the  footpath  that  lay  between  the  highroad  and  the 
field  where  the  duel  was  to  take  place ;  they  were  walking 
slowly,  and  did  not  appear  again  for  some  time  after.  The 
four  onlookers  at  this  strange  spectacle  felt  deeply  moved  by 
the  sight  of  Valentin  as  he  leaned  on  his  servant’s  arm  ;  he 
was  wasted  and  pale ;  he  limped  as  if  he  had  the  gout,  went 
with  his  head  bowed  down,  and  said  not  a  word.  You  might 
have  taken  them  for  a  couple  of  old  men,  one  broken  with 
years,  the  other  worn  out  with  thought ;  the  elder  bore  his 
age  visibly  written  in  his  white  hair,  the  younger  was  of  no 
age. 

“  I  have  not  slept  all  night,  sir  ;  ”  so  Raphael  greeted  his 
antagonist. 

The  icy  tone  and  terrible  glance  that  went  with  the  words 
made  the  real  aggressor  shudder ;  he  knew  that  he  was  in  the 
wrong,  and  felt  in  secret  ashamed  of  his  behavior.  There  was 
something  strange  in  Raphael’s  bearing,  tone,  and  gesture ;  the 
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marquis  stopped,  and  every  one  else  was  likewise  silent.  The 
uneasy  and  constrained  feeling  grew  to  a  height. 

“  There  is  yet  time,”  he  went  on,  “  to  offer  me  some  slight 
apology;  and  offer  it  you  must,  or  you  will  die,  sir!  You 
rely  even  now  on  your  dexterity,  and  do  not  shrink  from  an 
encounter  in  which  you  believe  all  the  advantage  to  be  upon 
your  side.  Very  good,  sir;  I  am  generous,  I  am  letting  you 
know  my  superiority  beforehand.  I  possess  a  terrible  power. 
I  have  only  to  wish  to  do  so,  and  I  can  neutralize  your  skill, 
dim  your  eyesight,  make  your  hand  and  pulse  unsteady,  and 
even  kill  you  outright.  I  have  no  wish  to  be  compelled  to 
exercise  my  power;  the  use  of  it  costs  me  too  dear.  You 
would  not  be  the  only  one  to  die.  So  if  you  refuse  to  apolo¬ 
gize  to  me,  no  matter  what  your  experience  in  murder,  your  ball 
will  go  into  the  waterfall  there,  and  mine  will  speed  straight  to 
your  heart  though  I  do  not  aim  it  at  you.” 

Confused  voices  interrupted  Raphael  at  this  point.  All  the 
time  that  he  was  speaking,  the  marquis  had  kept  his  intolerably 
keen  gaze  fixed  upon  his  antagonist ;  now  he  drew  himself  up 
and  showed  an  impassive  face,  like  that  of  a  dangerous  mad¬ 
man. 

“  Make  him  hold  his  tongue,”  the  young  man  had  said  to 
one  of  his  seconds ;  “  that  voice  of  his  is  tearing  the  heart  out 
of  me.” 

“  Say  no  more,  sir ;  it  is  quite  useless,”  cried  the  seconds 
and  the  surgeons,  addressing  Raphael. 

“  Gentlemen,  I  am  fulfilling  a  duty.  Has  this  young  gentle¬ 
man  any  final  arrangements  to  make  ?  ” 

“That  is  enough  ;  that  will  do.” 

The  marquis  remained  standing  steadily,  never  for  a  mo¬ 
ment  losing  sight  of  his  antagonist ;  and  the  latter  seemed,  like 
a  bird  before  a  snake,  to  be  overwhelmed  by  a  well-nigh  magi¬ 
cal  power.  He  was  compelled  to  endure  that  homicidal  gaze  ; 
he  met  and  shunned  it  incessantly. 

“  I  am  thirsty  ;  give  me  some  water - ”  he  said  again  to 

the  second. 

“  Are  you  nervous  ?  ” 

“  Yes,”  he  answered.  “  There  is  a  fascination  about  that 
man’s  glowing  eyes.” 

“  Will  you  apologize  ?  ” 

“  It  is  too  late  now.” 

The  two  antagonists  were  placed  at  fifteen  paces  distant 
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from  each  other.  Each  of  them  had  a  brace  of  pistols  at  hand, 
and,  according  to  the  programme  prescribed  for  them,  each 
was  to  fire  twice  when  and  how  he  pleased,  and  after  the  signal 
had  been  given  by  the  seconds. 

“  What  are  you  doing,  Charles  ?  ”  exclaimed  the  young  man 
who  acted  as  a  second  to  Raphael’s  antagonist  ;  “you  are  put¬ 
ting  in  the  ball  before  the  powder  ?  ” 

“  I  am  a  dead  man,”  he  muttered,  by  way  of  answer  ;  “  you 

have  put  me  facing  the  sun - ” 

“The  sun  lies  behind  you,”  said  Valentin,  sternly  and 
solemnly,  while  he  ooolly  loaded  his  pistol  without  heeding  the 
fact  that  the  signal  had  been  given,  or  that  his  antagonist  was 
carefully  taking  aim. 

There  was  something  so  appalling  in  this  supernatural 
unconcern,  that  it  affected  even  the  two  postilions,  brought 
thither  by  a  cruel  curiosity.  Raphael  was  either  trying  his 
power  or  playing  with  it,  for  he  talked  to  J onathan,  and  looked 
toward  him  as  he  received  his  adversary’s  fire.  Charles’  bullet 
broke  a  branch  of  willow,  and  rioocheted  over  the  surface  of 
the  water  !  Raphael  fired  at  random,  and  shot  his  antagonist 
through  the  heart.  He  did  not  heed  the  young  man  as  he 
dropped  ;  he  hurriedly  sought  the  Wild  Ass’  Skin  to  see  what 
another  man’s  life  had  cost  him.  The  talisman  was  no  larger 
than  a  small  oak  leaf. 

WORK  WITHOUT  HOPE. 

By  SAMUEL  TAYLOR  COLERIDGE. 

All  nature  seems  at  work.  Slugs  leave  their  lair  — 

The  bees  are  stirring  —  birds  are  on  the  wing  — 

And  Winter,  slumbering  in  the  open  air, 

Wears  on  his  smiling  face  a  dream  of  Spring  ! 

And  I,  the  while,  the  sole  unbusy  thing, 

Nor  honey  make,  nor  pair,  nor  build,  nor  sing. 

Yet  well  I  ken  the  banks  where  amaranths  blow, 

Have  traced  the  founts  whence  streams  of  nectar  flow. 

Bloom,  0  ye  amaranths !  bloom  for  whom  ye  may, 

For  me  ye  bloom  not !  Glide,  rich  streams,  away  ! 

With  lips  unbrightened,  wreathless  brow,  I  stroll : 

And  would  you  learn  the  spells  that  drowse  my  soul  ? 

Work  without  hope  draws  nectar  in  a  sieve, 

And  hope  without  an  object  cannot  live. 
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By  HONORS  DE  BALZAC. 


[Honore  de  Balzac,  the  greatest  of  French  novelists,  was  born  at  Tours  in 
1799,  educated  at  the  College  de  Yendome,  and  studied  law ;  then  retired  to  a 
Paris  garret  to  write  novels  in  the  most  miserable  poverty  for  years,  before  he 
won  the  least  public  attention.  Ten  years  later  he  had  become  famous,  though 
not  prosperous.  In  1848  he  married  a  Polish  lady  whom  he  had  long  loved,  and 
just  as  he  was  beginning  to  have  an  easy  life  he  died,  August  18,  1850.  His 
novels  are  very  numerous  ;  most  of  them  were  grouped  by  him  as  a  “  Com^die 
Humaine,”  which  was  to  comprise  all  sides  of  life.  Some  of  the  best  known  are 
“Eugenie  Grandet,”  “  Cdsar  Birotteau,”  “  Pfere  Goriot,”  “Lost  Illusions,” 
“The  Woman  of  Thirty,”  “The  Poor  Relations,”  “The  Last  Chouan”  (his 
first  success),  “La  Peau  de  Chagrin,”  “The  Search  for  the  Absolute,”  and 
“The  Country  Doctor.”] 


I.  Tele  Conspiracy. 

There  was  a  pause.  Pons  was  too  weak  to  say  more.  La 
Cibot  took  the  opportunity  and  tapped  her  head  significantly. 
“  Do  not  contradict  him,”  she  said  to  Schmucke  ;  “  it  would 
kill  him.” 

Pons  gazed  into  Schmucke’s  honest  face.  “  And  she  says 
that  you  sent  her - ”  he  continued. 

“Yes,”  Schmucke  affirmed  heroically.  “  It  had  to  pe.  Hush  ! 
—  let  us  safe  your  life.  It  is  absurd  to  vork  and  train  your 
sdrength  gif  you  haf  a  dreasure.  Get  better  ;  ve  vill  sell  some 
pric-a-prac  und  end  our  tays  kvietly  in  a  corner  someveres,  mit 
kind  Montame  Zipod.” 

“  She  has  perverted  you,”  moaned  Pons. 

Mme.  Cibot  had  taken  up  her  statiou  behind  the  bed  to 
make  signals  unobserved.  Pons  thought  that  she  had  left  the 
room.  “  She  is  murdering  me,”  he  added. 

“  What  is  that  ?  I  am  murdering  you,  am  I  ?  ”  cried  La 
Cibot,  suddenly  appearing,  hand  on  hips  and  eyes  aflame.  “  I  am 
as  faithful  as  a  dog,  and  this  is  all  I  get  !  God  Almighty! - ” 

She  burst  into  tears  and  dropped  down  into  the  great  chair, 
a  tragical  movement  which  wrought  a  most  disastrous  revulsion 
in  Pons. 

“Very  good,”  she  said,  rising  to  her  feet.  The  woman’s 
malignant  eyes  looked  poison  and  bullets  at  the  two  friends. 
“Very  good.  Nothing  that  I  can  do  is  right  here,  and  I  am 
tired  of  slaving  my  life  out.  You  shall  take  a  nurse.” 
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Pons  and  Schmucke  exchanged  glances  in  dismay. 

“  Oh  !  you  may  look  at  each  other  like  actors.  I  mean  it. 
I  shall  ask  Dr.  Poulain  to  find  a  nurse  for  you.  And  now  we 
will  settle  accounts.  You  shall  pay  me  back  the  money  that  I 
have  spent  on  you,  and  that  I  would  never  have  asked  you  for, 
I  that  have  gone  to  M.  Pillerault  to  borrow  another  five  hun¬ 
dred  francs  of  him - ” 

“It  ees  his  illness  !  ”  cried  Schmucke  —  he  sprang  to  Mme. 
Cibot  and  put  an  arm  round  her  waist  —  “liaf  batience.” 

“  As  for  you,  you  are  an  angel,  I  could  kiss  the  ground  you 
tread  upon,”  said  she.  “But  M.  Pons  never  liked  me,  he 
always  hated  me.  Besides,  he  thinks  perhaps  that  I  want  to 
be  mentioned  in  his  will - ” 

“  Hush  !  you  vill  kill  him  !  ”  cried  Schmucke. 

“  Good-by,  sir,”  said  La  Cibot,  with  a  withering  look  at 
Pons.  “You  may  keep  well  for  all  the  harm  I  wish  you. 
When  you  can  speak  to  me  pleasantly,  when  you  can  believe 
that  what  I  do  is  done  for  the  best,  I  will  come  back  again. 
Till  then  I  shall  stay  in  my  own  room.  You  were  like  my  own 
child  to  me  ;  did  anybody  ever  see  a  child  revolt  against  its 
mother?  ...  No,  no,  M.  Schmucke,  I  do  not  want  to  hear 
more.  I  will  bring  you  your  dinner  and  wait  upon  you ,  but 
you  must  take  a  nurse.  Ask  M.  Poulain  about  it.” 

And  out  she  went,  slamming  the  door  after  her  so  violently 
that  the  precious,  fragile  objects  in  the  room  trembled.  To 
Pons  in  his  torture,  the  rattle  of  china  was  like  the  final  blow 
dealt  by  the  executioner  to  a  victim  broken  on  the  wheel. 

An  hour  later  La  Cibot  called  to  Schmucke  through  the 
door,  telling  him  that  his  dinner  was  waiting  for  him  in  the  din¬ 
ing  room.  She  would  not  cross  the  threshold.  Poor  Schmucke 
went  out  to  her  with  a  haggard,  tear-stained  face. 

“  Mein  boor  Bons  is  vandering,”  said  he  ;  “  he  says  dat  you 
are  ein  pad  voman.  It  ees  his  illness,”  he  added  hastily,  to 
soften  La  Cibot  and  excuse  his  friend. 

“  Oh,  I  have  had  enough  of  his  illness  !  Look  here,  he  is 
neither  father,  nor  husband,  nor  brother,  nor  child  of  mine. 
He  has  taken  a  dislike  to  me  ;  well  and  good,  that  is  enough  ! 
As  for  you,  you  see,  I  would  follow  you  to  the  end  of  the 
world;  but  when  a  woman  gives  her  life,  her  heart,  and  all  her 
savings,  and  neglects  her  husband  (for  here  has  Cibot  fallen 
ill),  and  then  hears  that  she  is  a  bad  woman  —  it  is  coming  it 
rather  too  strong,  it  is.” 
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“  Too  sthrong  ?  ” 

“  Too  strong,  yes.  Never  mind  idle  words.  Let  us  come 
to  the  facts.  As  to  that,  you  owe  me  for  three  months  at  a 
hundred  and  ninety  francs  —  that  is  five  hundred  and  seventy 
francs  ;  then  there  is  the  rent  that  I  have  paid  twice  (here  are 
the  receipts),  six  hundred  more,  including  rates  and  the  sou  in 
the  franc  for  the  porter  —  something  under  twelve  hundred 
francs  altogether,  and  with  the  two  thousand  francs  besides  — 
without  interest,  mind  you  —  the  total  amounts  to  three  thou¬ 
sand  one  hundred  and  ninety-two  francs.  And  remember  that 
you  will  want  at  least  two  thousand  francs  before  long  for  the 
doctor,  and  the  nurse,  and  the  medicine,  and  the  nurse’s  board. 
That  was  why  I  borrowed  a  thousand  francs  of  M.  Pillerault,” 
and  with  that  she  held  up  Gaudissart’s  bank  note. 

It  may  readily  be  conceived  that  Schmucke  listened  to  this 
reckoning  with  amazement,  for  he  knew  about  as  much  of  busi¬ 
ness  as  a  cat  knows  of  music. 

“  Montame  Zipod,”  he  expostulated,  “  Bons  haf  lost  his  head. 
Bardon  him,  und  nurse  him  as  pefore,  und  pe  our  profidence ; 
I  peg  it  of  you  on  mine  knees,”  and  he  knelt  before  La  Cibot 
and  kissed  the  tormentor’s  hands. 

La  Cibot  raised  Schmucke  and  kissed  him  on  the  forehead. 
“  Listen,  my  lamb,”  said  she  ,*  “  here  is  Cibot  ill  in  bed  ;  I  have 
just  sent  for  Dr.  Poulain.  So  I  ought  to  set  my  affairs  in  order. 
And  what  is  more,  Cibot  saw  me  crying,  and  flew  into  such  a 
passion  that  he  will  not  have  me  set  foot  in  here  again.  It  is  he 
who  wants  the  money ;  it  is  his,  you  see.  We  women  can  do 
nothing  when  it  comes  to  that.  But  if  you  let  him  have  his 
money  back  again —  the  three  thousand  two  hundred  francs  — 
he  will  be  quiet,  perhaps.  Poor  man,  it  is  his  all,  earned  by  the 
sweat  of  his  brow,  the  savings  of  twenty-six  years  of  life  to¬ 
gether.  He  must  have  his  money  to-morrow  ;  there  is  no  get¬ 
ting  round  him.  — You  do  not  know  Cibot ;  when  he  is  angry 
he  would  kill  a  man.  Well,  I  might  perhaps  get  leave  of  him 
to  look  after  you  both  as  before.  Be  easy.  I  will  just  let  him 
say  anything  that  comes  into  his  head.  I  will  bear  it  all  for 
love  of  you,  an  angel  as  you  are.” 

“No,  I  am  ein  boor  man,  dot  lof  his  friend  und  vould  gif  his 
life  to  save  him - ” 

“  But  the  money  ?  ”  broke  in  La  Cibot.  “  My  good  M. 
Schmucke,  let  us  suppose  that  you  pay  me  nothing  ;  you  will 
want  three  thousand  francs,  and  where  are  they  to  come  from  ? 
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Upon  my  word,  do  you  know  what  I  should  do  in  your  place  ? 
I  should  not  think  twice,  I  should  just  sell  seven  or  eight  good- 
for-nothing  pictures,  and  put  up  some  of  those  instead  that 
are  standing  in  your  closet  with  their  faces  to  the  wall  for 
want  of  room.  One  picture  or  another,  what  difference  does  it 
make  ?  ” 

“  Und  vy  ?  ” 

“  He  is  so  cunning.  It  is  his  illness,  for  he  is  a  lamb  when 
he  is  well.  He  is  capable  of  getting  up  and  prying  about ;  and 
if  by  any  chance  he  went  into  the  salon,  he  is  so  weak  that  he 
could  not  go  beyond  the  door  ;  he  would  see  that  they  were  all 
still  there.” 

“  Drue  !  ” 

“  And  when  he  is  quite  well,  we  will  tell  him  about  the  sale. 
And  if  you  wish  to  confess,  throw  it  all  upon  me,  say  that  you 
were  obliged  to  pay  me.  Come  !  I  have  a  broad  back - ” 

“  I  cannot  tispose  of  dings  dot  are  not  mine,”  the  good  Ger¬ 
man  answered  simply. 

“Very  well.  I  will  summons  you,  you  and  M.  Pons.” 

“  It  vould  kill  him - ” 

“Take  your  choice!  Dear  me,  sell  the  pictures  and  tell 
him  about  it  afterwards  .  .  .  you  can  show  him  the  sum¬ 
mons  - ” 

“Yer’  goot.  Summons  us.  Dot  shall  pe  mine  egscuse. 
I  shall  show  him  der  chudgment.” 

Mine.  Cibot  went  down  to  the  court,  and  that  very  day  at 
seven  o’clock  she  called  to  Schmucke.  Sclimucke  found  him¬ 
self  confronted  with  M.  Tabareau  the  bailiff,  who  called  upon 
him  to  pay.  Schmucke  made  answer,  trembling  from  head  to 
foot,  and  was  forthwith  summoned,  together  with  Pons,  to  ap¬ 
pear  in  the  county  court  to  hear  judgment  against  him.  The 
sight  of  the  bailiff  and  a  bit  of  stamped  paper  covered  with 
scrawls  produced  such  an  effect  upon  Schmucke,  that  he  held 
out  no  longer. 

“  Sell  die  bictures,”  he  said  with  the  tears  in  his  eyes. 

Next  morning,  at  six  o’clock,  Elie  Magus  and  Remonencq 
took  down  the  paintings  of  their  choice.  Two  receipts  for 
two  thousand  five  hundred  francs  were  made  out  in  correct 
form  :  — 

“  I,  the  undersigned,  representing  M.  Pons,  acknowledge 
the  receipt  of  two  thousand  five  hundred  francs  from  M.  Elie 
voi,.  xxiv.  —  3 
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Magus  for  the  four  pictures  sold  to  him,  the  said  sum  being 
appropriated  to  the  use  of  M.  Pons.  The  first  picture,  attrib¬ 
uted  to  Dfirer,  is  a  portrait  of  a  woman ;  the  second,  likewise  a 
portrait,  is  of  the  Italian  School ;  the  third,  a  Dutch  landscape 
by  Breughel ;  and  the  fourth,  a  ‘  Holy  Family,’  by  an  unknown 
master  of  the  Florentine  School.” 

Remonencq’s  receipt  was  worded  in  precisely  the  same  way  ; 
a  Greuze,  a  Claude  Lorraine,  a  Rubens,  and  a  Van  Dyck  being 
disguised  as  pictures  of  the  French  and  Flemish  schools. 

“  Der  monny  makes  me  beleef  dot  the  chimcracks  haf  som 
value,”  said  Schmucke,  when  the  five  thousand  francs  were  paid 
over. 

“  They  are  worth  something,”  said  Remonencq.  “  I  would 
willingly  give  a  hundred  thousand  francs  for  the  lot.” 

Remonencq,  asked  to  do  a  trifling  service,  hung  eight  pic¬ 
tures  of  the  proper  size  in  the  same  frames,  taking  them  from 
among  the  less  valuable  pictures  in  Schmucke’s  bedroom. 

No  sooner  was  Elie  Magus  in  possession  of  the  four  great 
pictures  than  he  went,  taking  La  Cibot  with  him,  under  pre¬ 
tense  of  settling  accounts.  But  he  pleaded  poverty,  he  found 
fault  with  the  pictures,  they  needed  rebacking,  he  offered  La 
Cibot  thirty  thousand  francs  by  way  of  commission,  and  finally 
dazzled  her  with  the  sheets  of  paper  on  which  the  Bank  of 
France  engraves  the  words  “  One  thousand  francs,”  in  capital 
letters.  Magus  thereupon  condemned  Remonencq  to  pay  the 
like  sum  to  La  Cibot,  by  lending  him  the  money  on  the  security 
of  his  four  pictures,  which  he  took  with  him  as  a  guarantee. 
So  glorious  were  they,  that  Magus  could  not  bring  himself  to 
part  with  them,  and  next  day  he  bought  them  of  Remonencq 
for  six  thousand  francs  over  and  above  the  original  price,  and 
an  invoice  was  duly  made  out  for  the  four.  Mme.  Cibot,  the 
richer  by  sixty-eight  thousand  francs,  once  more  swore  her  two 
accomplices  to  absolute  secrecy.  Then  she  asked  the  Jew’s 
advice.  She  wanted  to  invest  the  money  in  such  a  way  that 
no  one  should  know  of  it. 

“  Buy  shares  in  the  Orleans  Railway,”  said  he  ;  “  they  are 
thirty  francs  below  par,  you  will  double  your  capital  in  three 
years.  They  will  give  you  scraps  of  paper,  which  you  keep 
safe  in  a  portfolio.” 

“  Stay  here,  M.  Magus.  I  will  go  and  fetch  the  man  of 
business  who  acts  for  M.  Pons’  family.  He  wants  to  know 
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how  much  you  will  give  for  the  whole  bag  of  tricks  upstairs.  1 
will  go  for  him  now.” 

“  If  only  she  were  a  widow  !  ”  said  Remonencq  when  she  was 
gone.  “  She  would  just  suit  me ;  she  will  have  plenty  of 
money  now - ” 

“  Especially  if  she  puts  her  money  into  the  Orleans  Rail¬ 
way  ;  she  will  double  her  capital  in  two  years’  time.  I  have 
put  all  my  poor  little  savings  into  it,”  added  the  Jew,  “  for  my 
daughter’s  portion.  —  Come,  let  us  take  a  turn  on  the  boule¬ 
vard  until  this  lawyer  arrives.” 

“  Cibot  is  very  bad  as  it  is,”  continued  Remonencq  ;  “  if  it 
should  please  God  to  take  him  to  Himself,  I  should  have  a 
famous  wife  to  keep  a  shop ;  I  could  set  up  on  a  large 
scale - ” 


“Good  day,  M.  Fraisier,”  La  Cibot  began  in  an  ingratiat¬ 
ing  tone,  as  she  entered  her  legal  adviser’s  office.  “  Why,  what 
is  this  that  your  porter  has  been  telling  me  ?  are  you  going  to 
move  ?  ” 

“Yes,  my  dear  Mme.  Cibot.  I  am  taking  the  first  floor 
above  Dr.  Poulain,  and  trying  to  borrow  two  or  three  thousand 
francs  so  as  to  furnish  the  place  properly  ;  it  is  very  nice,  upon 
my  word,  the  landlord  has  just  papered  and  painted  it.  I  am 
acting,  as  I  told  you,  in  President  de  Marville’s  interests  and 
yours.  ...  I  am  not  a  solicitor  now  ;  I  mean  to  have  my 
name  entered  on  the  roll  of  barristers,  and  I  must  be  well 
lodged.  A  barrister  in  Paris  cannot  have  his  name  on  the  rolls 
unless  he  has  decent  furniture  and  books  and  the  like.  I  am  a 
doctor  of  law,  I  have  kept  my  terms,  and  have  powerful  inter¬ 
est  already.  .  .  .  Well,  how  are  we  getting  on?  ” 

“  Perhaps  you  would  accept  my  savings,”  said  La  Cibot. 
“  I  have  put  them  in  the  savings  bank.  I  have  not  much,  only 
three  thousand  francs,  the  fruits  of  twenty-five  years  of  stint¬ 
ing  and  scraping.  You  might  give  me  a  bill  of  exchange,  as 
Remonencq  says  ;  for  I  am  ignorant  myself,  I  only  know  what 
they  tell  me.” 

“  No.  It  is  against  the  rules  of  the  guild  for  a  barrister 
( [avocat )  to  put  his  name  to  a  bill.  I  will  give  you  a  receipt, 
bearing  interest  at  five  per  cent  per  annum,  on  the  understand¬ 
ing  that  if  I  make  an  income  of  twelve  hundred  francs  for  you 
out  of  old  Pons’  estate  you  will  cancel  it.” 

La  Cibot,  caught  in  the  trap,  uttered  not  a  word. 
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“  Silence  gives  consent,”  Fraisier  continued.  “  Let  me  have 
it  to-morrow  morning.” 

“  Oh  !  I  am  quite  willing  to  pay  fees  in  advance, ”  said  La 
Cibot ;  “  it  is  one  way  of  making  sure  of  my  money.” 

Fraisier  nodded.  “  How  are  we  getting  on  ?  ”  he  repeated. 
“I  saw  Poulain  yesterday  ;  you  are  hurrying  your  invalid 
along,  it  seems.  .  .  .  One  more  scene  such  as  yesterday’s,  and 
gallstones  will  form.  Be  gentle  with  him,  my  dear  Mme. 
Cibot,  do  not  lay  up  remorse  for  yourself.  Life  is  not  too 
long.” 

“Just  let  me  alone  with  your  remorse  !  Are  you  going  to 
talk  about  the  guillotine  again  ?  M.  Pons  is  a  contrairy  old 
thing.  You  don’t  know  him  ?  It  is  he  that  bothers  ms. 
There  is  not  a  more  crossgrained  man  alive  ;  his  relations  are 
in  the  right  of  it,  he  is  sly,  revengeful,  and  contrairy.  .  .  . 
M.  Magus  has  come,  as  I  told  you,  and  is  waiting  to  see  you.” 

“Right!  I  will  be  there  as  soon  as  you.  Your  income 
depends  upon  the  price  the  collection  will  fetch.  If  it  brings 
in  eight  hundred  thousand  francs,  you  shall  have  fifteen  hun¬ 
dred  francs  a  year.  It  is  a  fortune.” 

“Very  well.  I  will  tell  them  to  value  the  things  on  their 
consciences.” 

An  hour  later,  Pons  was  fast  asleep.  The  doctor  had  ordered 
a  soothing  draught,  which  Schmucke  administered,  all  uncon¬ 
scious  that  La  Cibot  had  doubled  the  dose.  Fraisier,  Remonencq, 
and  Magus,  three  gallows  birds,  were  examining  the  seventeen 
hundred  different  objects  which  formed  the  old  musician’s  col¬ 
lection,  one  by  one. 

Schmucke  had  gone  to  bed.  The  three  kites,  drawn  by  the 
scent  of  a  corpse,  were  masters  of  the  field. 

“  Make  no  noise,”  said  La  Cibot  whenever  Magus  went  into 
ecstasies  or  explained  the  value  of  some  work  of  art  to  Remo¬ 
nencq.  The  dying  man  slept  on  in  the  neighboring  room, 
while  greed  in  four  different  forms  appraised  the  treasures  that 
he  must  leave  behind,  and  waited  impatiently  for  him  to  die  — 
a  sight  to  wring  the  heart. 

Three  hours  went  by  before  they  had  finished  the  salon. 

“  On  an  average,”  said  the  grimy  old  Jew,  “everything  here 
is  worth  a  thousand  francs.” 

“  Seventeen  hundred  thousand  francs  !  ”  exclaimed  Fraisier, 
in  bewilderment. 
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“Not  to  me,”  Magus  answered  promptly,  and  his  eyes 
grew  dull.  “  I  would  not  give  more  than  a  hundred  thousand 
francs  myself  for  the  collection.  You  cannot  tell  how  long 
you  may  keep  a  thing  on  hand.  .  .  .  There  are  masterpieces 
that  wait  ten  years  for  a  buyer,  and  meanwhile  the  purchase 
money  is  doubled  by  compound  interest.  Still,  I  should 
pay  cash.” 

“  There  is  stained  glass  in  the  other  room,  as  well  as  enamels 
and  miniatures  and  gold  and  silver  snuffboxes,”  put  in  Remo- 
nencq. 

“  Can  they  be  seen?  ”  inquired  Fraisier. 

“  I’ll  see  if  he  is  sound  asleep,”  replied  La  Cibot.  She 
made  a  sign,  and  the  three  birds  of  prey  came  in. 

“  There  are  masterpieces  yonder  !  ”  said  Magus,  indicating 
the  salon,  every  bristle  of  his  white  beard  twitching  as  he 
spoke.  “  But  the  riches  are  here  !  And  what  riches  !  Kings 
have  nothing  more  glorious  in  royal  treasuries.” 

R6monencq’s  eyes  lighted  up  till  they  glowed  like  carbun¬ 
cles  at  the  sight  of  the  gold  snuffboxes.  Fraisier,  cool  and 
calm  as  a  serpent,  or  some  snake  creature  with  the  power  of 
rising  erect,  stood  with  his  viper’s  head  stretched  out,  in  such 
an  attitude  as  a  painter  would  choose  for  Mepliistopheles. 
The  three  covetous  beings,  thirsting  for  gold  as  devils  thirst 
for  the  dew  of  heaven,  looked  simultaneously,  as  it  chanced,  at 
the  owner  of  all  this  wealth.  Some  nightmare  troubled  Pons  ; 
he  stirred,  and  suddenly,  under  the  influence  of  those  diaboli¬ 
cal  glances,  he  opened  his  eyes  with  a  shrill  cry. 

“  Thieves  !  .  .  .  There  they  are  !  .  .  .  Help  !  Murder ! 
Help  !  ” 

The  nightmare  was  evidently  still  upon  him,  for  he  sat  up 
in  bed,  staring  before  him  with  blank,  wide-open  eyes,  and  had 
not  power  to  move. 

Elie  Magus  and  Remonencq  made  for  the  door,  but  a  word 
glued  them  to  the  spot. 

“  Magus  here  !  .  .  .  I  am  betrayed  !  ” 

Instinctively  the  sick  man  had  known  that  his  beloved  pic¬ 
tures  were  in  danger,  a  thought  that  touched  him  at  least  as 
closely  as  any  dread  for  himself,  and  he  awoke.  Fraisier  mean¬ 
while  did  not  stir. 

“  Mme.  Cibot !  who  is  that  gentleman  ?  ”  cried  Pons,  shiv¬ 
ering  at  the  sight. 

“  Goodness  me  !  how  could  I  put  him  out  of  the  door  ?  ” 
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she  inquired,  with  a  wink  and  gesture  for  Fraisier’s  benefit. 
“This  gentleman  came  just  a  minute  ago,  from  your  family.” 

Fraisier  could  not  conceal  his  admiration  for  La  Cibot. 

“  Yes,  sir,”  he  said,  “  I  have  come  on  behalf  of  Mme.  la 
Presidente  de  Marville,  her  husband,  and  her  daughter,  to 
express  their  regret.  They  learned  quite  by  accident  that  you 
are  ill,  and  they  would  like  to  nurse  you  themselves.  They 
want  you  to  go  to  Marville  and  get  well  there.  Mme.  la 
Vicomtesse  Popinot,  the  little  Cecile  that  you  love  so  much, 
will  be  your  nurse.  She  took  your  part  with  her  mother. 
She  convinced  Mme.  de  Marville  that  she  had  made  a  mistake.” 

“  So  my  next  of  kin  have  sent  you  to  me,  have  they  ?  ”  Pons 
exclaimed  indignantly,  “and  sent  the  best  judge  and  expert  in 
all  Paris  with  you  to  show  you  the  way  ?  Oh  !  a  nice  commis¬ 
sion  !  ”  he  cried,  bursting  into  wild  laughter.  “You  have 
come  to  value  my  pictures  and  curiosities,  my  snuffboxes  and 
miniatures !  .  .  .  Make  your  valuation.  You  have  a  man 
there  who  understands  everything,  and  more  —  he  can  buy 
everything,  for  he  is  a  millionaire  ten  times  over.  .  .  .  My 
dear  relatives  will  not  have  long  to  wait,”  he  added  with  bitter 
irony,  “they  have  choked  the  last  breath  out  of  me.  .  .  .  Ah! 
Mme.  Cibot,  you  said  you  were  a  mother  to  me,  and  you  bring 
dealers  into  the  house,  and  my  competitor  and  the  Camusots, 
while  I  am  asleep  !  .  .  .  Get  out,  all  of  you  ! - ” 

The  unhappy  man  was  beside  himself  with  anger  and  fear ; 
he  rose  from  the  bed  and  stood  upright,  a  gaunt,  wasted  figure. 

“  Take  my  arm,  sir,”  said  La  Cibot,  rushing  to  the  rescue, 
lest  Pons  should  fall.  “  Pray  calm  yourself,  the  gentlemen  are 
gone.” 

“  I  want  to  see  the  salon  ...”  said  the  death-stricken  man. 
La  Cibot  made  a  sign  to  the  three  ravens  to  take  flight.  Then 
she  caught  up  Pons  as  if  he  had  been  a  feather,  and  put  him  in 
bed  again,  in  spite  of  his  cries.  When  she  saw  that  he  was 
quite  helpless  and  exhausted,  she  went  to  shut  the  door  on  the 
staircase.  The  three  who  had  done  Pons  to  death  were  still  on 
the  landing  ;  La  Cibot  told  them  to  wait.  She  heard  Fraisier 
say  to  Magus  :  — 

“  Let  me  have  it  in  writing,  and  sign  it,  both  of  you. 
Undertake  to  pay  nine  hundred  thousand  francs  in  cash  for 
M.  Pons’  collection,  and  we  will  see  about  putting  you  in  the 
way  of  making  a  handsome  profit.” 

With  that  he  said  something  to  La  Cibot  in  a  voice  so  low 
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that  the  others  could  not  catch  it,  and  went  down  after  the  two 
dealers  to  the  porter’s  room. 

“  Have  they  gone,  Mme.  Cibot  ?  ”  asked  the  unhappy  Pons, 
when  she  came  back  again. 

“Gone?  .  .  .  who?”  asked  she. 

“  Those  men.” 

“  What  men  ?  There,  now  !  you  have  seen  men,”  said  she. 
“  You  have  just  had  a  raving  fit ;  if  it  hadn’t  been  for  me  you 
would  have  gone  out  of  the  window,  and  now  you  are  still  talk¬ 
ing  of  men  in  the  room.  ...  Is  it  always  to  be  like  this?” 

“  What !  was  there  not  a  gentleman  here  just  now,  saying 
that  my  relatives  had  sent  him  ?  ” 

“Will  you  still  stand  me  out?”  said  she.  “Upon  my 
word,  do  you  know  where  you  ought  to  be  sent?  —  To  the 
asylum  at  Charenton.  You  see  men - ” 

“  Elie  Magus,  Remonencq,  and - ” 

“  Oh !  as  for  Remonencq,  you  may  have  seen  Mm ,  for  he 
came  up  to  tell  me  that  my  poor  Cibot  is  so  bad  that  I  must 
clear  out  of  this  and  come  down.  My  Cibot  comes  first,  you 
see.  When  my  husband  is  ill,  I  can  think  of  nobody  else. 
Try  to  keep  quiet  and  sleep  for  a  couple  of  hours  ;  I  have  sent 
for  Dr.  Poulain,  and  I  will  come  up  with  him.  .  .  .  Take  a 
drink  and  be  good - ” 

“  Then  was  there  no  one  in  the  room  just  now,  when  I 
waked  ?  ” 

“No  one,”  said  she.  “You  must  have  seen  M.  Remonencq 
in  one  of  your  looking-glasses.” 

“You  are  right,  Mme.  Cibot,”  said  Pons,  meek  as  a  lamb. 

“Well,  now  you  are  sensible  again.  .  .  .  Good-by,  my 
cherub  ;  keep  quiet,  I  shall  be  back  again  in  a  minute.” 

When  Pons  heard  the  outer  door  close  upon  her,  he  sum¬ 
moned  up  all  his  remaining  strength  to  rise. 

“  They  are  cheating  me,”  he  muttered  to  himself,  “  they  are 
robbing  me  !  Schmucke  is  a  child  that  would  let  them  tie  him 
up  in  a  sack.” 

The  terrible  scene  had  seemed  so  real,  it  could  not  be  a 
dream,  he  thought  ;  a  desire  to  throw  light  upon  the  puzzle 
excited  him  ;  he  managed  to  reach  the  door,  opened  it  after 
many  efforts,  and  stood  on  the  threshold  of  his  salon.  There 
they  were — his  dear  pictures,  his  statues,  his  Florentine  bronzes, 
his  porcelain  ;  the  sight  of  them  revived  him.  The  old  collector 
walked  in  his  dressing  gown  along  the  narrow  spaces  between 
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the  credence  tables  and  the  sideboards  that  lined  the  wall ;  his 
feet  bare,  his  head  on  fire.  His  first  glance  of  ownership  told 
him  that  everything  was  there  ;  he  turned  to  go  back  to  bed 
again,  when  he  noticed  that  a  Greuze  portrait  looked  out  of 
the  frame  that  had  held  Sebastian  del  Piombo’s  “Templar.” 
Suspicion  flashed  across  his  brain,  making  his  dark  thoughts 
apparent  to  him,  as  a  flash  of  lightning  marks  the  outlines  of 
the  cloud  bars  on  a  stormy  sky.  He  looked  round  for  the  eight 
capital  pictures  of  the  collection  ;  each  one  of  them  was  replaced 
by  another.  A  dark  film  suddenly  overspread  his  eyes ;  his 
strength  failed  him ;  he  fell  fainting  upon  the  polished  floor. 

So  heavy  was  the  swoon  that  for  two  hours  he  lay  as 
he  fell,  till  Schmucke  awoke  and  went  to  see  his  friend,  and 
found  him  lying  unconscious  in  the  salon.  With  endless  pains 
Schmucke  raised  the  half-dead  body  and  laid  it  on  the  bed ; 
but  when  he  came  to  question  the  death-stricken  man,  and  saw 
the  look  in  the  dull  eyes  and  heard  the  vague,  inarticulate 
words,  the  good  German,  so  far  from  losing  his  head,  rose  to 
the  very  heroism  of  friendship.  Man  and  child  as  he  was,  with 
the  pressure  of  despair  came  the  inspiration  of  a  mother  s  ten¬ 
derness,  a  woman’s  love.  He  warmed  towels  (he  found  towels  !), 
he  wrapped  them  about  Pons’  hands,  he  laid  them  over  the  pit 
of  the  stomach ;  he  took  the  cold,  moist  forehead  in  his  hands, 
he  summoned  back  life  with  a  might  of  will  worthy  of  Apollo¬ 
nius  of  Tyana,  laying  kisses  on  his  friend’s  eyelids  like  some 
Mary  bending  over  the  dead  Christ,  in  a  pieta  carved  in  bas- 
relief  by  some  great  Italian  sculptor.  The  divine  effort,  the 
outpouring  of  one  life  into  another,  the  work  of  mother  and  of 
lover,  was  crowned  with  success.  In  half  an  hour  the  warmth 
revived  Pons ;  he  became  himself  again,  the  hues  of  life  re¬ 
turned  to  his  eyes,  suspended  faculties  gradually  resumed  their 
play  under  the  influence  of  artificial  heat.  Schmucke  gave  him 
balm  water  with  a  little  wine  in  it ;  the  spirit  of  life  spread 
through  the  body  ;  intelligence  lighted  up  the  forehead  so  short 
a  while  ago  insensible  as  a  stone  ;  and  P ons  knew  that  he  had 
been  brought  back  to  life,  by  what  sacred  devotion,  what  might 
of  friendship  ! 

“  But  for  you,  I  should  die,”  he  said,  and  as  he  spoke  he 
felt  the  good  German’s  tears  falling  on  his  face.  Schmucke 
was  laughing  and  crying  at  once. 

Poor  Schmucke  !  he  had  waited  for  those  words  with  a 
frenzy  of  hope  as  costly  as  the  frenzy  of  despair  ;  and  now  his 


COUSIN  PONS. 


41 


strength  utterly  failed  him,  he  collapsed  like  a  rent  balloon. 
It  was  his  turn  to  fall ;  he  sank  into  the  easy-chair,  clasped  his 
hands,  and  thanked  God  in  fervent  prayer.  For  him  a  miracle 
had  just  been  wrought.  He  put  no  belief  in  the  efficacy  of  the 
prayer  of  his  deeds ;  the  miracle  had  been  wrought  by  God  in 
direct  answer  to  his  cry.  And  yet  that  miracle  was  a  natural 
effect,  such  as  medical  science  often  records. 

A  sick  man,  surrounded  by  those  who  love  him,  nursed  by 
those  who  wish  earnestly  that  he  should  live,  will  recover  (other 
things  being  equal),  when  another  patient  tended  by  hirelings 
will  die.  Doctors  decline  to  see  unconscious  magnetism  in  this 
phenomenon  ;  for  them  it  is  the  result  of  intelligent  nursing,  of 
exact  obedience  to  their  orders  ;  but  many  a  mother  knows  the 
virtue  of  such  ardent  projection  of  strong,  unceasing  prayer. 

“  My  good  Schmucke - ” 

“  Say  nodings  ;  I  shall  hear  you  mit  mein  heart  .  .  .  rest, 
rest !  ”  said  Schmucke,  smiling  at  him. 

“  Poor  friend,  noble  creature,  child  of  God  living  in  God  ! 
.  .  .  The  one  being  that  has  loved  me.  .  .  .”  The  words 
came  out  with  pauses  between  them ;  there  was  a  new  note, 
a  something  never  heard  before,  in  Pons’  voice.  All  the  soul, 
so  soon  to  take  flight,  found  utterance  in  the  words  that  filled 
Schmucke  with  happiness  almost  like  a  lover’s  rapture. 

“Yes,  yes.  I  shall  be  shtrong  as  a  lion.  I  shall  vork  for 
two  !  ” 

“  Listen,  my  good,  my  faithful,  adorable  friend.  Let  me 
speak,  I  have  not  much  time  left.  I  am  a  dead  man.  I  can¬ 
not  recover  from  these  repeated  shocks.” 

Schmucke  was  crying  like  a  child. 

“Just  listen,”  continued  Pons,  “and  cry  afterwards.  As  a 
Christian,  you  must  submit.  I  have  been  robbed.  It  is  La 
Cibot’s  doing.  ...  I  ought  to  open  your  eyes  before  I  go ; 
you  know  nothing  of  life.  .  .  .  Somebody  has  taken  away 
eight  of  the  pictures,  and  they  were  worth  a  great  deal  of 
money.” 

“  Vorgif  me  —  I  sold  dem.” 

“  You  sold  them  ?  ” 

“Yes,  I,”  said  poor  Schmucke.  “  Dey  summoned  us  to  der 
court  --  —  ” 

“  Summoned?  .  .  .  Who  summoned  us  ?  ” 

“Wait,”  said  Schmucke.  He  went  for  the  bit  of  stamped 
paper  left  by  the  bailiff,  and  gave  it  to  Pons.  Pons  read  the 
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scrawl  through  with  close  attention,  then  he  let  the  paper  drop 
and  lay  quite  silent  for  a  while.  A  close  observer  of  the  work 
of  men’s  hands,  unheedful  so  far  of  the  workings  of  the  brain, 
Pons  finally  counted  out  the  threads  of  the  plot  woven  about 
him  by  La  Cibot.  The  artist’s  fire,  the  intellect  that  won  the 
Roman  scholarship  —  all  his  youth,  came  back  to  him  for  a 
little. 

“  My  good  Schmucke,”  he  said  at  last,  “  you  must  do  as  I 
tell  you,  and  obey  like  a  soldier.  Listen !  go  downstairs  into 
the  lodge  and  tell  that  abominable  woman  that  I  should  like  to 
see  the  person  sent  to  me  by  my  cousin  the  President ;  and  that 
unless  he  comes,  I  shall  leave  my  collection  to  the  Musee.  Say 
that  a  will  is  in  question.” 

Schmucke  went  on  his  errand;  but  at  the  first  word,  La 
Cibot  answered  by  a  smile. 

“  My  good  M.  Schmucke,  our  dear  invalid  has  had  a  deliri¬ 
ous  fit ;  he  thought  that  there  were  men  in  the  room.  On  my 
word  as  an  honest  woman,  no  one  has  come  from  the  family.” 

Schmucke  went  back  with  this  answer,  which  he  repeated 
word  for  word. 

“  She  is  cleverer,  more  astute  and  cunning  and  wily,  than  I 
thought,”  said  Pons,  with  a  smile.  “  She  lies  even  in  her  room. 
Imagine  it !  This  morning  she  brought  a  Jew  here,  Elie  Magus 
by  name,  and  Remonencq,  and  a  third  whom  I  do  not  know, 
more  terrific  than  the  other  two  put  together.  She  meant  to 
make  a  valuation  while  I  was  asleep ;  I  happened  to  wake,  and 
saw  them  all  three,  estimating  the  worth  of  my  snuffboxes. 
The  stranger  said,  indeed,  that  the  Camusots  had  sent  him 
here ;  I  spoke  to  him.  .  .  .  That  shameless  woman  stood  me 
out  that  I  was  dreaming  !  .  .  .  My  good  Schmucke,  it  was  not 
a  dream.  I  heard  the  man  perfectly  plainly ;  he  spoke  to  me. 

.  .  .  The  two  dealers  took  fright  and  made  for  the  door.  .  .  . 
I  thought  that  La  Cibot  would  contradict  herself  —  the  ex¬ 
periment  failed.  ...  I  will  lay  another  snare,  and  trap  the 
wretched  woman.  .  .  .  Poor  Schmucke,  you  think  that  La 
Cibot  is  an  angel ;  and  for  this  month  past  she  has  been  kill¬ 
ing  me  by  inches  to  gain  her  covetous  ends.  I  would  not 
believe  that  a  woman  who  served  us  faithfully  for  years  could 
be  so  wicked.  That  doubt  has  been  my  ruin.  .  .  .  How  much 
did  the  eight  pictures  fetch?  ” 

“  Yife  tausend  vrancs.” 

“  Good  heavens  !  they  were  worth  twenty  times  as  much  !  ” 
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cried  Pons  ;  “  the  gems  of  the  collection  !  I  have  not  time  now 
to  institute  proceedings ;  and  if  I  did,  you  would  figure  in  court 
as  the  dupe  of  those  rascals.  ...  A  lawsuit  would  be  the  death 
of  you.  You  do  not  know  what  justice  means  —  a  court  of  jus¬ 
tice  is  a  sink  of  iniquity.  .  .  .  At  the  sight  of  such  horrors,  a 
soul  like  yours  would  give  way.  And  besides,  you  will  have 
enough.  The  pictures  cost  me  forty  thousand  francs.  I  have 
had  them  for  thirty-six  years.  .  .  .  Oh,  we  have  been  robbed 
with  surprising  dexterity.  I  am  on  the  brink  of  the  grave,  I 
care  for  nothing  now  but  thee  —  for  thee,  the  best  soul  under 
the  sun.  .  .  . 

“  I  will  not  have  you  plundered ;  all  that  I  have  is  yours. 
So  you  must  trust  nobody,  Schinucke,  you  that  have  never  sus¬ 
pected  any  one  in  your  life.  I  know  God  watches  over  you,  but 
He  may  forget  for  one  moment,  and  you  will  be  seized  like  a 
vessel  among  pirates.  ...  La  Cibot  is  a  monster  !  She  is 
killing  me  ;  and  you  think  her  an  angel !  You  shall  see  what 
she  is.  Go  and  ask  her  to  give  you  the  name  of  a  notary,  and  I 
will  show  you  her  with  her  hand  in  the  bag.” 

Schmucke  listened  as  if  Pons  proclaimed  an  apocalypse. 
Could  so  depraved  a  creature  as  La  Cibot  exist  ?  If  Pons  was 
right,  it  seemed  to  imply  that  there  was  no  God  in  the  world. 
He  went  down  again  to  Mme.  Cibot. 

“  Mein  boor  vriend  Bons  feel  so  ill,”  he  said,  “dat  he  vish  to 
make  his  vill.  Go  und  pring  ein  nodary.” 

II.  The  Stolen  Will. 

At  midnight  poor  Schmucke  sat  in  his  easy-chair,  watching 
with  a  breaking  heart  that  shrinking  of  the  features  that  comes 
with  death ;  Pons  looked  so  worn  out  with  the  day’s  exertions, 
that  death  seemed  very  near. 

Presently  Pons  spoke.  “  I  have  just  enough  strength,  I 
think,  to  last  till  to-morrow  night,”  he  said  philosophically. 
“  To-morrow  night  the  death  agony  will  begin  ;  poor  Schmucke  ! 
As  soon  as  the  notary  and  your  two  friends  are  gone,  go  for 
our  good  Abbe  Duplanty,  the  curate  of  Saint-Frangois.  Good 
man,  he  does  not  know  that  I  am  ill,  and  I  wish  to  take  the 
Holy  Sacrament  to-morrow  at  noon.” 

There  was  a  long  pause. 

“  God  so  willed  it  that  life  has  not  been  as  I  dreamed,” 
Pons  resumed.  “  I  should  so  have  loved  wife  and  children 
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and  home.  ...  To  be  loved  by  a  very  few  in  some  corner  — 
that  was  my  whole  ambition  !  Life  is  hard  for  every  one ;  I 
have  seen  people  who  had  all  that  I  wanted  so  much  and  could 
not  have,  and  yet  they  were  not  happy.  .  .  .  Then  at  the  end 
of  my  life,  God  put  untold  comfort  in  my  way,  when  He  gave 
me  such  a  friend.  .  .  .  And  one  thing  I  have  not  to  reproach 
myself  with  —  that  I  have  not  known  your  worth  nor  appreci¬ 
ated  yon,  my  good  Schmucke.  ...  I  have  loved  you  with  my 
whole  heart,  with  all  the  strength  of  love  that  is  in  me.  .  .  . 
Do  not  cry,  Schmucke  ;  I  shall  say  no  more  if  you  cry,  and 
it  is  so  sweet  to  me  to  talk  of  ourselves  to  you.  ...  If 
I  had  listened  to  you,  I  should  not  be  dying.  I  should  have 
left  the  world  and  broken  off  my  habits,  and  then  I  should  not 
have  been  wounded  to  death.  And  now,  I  want  to  think  of 
no  one  but  you  at  the  last - ” 

“  You  are  missdaken - ” 

“Do  not  contradict  me  —  listen,  dear  friend.  .  .  .  You 
are  as  guileless  and  simple  as  a  six-year-old  child  that  has 
never  left  its  mother  ;  one  honors  you  for  it  —  it  seems  to  me 
that  God  Himself  must  watch  over  such  as  you.  But  men  are 
so  wicked,  that  I  ought  to  warn  you  beforehand  .  .  .  and  then 
you  will  lose  your  generous  trust,  your  saintlike  belief  in 
others,  the  bloom  of  a  purity  of  soul  that  only  belongs  to 
genius  or  to  hearts  like  yours.  ...  In  a  little  while  you 
will  see  Mme.  Cibot,  who  left  the  door  ajar  and  watched  us 
closely  while  M.  Trognon  was  here  —  in  a  little  while  you  will 
see  her  come  for  the  will,  as  she  believes  it  to  be.  ...  I  ex¬ 
pect  the  worthless  creature  will  do  her  business  this  morning 
when  she  thinks  you  are  asleep.  Now,  mind  what  I  say,  and 
carry  out  my  instructions  to  the  letter.  .  .  .  Are  you  listen¬ 
ing  ?  ”  asked  the  dying  man. 

But  Schmucke  was  overcome  with  grief,  his  heart  was 
throbbing  painfully,  his  head  fell  back  on  the  chair,  he  seemed 
to  have  lost  consciousness. 

“Yes,”  he  answered,  “I  can  hear,  but  it  is  as  if  you  vere 
doo  huntert  baces  afay  from  me.  ...  It  seem  to  me  dat 
I  am  going  town  into  der  grafe  mit  you,”  said  Schmucke, 
crushed  with  pain. 

He  went  over  to  the  bed,  took  one  of  Pons’  hands  in  both 
his  own,  and  within  himself  put  up  a  fervent  prayer. 

“  What  is  that  that  you  are  mumbling  in  German  ?  ” 

“  I  asked  of  Gott  dat  He  vould  take  us  poth  togedders  to 
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Himself  !  ”  Schmucke  answered  simply  when  he  had  finished 
his  prayer. 

Pons  bent  oyer  —  it  was  a  great  effort,  for  he  was  suffering 
intolerable  pain ;  but  he  managed  to  reach  Schmucke,  and 
kissed  him  on  the  forehead,  pouring  out  his  soul,  as  it  were, 
in  benediction  upon  a  nature  that  recalled  the  lamb  that  lies 
at  the  foot  of  the  Throne  of  God. 

“  See  here,  listen,  my  good  Schmucke,  you  must  do  as  dying 
people  tell  you - ” 

“  I  am  lisdening.” 

“The  little  door  in  the  recess  in  your  bedroom  opens  into 
that  closet.” 

“  Yes,  but  it  is  blocked  up  mit  bictures.” 

“  Clear  them  away  at  once,  without  making  too  much  noise.” 

“  Yes.” 

“  Clear  a  passage  on  both  sides,  so  that  you  can  pass  from 
your  room  into  mine.  —  Now,  leave  the  door  ajar.  — When  La 
Cibot  comes  to  take  your  place  (and  she  is  capable  of  coming 
an  hour  earlier  than  usual),  you  can  go  away  to  bed  as  if  noth¬ 
ing  had  happened,  and  look  very  tired.  Try  to  look  sleepy. 
As  soon  as  she  settles  down  into  the  armchair,  go  into  the 
closet,  draw  aside  the  muslin  curtains  over  the  glass  door,  and 
watch  her.  .  .  .  Do  you  understand  ?  ” 

“  I  oondershtand ;  you  belief  dat  die  pad  voman  is  going 
to  purn  der  vill.” 

“  I  do  not  know  what  she  will  do  ;  but  I  am  sure  of  this  — 
that  you  will  not  take  her  for  an  angel  afterwards.  —  And 
now  play  for  me  ;  improvise  and  make  me  happy.  It  will 
divert  your  thoughts ;  your  gloomy  ideas  will  vanish,  and  for 
me  the  dark  hours  will  be  filled  with  your  dreams.  ...” 

Schmucke  sat  down  to  the  piano.  Here  he  was  in  his  ele¬ 
ment  ;  and  in  a  few  moments,  musical  inspiration,  quickened 
by  the  pain  with  which  he  was  quivering  and  the  consequent 
irritation  that  followed,  came  upon  the  kindly  German,  and, 
after  his  wont,  he  was  caught  up  and  borne  above  the  world. 
On  one  sublime  theme  after  another  he  executed  variations, 
putting  into  them  sometimes  Chopin’s  sorrow,  Chopin’s  Rafael- 
like  perfection ;  sometimes  the  stormy  Dante’s  grandeur  of 
Liszt  —  the  two  musicians  who  most  nearly  approach  Paga¬ 
nini’s  temperament.  When  execution  reaches  this  supreme 
degree,  the  executant  stands  beside  the  poet,  as  it  were ;  he 
is  to  the  composer  as  the  actor  is  to  the  writer  of  plays,  a 
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divinely  inspired  interpreter  of  things  divine.  But  that  night, 
when  Schmucke  gave  Pons  an  earnest  of  diviner  symphonies, 
of  that  heavenly  music  for  which  Saint  Cecilia  let  fall  her 
instruments,  he  was  at  once  Beethoven  and  Paganini,  creator 
and  interpreter.  It  was  an  outpouring  of  music  inexhaustible 
as  the  nightingale’s  song — varied  and  full  of  delicate  under¬ 
growth  as  the  forest  flooded  with  her  trills;  sublime  as  the 
sky  overhead.  Schmucke  played  as  he  had  never  played  be¬ 
fore,  and  the  soul  of  the  old  musician  listening  to  him  rose  to 
ecstasy  such  as  Rafael  once  painted  in  a  picture  which  you  may 
see  at  Bologna. 

A  terrific  ringing  of  the  doorbell  put  an  end  to  these 
visions.  The  first-floor  lodgers  sent  up  the  servant  with  a 
message.  Would  Schmucke  please  to  stop  the  racket  over¬ 
head. &  Madame,  Monsieur,  and  Mademoiselle  Chapoulot  had 
been  wakened,  and  could  not  sleep  for  the  noise ;  they  called 
his  attention  to  the  fact  that  the  day  was  quite  long  enough 
for  rehearsals  of  theatrical  music,  and  added  that  people  ought 
not  to  “  strum  ”  all  night  in  a  house  in  the  Marais.  —  It  was 
then  three  o’clock  in  the  morning.  At  half-past  three,  La  Cibot 
appeared,  just  as  Pons  had  predicted.  He  might  have  actually 
heard  the  conference  between  Fraisier  and  the  portress  :  “Did 
I  not  guess  exactly  how  it  would  be?”  his  eyes  seemed  to  say 
as  he  glanced  at  Schmucke,  and,  turning  a  little,  he  seemed  to 

q  BiSiGGp* 

Schmucke’s  guileless  simplicity  was  an  article  of  belief  with 
La  Cibot  (and  be  it  noted  that  this  faith  in  simplicity  is  the 
great  source  and  secret  of  the  success  of  all  infantile  strategy )  ; 
La  Cibot,  therefore,  could  not  suspect  Schmucke  of  deceit  when 
he  came  to  say  to  her,  with  a  face  half  of  distress,  half  of  glad 

relief  :  —  . 

“  I  haf  had  a  derrible  night !  a  derrible  dime  of  it !  1  vas 

opliged  to  blay  to  keep  him  kviet,  and  the  virst-floor  lodgers 
vas  komm  up  to  tell  me  to  be  kviet !  .  .  .  It  was  frightful,  fol¬ 
der  life  of  mein  friend  vas  at  shtake.  I  am  so  tired  mit  der 
blaying  all  night,  dat  dis  morning  I  am  all  knocked  up.” 

“  My  poor  Cibot  is  very  bad,  too  ;  one  more  day  like  yester¬ 
day,  and  he  will  have  no  strength  left.  .  .  .  One  can’t  help 
it ;  it  is  God’s  will.” 

“  You  haf  a  heart  so  honest,  a  soul  so  peautiful,  dot  gif  der 
Zipod  die,  ve  shall  lif  togedder,”  said  the  cunning  Schmucke. 

The  craft  of  simple,  straightforward  folk  is  formidable 
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indeed  ;  they  are  exactly  like  children,  setting  their  unsus¬ 
pected  snares  with  the  perfect  craft  of  the  savage. 

“  Oh,  well,  go  and  sleep,  sonny  !  ”  returned  La  Cibot.  “  Your 
eyes  look  tired,  they  are  as  big  as  my  fist.  But  there !  if  any¬ 
thing  could  comfort  me  for  losing  Cibot,  it  would  be  the  thought 
of  ending  my  days  with  a  good  man  like  you.  Be  easy.  I  will 
give  Mme.  Chapoulot  a  dressing  down.  .  .  .  To  think  of  a 
retired  haberdasher’s  wife  giving  herself  such  airs  !  ” 

Schmucke  went  to  his  room  and  took  up  his  post  in  the 
closet. 

La  Cibot  had  left  the  door  ajar  on  the  landing;  Fraisier 
came  in  and  closed  it  noiselessly  as  soon  as  he  heard  Schmucke 
shut  his  bedroom  door.  He  had  brought  with  him  a  lighted 
taper  and  a  bit  of  very  fine  wire  to  open  the  seal  of  the  will. 
La  Cibot,  meanwhile,  looking  under  the  pillow,  found  the  hand¬ 
kerchief  with  the  key  of  the  bureau  knotted  to  one  corner; 
and  this  so  much  the  more  easily  because  Pons  purposely  left 
the  end  hanging  out  over  the  bolster,  and  lay  with  his  face  to 
the  wall. 

La  Cibot  went  straight  to  the  bureau,  opened  it  cautiously 
so  as  to  make  as  little  noise  as  possible,  found  the  spring  of  the 
secret  drawer,  and  hurried  into  the  salon  with  the  will  in  her 
hand.  Her  flight  roused  Pons’  curiosity  to  the  highest  pitch  ; 
and  as  for  Schmucke,  he  trembled  as  if  he  were  the  guilty 
person. 

“  Go  back,”  said  Fraisier,  when  she  handed  over  the  will. 
“  He  may  wake,  and  he  must  find  you  there.” 

Fraisier  opened  the  seal  with  a  dexterity  which  proved  that 
his  was  no  ’prentice  hand,  and  read  the  following  curious 
document,  headed  “My  Will,”  with  ever-deepening  astonish¬ 
ment  :  — 

“  On  this  fifteenth  day  of  April,  eighteen  hundred  and  forty- 
five,  I,  being  in  my  sound  mind  (as  this  my  Will,  drawn  up  in 
concert  with  M.  Trognon,  will  testify),  and  feeling  that  I  must 
shortly  die  of  the  malady  from  which  I  have  suffered  since  the 
beginning  of  February  last,  am  anxious  to  dispose  of  my  prop¬ 
erty,  and  have  herein  recorded  my  last  wishes :  — 

“  I  have  always  been  impressed  by  the  untoward  circum¬ 
stances  that  injure  great  pictures,  and  not  unfrequently  bring 
about  total  destruction.  I  have  felt  sorry  for  the  beautiful 
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paintings  condemned  to  travel  from  land  to  land,  never  finding 
some  fixed  abode  whither  admirers  of  great  masterpieces  may 
travel  to  see  them.  And  I  have  always  thought  that  the  truly 
deathless  work  of  a  great  master  ought  to  be  national  property, 
put  where  every  one  of  every  nation  may  see  it,  even  as  the  Light, 
God’s  masterpiece,  shines  for  all  His  children. 

“  And  as  I  have  spent  my  life  in  collecting  together  and 
choosing  a  few  pictures,  some  of  the  greatest  masters’  most 
glorious  work,  and  as  these  pictures  are  as  the  master  left  them, 

_ genuine  examples,  neither  repainted  nor  retouched,  —  it  has 

been  a  painful  thought  to  me  that  the  paintings  which  have 
been  the  joy  of  my  life  may  be  sold  by  public  auction,  and  go, 
some  to  England,  some  to  Russia,  till  they  are  all  scatteied  abroad 
again  as  if  they  had  never  been  gathered  together.  From  this 
wretched  fate  I  have  determined  to  save  both  them  and  the 
frames  in  which  they  are  set,  all  of  them  the  work  of  skilled 
craftsmen. 

“  On  these  grounds,  therefore,  I  give  and  bequeath  the  pic¬ 
tures  which  compose  my  collection  to  the  King,  for  the  gallery 
in  the  Louvre,  subject  to  the  charge  (if  the  legacy  is  accepted) 
of  a  life  annuity  of  two  thousand  four  hundred  francs  to  my 
friend  Wilhelm  Schmucke. 

“  If  the  King,  as  usufructuary  of  the  Louvre  collection, 
should  refuse  the  legacy  with  the  charge  upon  it,  the  said  pic¬ 
tures  shall  form  a  part  of  the  estate  which  I  leave  to  my  friend 
Schmucke,  on  condition  that  he  shall  deliver  the  ‘  Monkey’s 
Head,’  by  Goya,  to  my  cousin,  President  Camusot ;  a  ‘blower 
Piece,’  the  tulips,  by  Abraham  Mignon,  to  M.  Trognon,  notary 
(whom  I  appoint  as  my  executor) ;  and  allow  Mme.  Cibot,  who 
has  acted  as  my  housekeeper  for  ten  years,  the  sum  of  two 
hundred  francs  per  annum. 

“Finally,  my  friend  Schmucke  is  to  give  the  ‘  Descent  from 
the  Cross,’  Rubens’  sketch  for  his  great  picture  at  Antwerp,  to 
adorn  a  chapel  in  the  parish  church,  in  grateful  acknowledg¬ 
ment  of  M.  Duplanty’s  kindness  to  me  ;  for  to  him  I  owe  it  that 
I  can  die  as  a  Christian  and  a  Catholic.”  —  So  ran  the  will. 

“  This  is  ruin  !  ”  mused  Fraisier,  “  the  ruin  of  all  my  hopes. 
Ha  !  I  begin  to  believe  all  that  the  Presidente  told  me  about  this 
old  artist  and  his  cunning.” 

“  Well  ?  ”  La  Cibot  came  back  to  say. 

“Your  gentleman  is  a  monster.  He  is  leaving  everything  to 
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the  Crown.  Now,  you  cannot  plead  against  the  Crown.  .  .  . 
The  will  cannot  be  disputed.  ...  We  are  robbed,  ruined, 
spoiled,  and  murdered  !  ” 

“  What  has  he  left  to  me  ?  ” 

“  Two  hundred  francs  a  year.” 

“  A  pretty  comedown !  .  .  .  Why,  he  is  a  finished  scoun¬ 
drel  !  ” 

“  Go  and  see,”  said  Fraisier,  “  and  I  will  put  your  scoundrel’s 
will  back  again  in  the  envelope.” 

While  Mme.  Cibot’s  back  was  turned,  Fraisier  nimbly 
slipped  a  sheet  of  blank  paper  into  the  envelope  ;  the  will  he 
put  in  his  pocket.  He  next  proceeded  to  seal  the  envelope 
again  so  cleverly  that  he  showed  the  seal  to  Mme.  Cibot  when 
she  returned,  and  asked  her  if  she  could  see  the  slightest  trace 
of  the  operation.  La  Cibot  took  up  the  envelope,  felt  it  over, 
assured  herself  that  it  was  not  empty,  and  heaved  a  deep  sigh. 
She  had  entertained  hopes  that  Fraisier  himself  would  have 
burned  the  unlucky  document  while  she  was  out  of  the  room. 

“  Well,  my  dear  M.  Fraisier,  what  is  to  be  done  ?  ” 

“  Oh  !  that  is  your  affair  !  I  am  not  one  of  the  next  of  kin, 
myself  ;  but  if  I  had  the  slightest  claim  to  any  of  that  ”  (indi¬ 
cating  the  collection),  “I  know  very  well  what  I  should  do.” 

“  That  is  just  what  I  want  to  know,”  La  Cibot  answered, 
with  sufficient  simplicity. 

“  There  is  a  fire  in  the  grate - ”  he  said.  Then  he  rose 

to  go. 

“  After  all,  no  one  will  know  about  it  but  you  and  me - ” 

began  La  Cibot. 

“  It  can  never  be  proved  that  a  will  existed,”  asserted  the 
man  of  law. 

“  And  you  ?  ” 

“  I  ?  .  .  .  If  M.  Pons  dies  intestate,  you  shall  have  a  hun¬ 
dred  thousand  francs.  ” 

“Oh  yes,  no  doubt,”  returned  she.  “People  promise  you 
heaps  of  money,  and  when  they  come  by  their  own,  and  there  is 
talk  of  paying,  they  swindle  you  like - ” 

“  Like  Elie  Magus,”  she  was  going  to  say,  but  she  stopped 
herself  just  in  time. 

“  I  am  going,”  said  Fraisier ;  “  it  is  not  to  your  interest  that 
I  should  be  found  here;  but  I  shall  see  you  again  downstairs.” 

La  Cibot  shut  the  door  and  returned  with  the  sealed  packet 
in  her  hand.  She  had  quite  made  up  her  mind  to  burn  it ;  but 

vox.,  xxiv.  —  4 


50 


COUSIN  PONS. 


as  she  went  towards  the  bedroom  fireplace,  she  felt  the  grasp  of 
a  hand  on  each  arm,  and  saw — Schmucke  on  one  hand,  and 
Pons  himself  on  the  other,  leaning  against  the  partition  wall  on 
either  side  of  the  door. 

La  Cibot  cried  out,  and  fell  face  downwards  in  a  fit ;  real  or 
feigned,  no  one  ever  knew  the  truth.  This  sight  produced  such 
an  impression  on  Pons  that  a  deadly  faintness  came  upon  him, 
and  Schmucke  left  the  woman  on  the  floor  to  help  Pons  back  to 
bed.  The  friends  trembled  in  every  limb  ;  they  had  set  them¬ 
selves  a  hard  task,  it  was  done,  but  it  had  been  too  much  for 
their  strength.  When  Pons  lay  in  bed  again,  and  Schmucke 
had  regained  strength  to  some  extent,  he  heard  a  sound  of  sob¬ 
bing.  La  Cibot,  on  her  knees,  bursting  into  tears,  held  out 
supplicating  hands  to  them  in  very  expressive  pantomime. 

“  It  was  pure  curiosity !  ”  she  sobbed,  when  she  saw  that 
Pons  and  Schmucke  were  paying  any  attention  to  her  proceed¬ 
ings.  “  Pure  curiosity ;  a  woman’s  fault,  you  know.  But  I 
did  not  know  how  else  to  get  a  sight  of  your  will,  and  I  brought 
it  back  again - ” 

“  Go  !  ”  said  Schmucke,  standing  erect,  his  tall  figure  gain¬ 
ing  in  height  by  the  full  height  of  his  indignation.  “  You  are 
a  monster  !  You  dried  to  kill  mein  goot  Bons  !  He  is  right. 
You  are  worse  than  a  monster,  you  are  a  lost  soul !  ” 

La  Cibot  saw  the  look  of  abhorrence  in  the  frank  German’s 
face ;  she  rose,  proud  as  Tartufe,  gave  Schmucke  a  glance 
which  made  him  quake,  and  went  out,  carrying  off  under  her 
dress  an  exquisite  little  picture  of  Metzu’s  pointed  out  by  felie 
Magus.  “  A  diamond,”  he  had  called  it.  Fraisier  downstairs  in 
the  porter’s  lodge  was  waiting  to  hear  that  La  Cibot  had  burned 
the  envelope  and  the  sheet  of  blank  paper  inside  it.  Great  was 
his  astonishment  when  he  beheld  his  fair  client’s  agitation  and 
dismay. 

“  What  has  happened  ?  ” 

“  This  has  happened,  my  dear  M.  Fraisier.  Under  pretense 
of  giving  me  good  advice  and  telling  me  what  to  do,  you  have 
lost  me  my  annuity  and  the  gentlemen’s  confidence.  .  .  .” 

One  of  the  word  tornadoes  in  which  she  excelled  was  in  full 
progress,  but  Fraisier  cut  her  short. 

“  This  is  idle  talk.  The  facts,  the  facts  !  and  be  quick 
about  it.” 

“Well ;  it  came  about  in  this  way,”  —  and  she  told  him  of 
the  scene  which  she  had  just  come  through. 
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“You  have  lost  nothing  through  me,”  was  Fraisier’s  com¬ 
ment.  “  The  gentlemen  had  their  doubts,  or  they  would  not 
have  set  this  trap  for  you.  They  were  lying  in  wait  and  spy¬ 
ing  upon  you.  ...  You  have  not  told  me  everything,”  he 
added,  with  a  tiger’s  glance  at  the  woman  before  him. 

“  I  hide  anything  from  you  !  ”  cried  she  —  “  after  all  that 
we  have  done  together  !  ”  she  added  with  a  shudder. 

“  My  dear  madam,  I  have  done  nothing  blameworthy,”  re¬ 
turned  Fraisier.  Evidently  he  meant  to  deny  his  nocturnal 
visit  to  Pons’  rooms. 

Every  hair  on  La  Cibot’s  head  seemed  to  scorch  her,  while  a 
sense  of  icy  cold  swept  over  her  from  head  to  foot. 

“  What  ?  ”  .  .  .  she  faltered  in  bewilderment. 

“Here  is  a  criminal  charge  on  the  face  of  it.  .  .  .  You 
may  be  accused  of  suppressing  the  will,”  Fraisier  made  answer 
dryly. 

La  Cibot  started. 

“  Don’t  be  alarmed ;  I  am  your  legal  adviser.  I  only 
wished  to  show  you  how  easy  it  is,  in  one  way  or  another,  to 
do  as  I  once  explained  to  you.  Let  us  see,  now  ;  what  have 
you  done  that  this  simple  German  should  be  hiding  in  the 
room  ?  ” 

“  Nothing  at  all,  unless  it  was  that  scene  the  other  day  when 
I  stood  M.  Pons  out  that  his  eyes  dazzled.  And  ever  since,  the 
two  gentlemen  have  been  as  different  as  can  be.  So  you  have 
brought  all  my  troubles  upon  me  ;  I  might  have  lost  my  influ¬ 
ence  with  M.  Pons,  but  I  was  sure  of  the  German  ;  just  now  he 
was  talking  of  marrying  me  or  of  taking  me  with  him  —  it  is 
all  one.” 

The  excuse  was  so  plausible  that  Fraisier  was  fain  to  be  sat¬ 
isfied  with  it.  “  You  need  fear  nothing,”  he  resumed.  “  I  gave 
you  my  word  that  you  shall  have  your  money,  and  I  shall  keep 
my  word.  The  whole  matter,  so  far,  was  up  in  the  air,  but 
now  it  is  as  good  as  bank  notes.  ...  You  shall  have  at  least 
twelve  hundred  francs  per  annum.  .  .  .  But,  my  good  lady, 
you  must  act  intelligently  under  my  orders.” 

“Yes,  my  dear  M.  Fraisier,”  said  La  Cibot,  with  cringing 
servility.  She  was  completely  subdued. 

“Very  good.  Good-by,”  and  Fraisier  went,  taking  the 
dangerous  document  with  him.  He  reached  home  in  great 
spirits.  The  will  was  a  terrible  weapon. 

“Now,”  thought  he,  “I  have  a  hold  on  Mme.  la  Presidente 
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de  Marville  ;  she  must  keep  her  word  with  me.  If  she  did  not, 
she  would  lose  the  property.” 

At  daybreak,  when  R^monencq  had  taken  down  his  shutters 
and  left  his  sister  in  charge  of  the  shop,  he  came,  after  his  wont 
of  late,  to  inquire  for  his  good  friend  Cibot.  The  portress  was 
contemplating  the  Metzu,  privately  wondering  how  a  little  bit 
of  painted  wood  could  be  worth  such  a  lot  of  money. 

“  Aha  !  ”  said  he,  looking  over  her  shoulder,  “  that  is  the  one 
picture  which  M.  Elie  Magus  regretted  ;  with  that  little  bit  of 
a  thing,  he  says,  his  happiness  would  be  complete.” 

“  What  would  he  give  for  it  ?  ”  asked  La  Cibot. 

“  Why,  if  you  will  promise  to  marry  me  within  a  year  of 
widowhood,  I  will  undertake  to  get  twenty  thousand  francs  for 
it  from  Elie  Magus  ;  and  unless  you  marry  me  you  will  never 
get  a  thousand  francs  for  the  picture.” 

“  Why  not  ?  ” 

“  Because  you  would  be  obliged  to  give  a  receipt  for  the 
money,  and  then  you  might  have  a  lawsuit  with  the  heirs  at 
law.  If  you  were  my  wife,  I  myself  should  sell  the  thing  to 
M.  Magus,  and  in  the  way  of  business  it  is  enough  to  make  an 
entry  in  the  daybook,  and  I  should  note  that  M.  Schmucke 
sold  it  to  me.  There,  leave  the  panel  with  me.  ...  If  your 
husband  were  to  die  you  might  have  a  lot  of  bother  over  it,  but 
no  one  would  think  it  odd  that  I  should  have  a  picture  in  the 
shop.  .  .  .  You  know  me  quite  well.  Besides,  I  will  give  you 
a  receipt  if  you  like.” 

The  covetous  portress  felt  that  she  had  been  caught ;  she 
agreed  to  a  proposal  which  was  to  bind  her  for  the  rest  of  her 
life  to  the  marine-store  dealer. 

“You  are  right,”  said  she,  as  she  locked  the  picture  away 
in  a  chest;  “bring  me  the  bit  of  writing.” 

A  FOOLS’-PARADISE  A  REAL  PARADISE. 

By  WALTER  SAVAGE  LANDOR. 

You  smiled,  you  spoke,  and  I  believed, 

By  every  word  and  smile  deceived. 

Another  man  would  hope  no  more  — 

Nor  hope  I  what  I  hoped  before : 

But  let  not  this  last  wish  be  vain, 

Deceive  —  deceive  me  once  again! 
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MR.  CAUDLE  HAS  LENT  FIVE  POUNDS  TO  A 

FRIEND. 

By  DOUGLAS  JERROLD. 

[Dooglas  William  Jerrold:  An  English  dramatist,  humorist,  and  jour¬ 
nalist,  son  of  an  actor  ;  born  at  London  in  1803  ;  died  in  1857.  He  was  a  mid¬ 
shipman  during  the  operations  against  Napoleon  in  Belgium,  1812-1815,  after  the 
war  became  a  compositor,  and  later  dramatic  critic  on  the  Sunday  Monitor ,  and 
subsequently  as  a  dramatist  wrote  “Black-eyed  Susan”  (1829),  which  is  still 
popular.  He  was  a  constant  contributor  to  Punch ,  and  edited  successively 
the  Illuminated  Magazine ,  Shilling  Magazine,  and  Lloyd's  Weekly.  A  collected 
edition  of  his  works  contains  “Mrs.  Caudle’s  Curtain  Lectures,”  “Chronicles 
of  Clovernook,”  “Saint  Giles  and  Saint  James,”  “Punch’s  Complete  Letter 
Writer,”  “  Cakes  and  Ale.”] 

You  ought  to  be  very  rich,  Mr.  Caudle.  I  wonder  who’d 
lend  you  five  pounds  !  But  so  it  is  :  a  wife  may  work  and 
slave.  Oh,  dear  !  the  many  things  that  might  have  been  done 
with  five  pounds  !  As  if  people  picked  up  money  in  the 
streets !  But  you  always  were  a  fool,  Mr.  Caudle  !  I’ve 
wanted  a  black  satin  gown  these  three  years,  and  that  five 
pounds  would  have  pretty  well  bought  it.  But  it’s  no  matter 
how  I  go,  —  not  at  all.  Everybody  says  I  don’t  dress  as 
becomes  your  wife  —  and  I  don’t  ;  but  what’s  that  to  you, 
Mr.  Caudle  ?  Nothing.  Oh,  no  !  you  can  have  fine  feelings 
for  everybody  but  those  that  belong  to  you.  I  wish  people 
knew  you  as  I  do  —  that’s  all.  You  like  to  be  called  liberal 
and  your  poor  family  pays  for  it. 

And  the  girls  want  bonnets,  and  when  they’re  to  get  ’em  I 
can’t  tell.  Half  five  pounds  would  have  bought  ’em,  but  now 
they  must  go  without.  Of  course,  they  belong  to  you  ;  and 
anybody  but  your  own  flesh  and  blood,  Mr.  Caudle. 

The  man  called  for  the  water  rate  to-day,  but  I  should  like 
to  know  how  people  are  to  pay  taxes  who  throw  away  five 
pounds  to  every  fellow  that  asks  them. 

Perhaps  you  don’t  know  that  Jack,  this  morning,  knocked 
the  shuttlecock  through  his  bedroom  window.  I  was  going  to 
send  for  the  glazier  to  mend  it ;  but  after  you  lent  that  five 
pounds,  I  was  sure  we  couldn’t  afford  it.  Oh,  no  ;  the  window 
must  go  as  it  is  ;  and  pretty  weather  for  the  dear  child  to  sleep 
with  a  broken  window.  He’s  got  a  cold  already  on  his  lungs, 
and  I  shouldn’t  at  all  wonder  if  that  broken  window  settled 
him  ;  if  the  dear  boy  dies,  his  death  will  be  upon  his  father’s 
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head,  for  I’m  sure  we  can’t  now  pay  to  mend  windows.  We 
might,  though,  and  do  a  good  many  more  things,  if  people 
didn’t  throw  away  their  five  pounds. 

Next  Tuesday  the  fire  insurance  is  due.  I  should  like  to 
know  how  it’s  to  be  paid.  Why,  it  can’t  be  paid  at  all.  That 
five  pounds  would  have  just  done  it,  and  now  insurance  is  out 
of  the  question.  And  there  never  were  so  many  fires  as  there 
are  now.  I  shall  never  close  my  eyes  all  night ;  but  what’s 
that  to  you,  so  people  can  call  you  liberal,  Mr.  Caudle  ?  Your 
wife  and  children  may  all  be  burnt  alive  in  their  beds,  as  all  of 
us  to  a  certainty  shall  be,  for  the  insurance  must  drop.  After 
we’ve  insured  for  so  many  years  !  But  how,  I  should  like  to 
know,  are  people  to  insure  who  make  ducks  and  drakes  of  their 
five  pounds  ? 

I  did  think  we  might  go  to  Margate  this  summer.  There’s 
poor  Caroline,  I’m  sure  she  wants  the  sea.  But  no,  dear  crea¬ 
ture,  she  must  stop  at  home ;  she’ll  go  into  a  consumption, 
there’s  no  doubt  of  that;  yes,  sweet  little  angel.  I’ve  made  up 
my  mind  to  lose  her  now.  The  child  might  have  been  saved  ; 
but  people  can’t  save  their  children  and  throw  away  five  pounds 
too. 

I  wonder  where  little  Cherub  is  ?  While  you  were  lending 
that  five  pounds,  the  dog  ran  out  of  the  shop.  You  know  I 
never  let  it  go  into  the  street,  for  fear  it  should  be  bit  by  some 
mad  dog  and  come  home  and  bite  the  children.  It  wouldn’t  at 
all  astonish  me  if  the  animal  was  to  come  back  with  the  hydro¬ 
phobia  and  give  it  to  all  the  family.  However,  what’s  your 
family  to  you,  so  you  can  play  the  liberal  creature  with  five 
pounds  ? 

Do  you  hear  that  shutter,  how  it’s  banging  to  and  fro  ?  Yes, 
I  know  what  it  wants  as  well  as  you  :  it  wants  a  new  fastening. 
I  was  going  to  send  for  the  blacksmith  to-day.  But  now  it’s 
out  of  the  question  :  now  it  must  bang  of  nights,  since  you 
have  thrown  away  five  pounds. 

Well,  things  have  come  to  a  pretty  pass!  This  is  the  first 
night  I  ever  made  my  supper  of  roast  beef  without  pickles. 
But  who  is  to  afford  pickles  when  folks  are  always  lending  five 
pounds  ? 

Do  you  hear  the  mice  running  about  the  room  ?  I  hear 
them.  If  they  were  only  to  drag  you  out  of  bed,  it  would  be 
no  matter.  Set  a  trap  for  'em?  But  how  are  people  to  afford 
the  cheese,  when  every  day  they  lose  five  pounds  ? 
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Hark!  I’m  sure  there’s  a  noise  downstairs.  It  wouldn’t 
surprise  me  if  there  were  thieves  in  the  house.  Well,  it  may 
be  the  cat ;  but  thieves  are  pretty  sure  to  come  some  night. 
There’s  a  wretched  fastening  to  the  back  door ;  but  these  are 
not  times  to  afford  bolts  and  bars,  when  fools  won’t  take  care 
of  their  five  pounds. 

Mary  Anne  ought  to  have  gone  to  the  dentist’s  to-morrow. 
She  wants  three  teeth  pulled  out.  Now  it  can’t  be  done. 
Three  teeth,  that  quite  disfigure  the  child’s  mouth.  But  there 
they  must  stop,  and  spoil  the  sweetest  face  that  was  ever  made. 
Otherwise  she’d  have  been  wife  for  a  lord.  Now,  when  she 
grows  up,  who’ll  have  her  ?  Nobody.  We  shall  die,  and  leave 
her  alone  and  unprotected  in  the  world.  But  what  do  you  care 
for  that  ?  Nothing  ;  so  you  can  squander  away  five  pounds. 

And  now,  Mr.  Caudle,  see  what  misery  you’ve  brought  on 
your  wretched  family  !  I  can’t  have  a  satin  gown  —  the  girls 
can’t  have  new  bonnets  — the  water  rate  must  stand  over  — 
Jack  must  get  his  death  through  a  broken  window  —  our  fire 
insurance  can’t  be  paid,  so  we  shall  all  be  victims  to  the  de¬ 
vouring  element  —  we  can’t  go  to  Margate,  and  Caroline  will 
go  to  an  early  grave  —  the  dog  will  come  home  and  bite  us  all 
mad  —  that  shutter  will  go  banging  forever  —  the  mice  never 
let  us  have  a  wink  of  sleep — -the  thieves  be  always  breaking 
in  the  house  —  and  our  dear  Mary  Anne  be  forever  left  an  un¬ 
protected  maid  —  and  all,  all,  Mr.  Caudle,  because  you  will  go 
on  lending  five  pounds  ! 


MRS.  CAUDLE’S  UMBRELLA  LECTURE. 

By  DOUGLAS  JERROLD. 

Mr.  Caudle  has  lent  an  acquaintance  the  family  umbrella.  —  Mrs.  Caudle 

lectures  thereon. 

“  That’s  the  third  umbrella  gone  since  Christmas.  What 
were  you  to  do  ?  Why,  let  him  go  home  in  the  rain,  to  be 
sure.  I’m  very  certain  there  was  nothing  about  him,  that  could 
spoil.  Take  cold,  indeed  !  He  doesn’t  look  like  one  of  the 
sort  to  take  cold.  Besides,  he’d  have  better  taken  cold  than 
take  our  only  umbrella.  Do  you  hear  the  rain,  Mr.  Caudle  ? 
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I  say,  do  you  hear  the  rain  ?  And,  as  I’m  alive,  if  it  isn’t  Saint 
Swithin’s  day !  Do  you  hear  it  against  the  windows  ?  Non¬ 
sense,  you  don’t  impose  upon  me.  You  can’t  be  asleep  with 
such  a  shower  as  that  !  Do  you  hear  it,  I  say  ?  Oh,  you  do 
hear  it  !  Well,  that’s  a  pretty  flood,  I  think,  to  last  for  six 
weeks  ;  and  no  stirring  all  the  time  out  of  the  house.  Pooh  ! 
don’t  think  me  a  fool,  Mr.  Caudle.  Don’t  insult  me.  He 
return  the  umbrella !  Anybody  would  think  you  were  born 
yesterday.  As  if  anybody  ever  did  return  an  umbrella  !  There 

—  do  you  hear  it?  Worse  and  worse  !  Cats  and  dogs,  and 
for  six  weeks  —  always  six  weeks.  And  no  umbrella  ! 

“  I  should  like  to  know  how  the  children  are  to  go  to  school 
to-morrow.  They  shan’t  go  through  such  weather,  I’m  de¬ 
termined.  No :  they  shall  stop  at  home  and  never  learn  any¬ 
thing —  the  blessed  creatures!  —  sooner  than  go  and  get  wet. 
And  when  they  grow  up  I  wonder  who  they’ll  have  to  thank 
for  knowing  nothing  —  who,  indeed,  but  their  father  ?  P eople 
who  can’t  feel  for  their  own  children  ought  never  to  be  fathers. 

“  But  I  know  why  you  lent  the  umbrella.  Oh  yes ;  I 
know  very  well.  I  was  going  out  to  tea  at  dear  mother’s  to¬ 
morrow, —  you  knew  that;  and  you  did  it  on  purpose.  Don’t 
tell  me ;  you  hate  me  to  go  there,  and  take  every  mean  advan¬ 
tage  to  hinder  me.  But  don’t  you  think  it,  Mr.  Caudle.  No, 
sir ;  if  it  comes  down  in  buckets-full,  I’ll  go  all  the  more. 
No ;  and  I  won’t  have  a  cab !  Where  do  you  think  the 
money’s  to  come  from?  You’ve  got  nice  high  notions  at  that 
club  of  yours.  A  cab,  indeed  !  Cost  me  sixteenpence  at  least 

—  sixteenpence  ! — two-and-eightpence,  for  there  is  back  again  ! 
Cabs,  indeed  !  I  should  like  to  know  who’s  to  pay  for  ’em  ! 
I  can’t  pay  for  ’em ;  and  I’m  sure  you  can’t,  if  you  go  on  as 
you  do ;  throwing  away  your  property,  and  beggaring  your 
children  —  buying  umbrellas  ! 

“Do  you  hear  the  rain,  Mr.  Caudle?  I  say,  do  you  hear 
it  ?  But  I  don’t  care  —  I’ll  go  to  mother’s  to-morrow,  I  will ; 
and  what’s  more  I’ll  walk  every  step  of  the  way,  —  and  you 
know  that  will  give  me  my  death.  Don’t  call  me  a  foolish 
woman  — it’s  you  that’s  a  foolish  man.  You  know  I  can’t  wear 
clogs ;  and  with  no  umbrella,  the  wet’s  sure  to  give  me  a  cold 

—  it  always  does.  But  what  do  you  care  for  that?  Nothing 
at  all,  I  may  be  laid  up  for  what  you  care,  as  I  dare  say  I  shall 

—  and  a  pretty  doctor’s  bill  there’ll  be.  I  hope  there  will! 
It  will  teach  you  to  lend  your  umbrellas  again.  I  shouldn’t 


MRS.  CAUDLE’S  UMBRELLA  LECTURE.  57 

wonder  if  I  caught  my  death ;  yes :  and  that’s  what  you  lent 
your  umbrella  for.  Of  course. 

“Nice  clothes,  I  shall  get  too,  trapesing  through  weather 
like  this.  My  gown  and  bonnet  will  be  spoilt,  quite.  Needn’t 
I  wear  ’em,  then?  Indeed,  Mr.  Caudle,  I  shall  wear  ’em.  No, 
sir,  I’m  not  going  out  a  dowdy  to  please  you  or  anybody  else. 
Gracious  knows,  it  isn’t  often  that  I  step  over  the  threshold ; 
indeed,  I  might  as  well  be  a  slave  at  once  —  better,  I  should 
say.  But  when  I  do  go  out,  Mr.  Caudle,  I  choose  to  go  as 
a  lady.  Oh,  that  rain  —  if  it  isn’t  enough  to  break  in  the 
windows. 

“  Ugh,  I  do  look  forward  with  dread  for  to-morrow.  How 
I  am  to  go  to  mother’s,  I’m  sure  I  can’t  tell.  But  if  I  die,  I’ll 
do  it.  No,  sir,  I  won’t  borrow  an  umbrella.  No;  and  you 
shan’t  buy  one.  Now,  Mr.  Caudle,  only  listen  to  this :  if  you 
bring  home  another  umbrella,  I’ll  throw  it  in  the  street.  I’ll 
have  my  own  umbrella,  or  none  at  all. 

“  Ha !  and  it  was  only  last  week  I  had  a  nozzle  put  to  that 
umbrella.  I’m  sure  if  I’d  have  known  as  much  as  I  do  now,  it 
might  have  gone  without  one  for  me.  Paying  for  new  nozzles, 
for  other  people  to  laugh  at  you.  Oh,  it’s  all  very  well  for 
you,  you  can  go  to  sleep.  You’ve  no  thought  of  your  poor 
patient  wife  and  your  own  dear  children.  You  think  of  noth¬ 
ing  but  lending  umbrellas. 

“  Men,  indeed  !  —  call  themselves  lords  of  the  creation  !  — 
pretty  lords,  when  they  can’t  even  take  care  of  an  umbrella. 

“  I  know  that  walk  to-morrow  will  be  the  death  of  me.  But 
that’s  what  you  want  —  then  you  may  go  to  your  club,  and  do 
as  you  like  —  and  then  nicely  my  poor  dear  children  will  be 
used  —  but  then,  sir,  then  you’ll  be  happy.  Oh,  don’t  tell  me  ! 
I  know  you  will.  Else  you’d  never  have  lent  the  umbrella  ! 

“You  have  to  go  on  Thursday  about  that  summons;  and 
*of  course  you  can’t  go.  No,  indeed,  you  don’t  go  without  the 
umbrella.  You  may  lose  the  debt  for  what  I  care  —  it  won’t 
be  so  much  as  spoiling  your  clothes  —  better  lose  it:  people 
deserve  to  lose  debts  who  lend  umbrellas. 

“  And  I  should  like  to  know  how  I  am  to  go  to  mother’s 
without  the  umbrella?  Oh,  don’t  tell  me  that  I  said  I  would 
go  —  that’s  nothing  to  do  with  it :  nothing  at  all.  She’ll  think 
I’m  neglecting  her,  and  the  little  money  we  were  to  have,  we 
shan’t  have  at  all  —  because  we’ve  no  umbrella. 

“  The  children,  too  !  Dear  things  !  They’ll  be  sopping 
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wet :  for  they  shan’t  stop  at  home  :  they  shan’t  lose  their  learn¬ 
ing  ;  it’s  all  their  father  will  leave  ’em,  I’m  sure.  But  they 
shall  go  to  school.  Don’t  tell  me  I  said  they  shouldn’t :  you 
are  so  aggravating,  Caudle  ;  you’d  spoil  the  temper  of  an  angel. 
They  shall  go  to  school:  mark  that.  And  if  they  get  their 
deaths  of  cold,  it’s  not  my  fault :  I  didn’t  lend  the  umbrella.” 

“  Here,"  said  Caudle  in  his  MS.,  “  I  fell  asleep  ;  and  dreamt  that  the  sky  was 
turned  into  green  calico,  with  whalebone  ribs ;  that,  in  fact,  the  whole  world 
revolved  under  a  tremendous  umbrella.” 

DANTES’  DUNGEON  AND  ESCAPE. 

By  ALEXANDRE  DUMAS,  Pere. 

(From  “The  Count  of  Monte  Cristo.”) 

[Alexandre  Domas,  PiSre ,  French  novelist  and  dramatist,  was  horn  July 
24,  1803  ;  his  grandmother  was  a  Haytian  negress.  His  youth  was  roving  and 
dissipated  ;  the  few  years  after  he  became  of  age  were  spent  in  Paris  experi¬ 
menting  in  literary  forms ;  at  twenty-six  he  took  the  public  by  storm  with  his 
play  “Henry  III.  and  his  Court.”  He  was  probably  the  most  prolific  great 
writer  that  ever  lived,  his  works  singly  and  in  collaboration  amounting  to  over 
two  thousand  volumes  ;  he  had  some  ninety  collaborators,  few  of  whom  ever  did 
successful  independent  work.  A  catalogue  of  his  productions  would  till  many 
pages  of  this  work.  The  most  popular  of  his  novels  are  :  “  The  Three  Musket¬ 
eers”  series  (including  “Twenty  Years  After”  and  “The  Viscount  de  Brage- 
lonne ”),  and  “  The  Count  of  Monte  Cristo.”  He  died  December  6,  1870.] 


The  Cemetery  of  the  Chateau  d’If. 

On  the  bed,  at  full  length,  and  faintly  lighted  by  the  pale 
ray  that  penetrated  the  window,  was  visible  a  sack  of  coarse 
cloth,  under  the  large  folds  of  which  was  stretched  a  long  and 
stiffened  form;  it  was  Faria’s  last  winding  sheet  —  a  winding 
sheet  which,  as  the  turnkey  said,  cost  so  little.  All  then  was 
completed.  A  material  separation  had  taken  place  between 
Dantes  and  his  old  friend  —  he  could  no  longer  see  those  eyes 
which  had  remained  open  as  if  to  look  even  beyond  death ;  he 
could  no  longer  clasp  that  hand  of  industry  which  had  lifted 
for  him  the  veil  that  had  concealed  hidden  and  obscure  things. 
Faria,  the  usual  and  the  good  companion,  with  whom  he  was 
accustomed  to  live  so  intimately,  no  longer  breathed.  He 
seated  himself  on  the  edge  of  that  terrible  bed,  and  fell  into  a 
melancholy  and  gloomy  reverie. 
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Alone  !  he  was  alone  again  !  again  relapsed  into  silence  !  he 
found  himself  once  again  in  the  presence  of  nothingness  ! 

Alone  !  no  longer  to  see  —  no  longer  to  hear  the  voice  of  the 
only  human  being  who  attached  him  to  life  !  Was  it  not  better, 
like  Faria,  to  seek  the  presence  of  his  Maker  and  learn  the 
enigma  of  life  at  the  risk  of  passing  through  the  mournful  gate 
of  intense  suffering  ? 

The  idea  of  suicide,  driven  away  by  his  friend,  and  forgotten 
in  his  presence  whilst  living,  arose  like  a  phantom  before  him 
in  the  presence  of  his  dead  body. 

“  If  I  could  die,”  he  said,  “  I  should  go  where  he  goes,  and 
should  assuredly  find  him  again.  But  how  to  die  ?  It  is  very 
easy,”  he  continued,  with  a  smile  of  bitterness  ;  “  I  will  remain 
here,  rush  on  the  first  person  that  opens  the  door,  will  strangle 
him,  and  then  they  will  guillotine  me.” 

But  as  it  happens  that  in  excessive  griefs,  as  in  great  tem¬ 
pests,  the  abyss  is  found  between  the  tops  of  the  loftiest  waves, 
Dantes  recoiled  from  the  idea  of  this  infamous  death,  and 
passed  suddenly  from  despair  to  an  ardent  desire  for  life  and 
liberty. 

“  Die  !  oh,  no,”  he  exclaimed,  “  not  die  now,  after  having 
lived  and  suffered  so  long  and  so  much  !  Die  !  yes,  had  I  died 
years  since,  but  now  it  would  be  indeed  to  give  way  to  my  bit¬ 
ter  destiny.  No,  I  desire  to  live,  I  desire  to  struggle  to  the 
very  last.  I  wish  to  reconquer  the  happiness  of  which  I  have 
been  deprived.  Before  I  die  I  must  not  forget  that  I  have  my 
executioners  to  punish,  and,  perhaps,  too,  who  knows,  some 
friends  to  reward.  Yet  they  will  forget  me  here,  and  I  shall 
die  in  my  dungeon  like  Faria.” 

As  he  said  this,  he  remained  motionless,  his  eyes  fixed  like 
a  man  struck  with  a  sudden  idea,  but  whom  this  idea  fills  with 
amazement.  Suddenly  he  rose,  lifted  his  hand  to  his  brow  as 
if  his  brain  were  giddy,  paced  twice  or  thrice  round  his  chamber, 
and  then  paused  abruptly  at  the  bed. 

“  Ah  !  ah  1  ”  he  muttered,  “  who  inspires  me  with  this 
thought  ?  Is  that  thou,  gracious  God  ?  Since  none  but  the 
dead  pass  freely  from  this  dungeon,  let  me  assume  the  place  of 
the  dead  !  ” 

Without  giving  himself  time  to  reconsider  his  decision,  and 
indeed  that  he  might  not  allow  his  thoughts  to  be  distracted 
from  his  desperate  resolution,  he  bent  over  the  appalling  sack, 
opened  it  with  the  knife  which  Faria  had  made,  drew  the  corpse 
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from  the  sack,  and  transported  it  along  the  gallery  to  his  own 
chamber,  laid  it  on  his  couch,  passed  round  its  head  the  rag  he 
wore  at  night  round  his  own,  covered  it  with  his  counterpane, 
once  again  kissed  the  ice-cold  brow,  and  tried  vainly  to  close 
the  resisting  eyes,  which  glared  horribly ;  turned  the  head 
towards  the  wall,  so  that  the  jailer  might,  when  he  brought  his 
evening  meal,  believe  that  he  was  asleep,  as  was  his  frequent 
custom ;  returned  along  the  gallery,  threw  the  bed  against  the 
wall,  returned  to  the  other  cell,  took  from  the  hiding  place  the 
needle  and  thread,  flung  off  his  rags,  that  they  might  feel  naked 
flosh  only  beneath  the  coarse  sackcloth ;  and  getting  inside  the 
sack,  placed  himself  in  the  posture  in  which  the  dead  body  had 
been  laid,  and  sewed  up  the  mouth  of  the  sack  inside. 

The  beating  of  his  heart  might  have  been  heard,  if  by  any 
mischance  the  jailers  had  entered  at  that  moment. 

Dantes  might  have  waited  until  the  evening  visit  was  over, 
but  he  was  afraid  the  governor  might  change  his  resolution,  and 
order  the  dead  body  to  be  removed  earlier. 

In  that  case  his  last  hope  would  have  been  destroyed. 

Now  his  project  was  settled  under  any  circumstances,  and 
he  hoped  thus  to  carry  it  into  effect. 

If,  during  the  time  he  was  being  conveyed,  the  gravediggers 
should  discover  that  they  were  conveying  a  live  instead  of  a 
dead  body,  Dantes  did  not  intend  to  give  them  time  to  recog¬ 
nize  him,  but,  with  a  sudden  cut  of  the  knife,  he  meant  to  open 
the  sack  from  top  to  bottom,  and,  profiting  by  their  alarm, 
escape  ;  if  they  tried  to  catch  him,  he  would  use  his  knife. 

If  they  conducted  him  to  the  cemetery  and  laid  him  in  the 
grave,  he  would  allow  himself  to  be  covered  with  earth,  and 
then,  as  it  was  night,  the  gravediggers  could  scarcely  have 
turned  their  backs  ere  he  would  have  worked  his  way  through 
the  soft  soil  and  escaped,  hoping  that  the  weight  would  not  be 
too  heavy  for  him  to  support. 

If  he  was  deceived  in  this,  and  the  earth  proved  too  heavy, 
he  would  be  stifled,  and  then,  so  much  the  better,  all  would  be 
over.  Dantes  had  not  eaten  since  the  previous  evening,  but 
he  had  not  thought  of  hunger  or  thirst,  nor  did  he  now  think 
of  it.  His  position  was  too  precarious  to  allow  even  time  to 
reflect  on  any  thought  but  one. 

The  first  risk  that  Dantes  ran  was  that  the  jailer,  when  he 
brought  him  his  supper  at  seven  o’clock,  might  perceive  the  ' 
substitution  he  had  effected  ;  fortunately,  twenty  times,  at 
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least,  from  misanthropy  or  fatigue,  Dantes  had  received  his 
jailer  in  bed,  and  then  the  man  placed  his  bread  and  soup  on 
the  table,  and  went  away  without  saying  a  word. 

This  time  the  jailer  might  not  be  silent  as  usual,  but  speak 
to  Dantes,  and  seeing  that  he  received  no  reply,  go  to  the  bed, 
and  thus  discover  all. 

When  seven  o’clock  came,  Dantes’  agony  really  commenced. 
His  hand  placed  on  his  heart  was  unable  to  repress  its  throb- 
bings,  whilst,  with  the  other,  he  wiped  the  perspiration  from  his 
temples.  From  time  to  time  shudderings  ran  through  his  whole 
frame,  and  collapsed  his  heart  as  if  it  were  frozen.  Then  he 
thought  he  was  going  to  die.  Yet  the  hours  passed  on  without 
any  stir  in  the  Chateau,  and  Dantes  felt  he  had  escaped  his 
first  danger  ;  it  was  a  good  augury.  At  length  about  the 
hour  the  governor  had  appointed,  footsteps  were  heard  on 
the  stairs.  Edmond  felt  that  the  moment  had  arrived,  and 
summoning  up  all  his  courage,  held  his  breath,  happy  if  at 
the  same  time  he  could  have  repressed  in  like  manner  the  hastjr 
pulsation  of  his  arteries. 

They  stood  at  the  door  —  there  were  two  steps,  and  Dantes 
guessed  it  was  the  two  gravediggers  who  came  to  seek  him  — 
this  idea  was  soon  converted  into  certainty,  when  he  heard  the 
noise  they  made  in  putting  down  the  hand  bier. 

The  door  opened,  and  a  dim  light  reaching  Dantes’  eyes 
through  the  coarse  sack  that  covered  him,  he  saw  two  shadows 
approach  his  bed,  a  third  remaining  at  the  door  with  a  torch 
in  his  hand.  Each  of  these  two  men,  approaching  the  ends  of 
the  bed,  took  the  sack  by  its  extremities. 

“  He’s  heavy,  though,  for  an  old  and  thin  man,”  said  one, 
as  he  raised  the  head. 

“  They  say  every  year  adds  half  a  pound  to  the  weight  of 
the  bones,”  said  another,  lifting  the  feet. 

“  Have  you  tied  the  knot?  ”  inquired  the  first  speaker. 

“  What  would  be  the  use  of  carrying  so  much  more  weight  ?  ” 
was  the  reply  :  “  I  can  do  that  when  we  get  there.” 

“Yes,  you’re  right,”  replied  the  companion. 

“  What’s  the  knot  for  ?  ”  thought  Dantes. 

They  deposited  the  supposed  corpse  on  the  bier.  Edmond 
stiffened  himself  in  order  to  play  his  part  of  a  dead  man,  and 
then  the  party,  lighted  by  the  man  with  the  torch,  who  went 
first,  ascended  the  stairs. 

Suddenly  he  felt  the  fresh  and  sharp  night  air,  and  Dantes 
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recognized  the  Mistral.  It  was  a  sudden  sensation,  at  the  same 
time  replete  with  delight  and  agony. 

The  bearers  advanced  twenty  paces,  then  stopped,  putting 
their  bier  down  on  the  ground. 

One  of  them  went  away,  and  Dantes  heard  his  shoes  on  the 
pavement. 

“  Where  am  I,  then  ?  ”  he  asked  himself. 

“  Really,  he  is  by  no  means  a  light  load,”  said  the  other 
bearer,  sitting  down  on  the  edge  of  the  handbarrow. 

Dantes’  first  impulse  was  to  escape,  but  fortunately  he  did 
not  attempt  it. 

“  Light  me,  you,  sir,”  said  the  other  bearer,  “  or  I  shall  not 
find  what  I  am  looking  for.” 

The  man  with  the  torch  complied,  although  not  asked  in 
the  most  polite  terms. 

“  What  can  he  be  looking  for  ?  ”  thought  Edmond.  “  The 
spade,  perhaps.” 

An  exclamation  of  satisfaction  indicated  that  the  grave¬ 
digger  had  found  the  object  of  his  search. 

“  Here  it  is  at  last,”  he  said,  “  not  without  some  trouble, 
though.” 

“  Yes,”  was  the  answer,  “  but  it  has  lost  nothing  by 
waiting.” 

As  he  said  this  the  man  came  towards  Edmond,  who  heard 
a  heavy  and  sounding  substance  laid  down  beside  him,  and  at 
the  same  moment  a  cord  was  fastened  round  his  feet  with  sudden 
and  painful  violence. 

“  Well,  have  you  tied  the  knot?”  inquired  the  gravedigger, 
who  was  looking  on. 

“Yes,  and  pretty  tight  too,  I  can  tell  you,”  was  the  answer. 

“  Move  on,  then.” 

And  the  bier  was  lifted  once  more,  and  they  proceeded. 

They  advanced  fifty  paces  farther,  and  then  stopped  to  open 
a  door,  then  went  forward  again.  The  noise  of  the  waves 
dashing  against  the  rocks,  on  which  the  Chateau  is  built, 
reached  Dantes’  ear  distinctly  as  they  progressed. 

“  Bad  weather  !  ”  observed  one  of  the  bearers  ;  “  not  a  pleas¬ 
ant  night  for  a  dip  in  the  sea.” 

“  Why,  yes,  the  abbe  runs  a  chance  of  being  wet,”  said  the 
other  ;  and  then  there  was  a  burst  of  brutal  laughter. 

Dantes  did  not  comprehend  the  jest,  but  his  hair  stood  erect 
on  his  head. 
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“Well,  here  we  are  at  last,”  said  one  of  them.  “A  little 
farther  —  a  little  farther,”  said  the  other.  “You  know  very 
well  that  the  last  was  stopped  on  his  way,  dashed  on  the  rocks, 
and  the  governor  told  us  next  day  that  we  were  careless 
fellows.” 

They  ascended  five  or  six  more  steps,  and  then  Dantes  felt 
that  they  took  him  one  by  the  head  and  the  other  by  the  heels, 
and  swung  him  to  and  fro. 

“One!”  said  the  gravediggers.  “Two!  Three,  and 
away  !  ” 

And  at  the  same  instant  Dantes  felt  himself  flung  into  the 
air  like  a  wounded  bird  falling,  falling  with  a  rapidity  that 
made  his  blood  curdle.  Although  drawn  downwards  by  the 
same  heavy  weight  which  hastened  his  rapid  descent,  it  seemed 
to  him  as  if  the  time  were  a  century.  At  last,  with  a  terrific 
dash,  he  entered  the  ice-cold  water,  and  as  he  did  so,  he  uttered 
a  shrill  cry,  stifled  in  a  moment  by  his  immersion  beneath  the 
waves. 

Dantes  had  been  flung  into  the  sea,  into  whose  depths  he 
was  dragged  by  a  thirty-six  pound  shot  tied  to  his  feet. 

The  sea  is  the  Cemetery  of  the  Chateau  d’lf. 


The  Isle  of  Tibottlen. 

Dantes,  although  giddy,  and  almost  suffocated,  had  yet  suf¬ 
ficient  presence  of  mind  to  hold  his  breath  ;  and  as  his  right 
hand  (prepared  as  he  was  for  every  chance)  held  his  knife  open, 
he  rapidly  ripped  up  the  sack,  extricated  his  arm,  and  then  his 
body  ;  but  in  spite  of  all  his  efforts  to  free  himself  from  the 
bullet,  he  felt  it  dragging  him  down  still  lower  ;  he  then  bent 
his  body,  and  by  a  desperate  effort  severed  the  cord  that  bound 
his  legs,  at  the  moment  he  was  suffocating.  With  a  vigorous 
spring  he  rose  to  the  surface  of  the  sea,  whilst  the  bullet  bore 
to  its  depths  the  sack  that  had  so  nearly  become  his  shroud. 

Dantes  merely  paused  to  breathe,  and  then  dived  again  in 
order  to  avoid  being  seen. 

When  he  rose  a  second  time  he  was  fifty  paces  from  where 
he  had  first  sunk.  He  saw  overhead  a  black  and  tempestuous 
sky,  over  which  the  wind  was  driving  the  fleeting  vapors  that 
occasionally  suffered  a  twinkling  star  to  appear  ;  before  him 
was  the  vast  expanse  of  waters,  somber  and  terrible,  whose 
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waves  foamed  and  roared  as  if  before  the  approach  of  a  storm. 
Behind  him,  blacker  than  the  sea,  blacker  than  the  sky,  rose 
like  a  phantom  the  giant  of  granite,  whose  protecting  crags 
seemed  like  arms  extended  to  seize  their  prey  ;  and  on  the 
highest  rock  was  a  torch  that  lighted  two  figures.  He  fancied 
these  two  forms  were  looking  at  the  sea  ;  doubtless  these 
strange  gravediggers  had  heard  his  cry.  Dantes  dived  again, 
and  remained  a  long  time  beneath  the  water.  This  maneuver 
was  already  familiar  to  him,  and  usually  attracted  a  crowd  of 
spectators  in  the  bay  before  the  lighthouse  at  Marseilles  when 
he  swam  there,  and  who,  with  one  accord,  pronounced  him  the 
best  swimmer  in  the  port. 

When  he  reappeared  the  light  had  disappeared. 

It  was  necessary  to  strike  out  to  sea.  Ratonneau  and 
Pomegue  are  the  nearest  isles  of  all  those  that  surround  the 
Chateau  d’lf.  But  Ratonneau  and  Pomegue  are  inhabited,  to¬ 
gether  with  the  Islet  of  Daume  ;  Tiboulen  or  Lemaire  were  the 
most  secure.  The  isles  of  Tiboulen  and  Lemaire  are  a  league 
from  the  Chateau  d’lf.  Dantes,  nevertheless,  determined  to 
make  for  them  ;  but  how  could  he  find  his  way  in  the  darkness 
of  the  night? 

At  this  moment  he  saw  before  him,  like  a  brilliant  star,  the 
lighthouse  of  Planier.  By  leaving  this  light  on  the  right,  he 
kept  the  Isle  of  Tiboulen  a  little  on  the  left ;  by  turning  to  the 
left,  therefore,  he  would  find  it.  But,  as  we  have  said,  it  was 
at  least  a  league  from  the  Chateau  d’lf  to  this  island. 

Often  in  prison  Faria  had  said  to  him  when  he  saw  him  idle 
and  inactive  :  — 

“  Dantes,  you  must  not  give  way  to  this  listlessness  ;  you 
will  be  drowned  if  you  seek  to  escape  ;  and  your  strength  has 
not  been  properly  exercised  and  prepared  for  exertion.” 

These  words  rang  in  Dantes’  ears  even  beneath  the  waves  ; 
he  hastened  to  cleave  his  way  through  them  to  see  if  he  had 
not  lost  his  strength  ;  he  found  with  pleasure  that  his  cap¬ 
tivity  had  taken  away  nothing  of  his  power,  and  that  he  was 
still  master  of  that  element  on  whose  bosom  he  had  so  often 
sported  as  a  boy. 

Fear,  that  relentless  pursuer,  clogged  Dantes’  efforts  ;  he 
listened  if  any  noise  was  audible  ;  each  time  that  he  rose  over 
the  waves  his  looks  scanned  the  horizon,  and  strove  to  penetrate 
the  darkness  :  every  wave  seemed  a  boat  in  his  pursuit,  and 
he  redoubled  exertions  that  increased  his  distance  from  the 
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Chateau,  but  the  repetition  of  which  weakened  his  strength.  He 
swam  on  still,  and  already  the  terrible  Chateau  had  disappeared 
in  the  darkness.  He  could  not  see  it,  but  he  felt  its  presence. 
An  hour  passed,  during  which  Dantes,  excited  by  the  feeling 
of  freedom,  continued  to  cleave  the  waves. 

“  Let  us  see,”  said  he,  “  I  have  swum  above  an  hour  ;  but  as 
the  wind  is  against  me,  that  has  retarded  my  speed  ;  however, 
if  I  am  not  mistaken,  I  must  be  close  to  the  Isle  of  Tiboulen. 
But  what  if  I  were  mistaken  ?  ” 

A  shudder  passed  over  him.  He  sought  to  tread  water  in 
order  to  rest  himself,  but  the  sea  was  too  violent,  and  he  felt 
that  he  could  not  make  use  of  this  means  of  repose. 

“Well,”  said  he,  “I  will  swim  on  until  I  am  worn  out  or 
the  cramp  seizes  me,  and  then  I  shall  sink  ;  ”  and  he  struck  out 
with  the  energy  of  despair. 

Suddenly  the  sky  seemed  to  him  to  become  still  darker  and 
more  dense,  and  compact  clouds  lowered  towards  him  ;  at  the 
same  time  he  felt  a  violent  pain  in  his  knee  ;  his  imagination 
told  him  a  ball  had  struck  him,  and  that  in  a  moment  he  would 
hear  the  report  ;  but  he  heard  nothing.  Dantes  put  out  his 
hand  and  felt  resistance  ;  he  then  extended  his  leg  and  felt  the 
land,  and  in  an  instant  guessed  the  nature  of  the  object  he  had 
taken  for  a  cloud. 

Before  him  rose  a  mass  of  strangely  formed  rocks  that  re¬ 
sembled  nothing  so  much  as  a  vast  fire  petrified  at  the  moment 
of  its  most  fervent  combustion.  It  was  the  Isle  of  Tiboulen. 
Dantes  rose,  advanced  a  few  steps,  and  with  a  fervent  prayer 
of  gratitude  stretched  himself  on  the  granite,  which  seemed 
to  him  softer  than  down.  Then,  in  spite  of  the  wind  and 
rain,  he  fell  into  the  deep,  sweet  sleep  of  those  worn  out  by 
fatigue. 

At  the  expiration  of  an  hour  Edmond  was  awakened  by  the 
roar  of  the  thunder.  The  tempest  was  unchained  and  let  loose 
in  all  its  fury;  from  time  to  time  a  flash  of  lightning  stretched 
across  the  heavens  like  a  fiery  serpent,  lighting  up  the  clouds 
that  rolled  on  like  the  waves  of  an  immense  chaos. 

Dantes  had  not  been  deceived :  he  had  reached  the  first  of 
the  two  isles,  which  was  in  reality  Tiboulen.  He  knew  that  it 
was  barren,  without  shelter  ;  but  when  the  sea  became  more 
calm,  he  resolved  to  plunge  into  its  waves  again,  and  swim  to 
Lemaire,  equally  arid,  but  larger,  and  consequently  better 
adapted  for  concealment. 
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An  overhanging  rock  offered  him  a  temporary  shelter  •,  and 
scarcely  had  he  availed  himself  of  it  when  the  tempest  burst 
forth  in  all  its  fury.  Edmond  felt  the  rock  beneath  which 
he  lay  trembling  ;  the  waves,  dashing  themselves  against  the 
granite  rock,  wetted  him  with  their  spray.  In  safety  as  he 
was,  he  felt  himself  become  giddy  in  the  midst  of  this  war  of 
the  elements,  and  the  dazzling  brightness  of  the  lightning.  It 
seemed  to  him  that  the  island  trembled  to  its  base,  and  that  it 
would,  like  a  vessel  at  anchor,  break  her  moorings,  and  bear 
him  off  into  the  center  of  the  storm. 

He  then  recollected  that  he  had  not  eaten  or  drunk  for 
four  and  twenty  hours.  He  extended  his  hands  and  drank 
greedily  of  the  rain  water  that  had  lodged  in  a  hollow  of  the 
rock. 

As  he  rose,  a  flash  of  lightning,  that  seemed  as  if  the  whole 
of  the  heavens  were  opened,  illuminated  the  darkness.  By  its 
light,  between  the  Isle  of  Lemaire  and  Cape  Croiselle,  a  quarter 
of  a  league  distant,  Dantes  saw,  like  a  specter,  a  fishing  boat 
driven  rapidly  on  by  the  force  of  the  winds  and  waves.  A 
second  after  he  saw  it  again  approaching  nearer.  Dantes  cried 
at  the  top  of  his  voice  to  warn  them  of  their  danger,  but  they 
saw  it  themselves.  Another  flash  showed  him  four  men  cling¬ 
ing  to  the  shattered  mast  and  the  rigging,  while  a  fifth  clung 
to  the  broken  rudder. 

The  men  he  beheld  saw  him,  doubtless,  for  their  cries  were 
carried  to  his  ears  by  the  wind.  Above  the  splintered  mast  a 
sail  rent  to  tatters  was  waving  ;  suddenly  the  ropes  that  still 
held  it  gave  away,  and  it  disappeared  in  the  darkness  of  the 
night,  like  a  vast  sea  bird.  At  the  same  moment  a  violent  crash 
was  heard,  and  cries  of  distress.  Perched  on  the  summit  of  the 
rock,  Dantes  saw  by  the  lightning  the  vessel  in  pieces :  and' 
amongst  the  fragments  were  visible  the  agonized  features  of  the 
unhappy  sailors.  Then  all  became  dark  again. 

Dantes  ran  down  the  rocks  at  the  risk  of  being  himself 
dashed  to  pieces ;  he  listened,  he  strove  to  examine,  but  he 
heard  and  saw  nothing  —  all  human  cries  had  ceased ;  and  the 
tempest  alone  continued  to  rage. 

By  degrees  the  wind  abated  ;  vast  gray  clouds  rolled  towards 
the  west ;  and  the  blue  firmament  appeared  studded  with  bright 
stars.  Soon  a  red  streak  became  visible  in  the  horizon  ;  the 
waves  whitened,  a  light  played  over  them,  and  gilded  their 
foaming  crests  with  gold.  It  was  day. 
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Dantes  stood  silent  and  motionless  before  this  vast  spec¬ 
tacle  ;  for  since  his  captivity  he  had  forgotten  it. 

He  turned  towards  the  fortress,  and  looked  both  at  the  sea 
and  the  land. 

The  gloomy  building  rose  from  the  bosom  of  the  ocean  with 
that  imposing  majesty  of  inanimate  objects,  that  seems  at  once 
to  watch  and  to  command. 

It  was  about  five  o’clock ;  the  sea  continued  to  grow 
calmer. 

“  In  two  or  three  hours,”  thought  Dantes,  u  the  turnkey  will 
enter  my  chamber,  find  the  body  of  my  poor  friend,  recognize 
it,  seek  for  me  in  vain,  and  give  the  alarm.  Then  the  passage 
will  be  discovered,  the  men  who  cast  me  into  the  sea,  and  who 
must  have  heard  the  cry  I  uttered,  will  be  questioned.  The 
boats  filled  with  armed  soldiers  will  pursue  the  wretched  fugi¬ 
tive.  The  cannon  will  warn  every  one  to  refuse  shelter  to  a 
man  wandering  about  naked  and  famished.  The  police  of  Mar¬ 
seilles  will  be  on  the  alert  by  land,  whilst  the  governor  pursues 
me  by  sea.  I  am  cold,  I  am  hungry,  I  have  lost  even  the  knife 
that  saved  me.  O  my  God !  I  have  suffered  enough,  surely. 
Have  pity  on  me,  and  do  for  me  what  I  am  unable  to  do  for 
myself.” 

As  Dantes  (his  eyes  turned  in  the  direction  of  the  Chateau 
d’lf)  uttered  this  prayer,  he  saw  appear  at  the  extremity  of  the 
Isle  of  Pomegue,  like  a  bird  skimming  over  the  sea,  a  small 
bark,  that  the  eye  of  a  sailor  alone  could  recognize  as  a  Genoese 
tartane.  She  was  coming  out  of  Marseilles  harbor,  and  was 
standing  out  to  sea  rapidly,  her  sharp  prow  cleaving  through 
the  waves. 

“  Oh  !  ”  cried  Edmond,  “  to  think  that  in  half  an  hour  I  could 
join  her,  did  I  not  fear  being  questioned,  detected,  and  con¬ 
veyed  back  to  Marseilles.  What  can  I  do  ?  What  story  can  I 
invent?  Under  pretext  of  trading  along  the  coast,  these  men, 
who  are  in  reality  smugglers,  will  prefer  selling  me  to  doing  a 
good  action.  I  must  wait.  But  I  cannot,  I  am  starving.  In 
a  few  hours  my  strength  will  be  utterly  exhausted  :  besides, 
perhaps,  I  have  not  been  missed  at  the  fortress.  I  can  pass  as 
one  of  the  sailors  wrecked  last  night.  This  story  will  pass 
current,  for  there  is  no  one  left  to  contradict  me.” 

As  he  spoke,  Dantes  looked  towards  the  spot  where  the  fish¬ 
ing  vessel  had  been  wrecked,  and  started.  The  red  cap  of  one 
of  the  sailors  hung  to  a  point  of  the  rock ;  and  some  beams  that 
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had  formed  a  part  of  the  vessel’s  keel  floated  at  the  foot  of  the 
crags. 

In  an  instant  Dantes’  plan  was  formed.  He  swam  to  the 
cap,  placed  it  on  his  head,  seized  one  of  the  beams,  and  struck 
out  so  as  to  cross  the  line  the  vessel  was  taking. 

“  I  am  saved,”  murmured  he. 

And  this  conviction  restored  his  strength. 

He  soon  perceived  the  vessel,  which,  having  the  wind  right 
ahead,  was  tacking  between  the  Chateau  d’lf  and  the  tower  of 
Planier.  For  an  instant  he  feared  lest  the  bark,  instead  of 
keeping  inshore,  should  stand  out  to  sea  ;  but  he  soon  saw  by 
her  maneuvers  that  she  wished  to  pass,  like  most  vessels  bound 
for  Italy,  between  the  islands  of  Jaros  and  Calaseraigne.  How¬ 
ever,  the  vessel  and  the  swimmer  insensibly  neared  one  another  ; 
and  in  one  of  its  tacks  the  bark  approached  within  a  quarter 
of  a  mile  of  him.  He  rose  on  the  waves,  making  signs  of  dis¬ 
tress,  but  no  one  on  board  perceived  him ;  and  the  vessel  stood 
on  another  tack.  Dantes  would  have  cried  out,  but  he  reflected 
that  the  wind  would  drown  his  voice. 

It  was  then  he  rejoiced  at  his  precaution  in  taking  the  beam, 
for  without  it  he  would  have  been  unable,  perhaps,  to  reach  the 
vessel  —  certainly  to  return  to  shore,  should  he  be  unsuccessful 
in  attracting  attention. 

Dantes,  although  almost  sure  as  to  what  course  the  bark 
would  take,  had  yet  watched  it  anxiously  until  it  tacked  and 
stood  towards  him.  Then  he  advanced  ;  but,  before  they  had 
met,  the  vessel  again  changed  her  direction.  By  a  violent 
effort,  he  rose  half  out  of  the  water,  waving  his  cap,  and  utter¬ 
ing  a  loud  shout  peculiar  to  sailors. 

This  time  he  was  both  seen  and  heard,  and  the  tartane 
steered  instantly  towards  him.  At  the  same  time,  he  saw  they 
were  about  to  lower  the  boat.  An  instant  after,  the  boat, 
rowed  by  two  men,  advanced  rapidly  towards  him.  Dantes 
abandoned  the  beam,  which  he  thought  now  useless,  and  swam 
vigorously  to  meet  them.  But  he  had  reckoned  too  much  upon 
his  strength,  and  then  he  felt  how  serviceable  the  beam  had 
been  to  him.  His  arms  grew  stiff,  his  legs  had  lost  their  flexi¬ 
bility,  and  he  was  almost  breathless. 

He  uttered  a  second  cry.  The  two  sailors  redoubled  their 
efforts,  and  one  of  them  cried  in  Italian,  “  Courage  !  ” 

The  word  reached  his  ear  as  a  wave,  which  he  no  longer  had 
the  strength  to  surmount,  passed  over  his  head.  He  rose  again 


DANTES’  DUNGEON  AND  ESCAPE. 


69 


to  the  surface,  supporting  himself  by  one  of  those  desperate 
efforts  a  drowning  man  makes,  uttered  a  third  cry,  and  felt 
himself  sink  again,  as  if  the  fatal  bullet  were  again  tied  to  his 
feet. 

The  water  passed  over  his  head  and  the  sky  seemed  livid. 
A  violent  effort  again  brought  him  to  the  surface.  He  felt  as 
if  something  seized  him  by  the  hair  ;  but  he  saw  and  heard 
nothing.  He  had  fainted. 

When  he  opened  his  eyes,  Dantes  found  himself  on  the 
deck  of  the  tartane.  His  first  care  was  to  see  what  direction 
they  were  pursuing.  They  were  rapidly  leaving  the  Chateau 
d’lf  behind.  Dantes  was  so  exhausted  that  the  exclamation 
of  joy  he  uttered  was  taken  for  a  sigh. 

As  we  have  said,  he  was  lying  on  the  deck ;  a  sailor  was 
rubbing  his  limbs  with  a  woolen  cloth  ;  another,  whom  he 
recognized  as  the  one  who  had  cried  out  “  Courage  !  ”  held  a 
gourd  full  of  rum  to  his  mouth  ;  whilst  the  third,  an  old  sailor, 
at  once  the  pilot  and  captain,  looked  on  with  that  egotistical 
pity  men  feel  for  a  misfortune  that  they  have  escaped  yester¬ 
day  and  which  may  overtake  them  to-morrow. 

A  few  drops  of  the  rum  restored  suspended  animation, 
whilst  the  friction  of  his  limbs  restored  their  elasticity. 

“  Who  are  you?  ”  said  the  pilot,  in  bad  French. 

“  I  am,”  replied  Dantes,  in  bad  Italian,  “  a  Maltese  sailor. 
We  were  coming  from  Syracuse  laden  with  grain.  The  storm 
of  last  night  overtook  us  at  Cape  Morigon,  and  we  were 
wrecked  on  these  rocks.” 

“  Where  do  you  come  from  ?  ” 

“From  these  rocks,  that  I  had  the  good  luck  to  cling  to 
whilst  our  captain  and  the  rest  of  the  crew  were  all  lost.  I 
saw  your  ship,  and  fearful  of  being  left  to  perish  on  the  deso¬ 
late  island,  I  swam  off  on  a  fragment  of  the  vessel  in  order  to 
try  and  gain  your  bark.  You  have  saved  my  life,  and  I  thank 
you,”  continued  Dantes.  “  I  was  lost  when  one  of  your  sailors 
caught  hold  of  my  hair.” 

“It  was  I,”  said  a  sailor,  of  a  frank  and  manly  appearance; 
“and  it  was  time,  for  you  were  sinking.” 

“Yes,”  returned  Dantes,  holding  out  his  hand,  “I  thank 
you  again.” 

“  I  almost  hesitated  though,”  replied  the  sailor ;  “  you 
looked  more  like  a  brigand  than  an  honest  man,  with  your 
beard  six  inches  and  your  hair  a  foot  long.” 
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Dantes  recollected  that  his  hair  and  beard  had  not  been  cut 
all  the  time  he  was  at  the  Chateau  d’lf. 

“Yes,”  said  he,  “I  made  a  vow  to  our  Lady  of  the  Grotto 
not  to  cut  my  hair  or  beard  for  ten  years  if  I  were  saved  in 
a  moment  of  danger;  but  to-day  the  vow  expires.” 

“  Now,  what  are  we  to  do  with  you?  ”  said  the  captain. 

“  Alas  !  anything  you  please.  My  captain  is  dead  ;  I  have 
barely  escaped ;  but  I  am  a  good  sailor.  Leave  me  at  the  first 
port  you  make  ;  I  shall  be  sure  to  find  employment.” 

“  Do  you  know  the  Mediterranean  ?  ” 

“  I  have  sailed  over  it  since  my  childhood.” 

“  You  know  the  best  harbors  ?  ” 

“  There  are  few  ports  that  I  could  not  enter  or  leave  with 
my  eyes  blinded.” 

“  I  say,  captain,”  said  the  sailor  who  had  cried  “  Courage  !  ” 
to  Dantes,  “  if  what  he  says  is  true,  what  hinders  his  staying 
with  us  ?  ” 

“  If  he  says  true,”  said  the  captain,  doubtingly.  “  But  in 
his  present  condition  he  will  promise  anything,  and  take  his 
chance  of  keeping  it  afterwards.” 

“  I  will  do  more  than  I  promise,”  said  Dantes. 

“We  shall  see,”  returned  the  other,  smiling. 

“  Where  are  you  going  to  ?  ”  asked  Dantes. 

“To  Leghorn.” 

“  Then  why,  instead  of  tacking  so  frequently,  do  you  not 
sail  nearer  to  the  wind  ?  ” 

“  Because  we  should  run  straight  on  to  the  Island  of  Rion.” 

“  You  shall  pass  it  by  twenty  fathoms.” 

“  Take  the  helm,  and  let  us  see  what  you  know.” 

The  young  man  took  the  helm,  ascertaining  by  a  slight 
pressure  if  the  vessel  answered  the  rudder,  and  seeing  that, 
without  being  a  first-rate  sailor,  she  yet  was  tolerably  obedient. 

“To  the  braces,”  said  he. 

The  four  seamen  who  composed  the  crew  obeyed,  whilst  the 
pilot  looked  on. 

“  Haul  taut.” 

They  obeyed. 

“  Belay.” 

This  order  was  also  executed,  and  the  vessel  passed,  as 
Dantes  had  predicted,  twenty  fathoms  to  the  right. 

“  Bravo  !  ”  said  the  captain. 

“  Bravo  !  ”  repeated  the  sailors. 
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And  they  all  regarded  with  astonishment  this  man,  whose 
eye  had  recovered  an  intelligence  and  his  body  a  vigor  they 
were  far  from  suspecting. 

“You  see,”  said  Dantes,  quitting  the  helm,  “I  shall  be  of 
some  use  to  you,  at  least,  during  the  voyage.  If  you  do  not 
want  me  at  Leghorn,  you  can  leave  me  there,  and  I  will  pay 
you  out  of  the  first  wages  I  get  for  my  food  and  the  clothes 
you  lend  me.” 

“  Ah,”  said  the  captain,  “  we  can  agree  very  well  if  you 
are  reasonable.” 

“  Give  me  what  you  give  the  others,  and  all  will  be  ar¬ 
ranged,”  returned  Dantes. 

“  That’s  not  fair,”  said  the  seaman  who  had  saved  Dantes, 
“  for  you  know  more  than  we  do.” 

“What  is  that  to  you,  Jacopo?”  returned  the  captain. 
“  Every  one  is  free  to  ask  what  he  pleases.” 

“  That’s  true,”  replied  Jacopo.  “  I  only  made  a  remark.” 

“Well,  you  would  do  much  better  to  lend  him  a  jacket  and 
a  pair  of  trousers,  if  you  have  them.” 

“No,”  said  Jacopo;  “but  I  have  a  shirt  and  a  pair  of 
trousers.” 

“  That  is  all  I  want,”  interrupted  Dantes. 

Jacopo  dived  into  the  hold,  and  soon  returned  with  what 
Edmond  wanted. 

“Now,  then,  do  you  wish  for  anything  else?”  said  the 
patron. 

“  A  piece  of  bread  and  another  glass  of  the  capital  rum  I 
tasted,  for  I  have  not  eaten  or  drunk  for  a  long  time.” 

He  had  not  tasted  food  for  forty  hours. 

A  piece  of  bread  was  brought,  and  Jacopo  offered  him  the 
gourd. 

“  Larboard  your  helm,”  cried  the  captain  to  the  steers¬ 
man. 

Dantes  glanced  to  the  same  side  as  he  lifted  the  gourd  to 
his  mouth  ;  but  his  hand  stopped. 

“  Halloa  !  what’s  the  matter  at  the  Chateau  d’lf  ?  ”  said  the 
captain. 

A  small  white  cloud,  which  had  attracted  Dantes’  attention, 
crowned  the  summit  of  the  bastion  of  the  Chateau  d’lf. 

At  the  same  moment  the  faint  report  of  a  gun  was  heard. 
The  sailors  looked  at  one  another. 

“  What  is  this  ?  ”  asked  the  captain. 
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“A  prisoner  has  escaped  from  the  Chateau  d’lf,  and  they 
are  firing  the  alarm  gun,”  replied  Dantes. 

The  captain  glanced  at  him,  but  he  had  lifted  the  rum  to 
his  lips,  and  was  drinking  it  with  so  much  composure  that  his 
suspicions,  if  he  had  any,  died  away. 

“  At  any  rate,”  murmured  he,  “  if  it  be,  so  much  the  better, 
for  I  have  made  a  rare  acquisition.” 

Under  pretense  of  being  fatigued,  Dantes  asked  to  take  the 
helm  ;  the  steersman,  enchanted  to  be  relieved,  looked  at  the 
captain,  and  the  latter  by  a  sign  indicated  that  he  might  aban¬ 
don  it  to  his  new  comrade.  Dantes  could  thus  keep  his  eyes 
on  Marseilles. 

“  What  is  the  day  of  the  month  ?  ”  asked  he  of  Jacopo,  who 
sat  down  beside  him. 

“  The  28th  of  February  !  ” 

“  In  what  year  ?  ” 

“  In  what  year  —  you  ask  me  in  what  year  ?  ” 

“Yes,”  replied  the  young  man,  “  I  ask  you  in  what  year  !  ” 

“  Have  you  forgotten,  then  ?  ” 

“I  have  been  so  frightened  last  night,”  replied  Dantes,  smil¬ 
ing,  “  that  I  have  almost  lost  my  memory.  I  asked  you  what 
year  is  it  ?  ” 

“The  year  1829,”  returned  Jacopo. 

It  was  fourteen  years,  day  for  day,  since  Dantes’  arrest. 

He  was  nineteen  when  he  entered  the  Chateau  d’lf ;  he  was 
thirty-three  when  he  escaped. 

A  sorrowful  smile  passed  over  his  face  ;  he  asked  himself 
what  had  become  of  Mercedes,  who  must  believe  him  dead. 

Then  his  eyes  lighted  up  with  hatred  as  he  thought  of  the 
three  men  who  had  caused  him  so  long  and  wretched  a  cap¬ 
tivity. 

He  renewed  against  Danglars,  Fernand,  and  Villefort  the 
oath  of  implacable  vengeance  he  had  made  in  his  dungeon. 

This  oath  was  no  longer  a  vain  menace,  for  the  fastest  sailer 
in  the  Mediterranean  would  have  been  unable  to  overtake  the 
little  tartane,  that  with  every  stitch  of  canvas  set  was  flying 
before  the  wind  to  Leghorn. 
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By  GEORGE  SAND. 

(From  “  Consuelo.”) 

[Amaktinb  Lucile  A  chore  Dupin,  Baroness  Dudevant,  better  known 
by  her  pseudonym  George  Sand,  French  novelist,  was  born  at  Paris,  July  5,  1804, 
being  descended  on  her  father’s  side  from  the  famous  Marshal  Saxe,  and,  after 
receiving  her  education  at  a  convent,  married,  in  1822,  Baron  Dudevant,  a  re¬ 
tired  army  officer.  Their  union,  although  blessed  with  two  children,  was  not 
happy,  and  in  1831  she  went  to  Paris  to  make  her  living  by  literature.  Her  first 
writing  was  done  in  collaboration  with  Jules  Sandeau,  and  was  signed  jointly 
“Jules  Sand.”  Later,  at  the  suggestion  of  Sandeau,  she  signed  her  works 
“  George  Sand,”  and  under  this  name  became  famous  in  literature.  In  1848  she 
settled  at  the  chateau  of  Nohant,  where  she  spent  the  rest  of  her  life  in  literary 
activity,  and  died  there,  June  8,  1876.  Her  chief  works  are:  “Consuelo,”  and 
its  sequel  “Countess  of  Rudolstadt,”  “  Little  Fadette,”  “  Mauprat,”  “Miller 
of  Angibault,”  “Jacques,”  “The  Devil’s  Pool,”  and  “The  Snow  Man.”] 

It  is  not  a  very  alarming  predicament  to  find  one’s  self 
without  money  when  near  the  end  of  a  journey,  but  even 
though  our  young  artists  had  still  been  very  far  from  their 
destination,  they  would  not  have  felt  less  gay  than  they 
were  on  finding  themselves  entirely  penniless.  One  must 
thus  be  without  resources  in  an  unknown  country  (Joseph 
was  almost  as  much  a  stranger  at  this  distance  from  Vienna 
as  Consuelo)  to  know  what  a  marvelous  sense  of  security, 
what  an  inventive  and  enterprising  genius,  is  revealed  as  if 
by  magic  in  the  artist  who  has  just  spent  his  last  farthing. 
Until  then,  it  is  a  species  of  agony,  a  constant  fear  of  want, 
a  gloomy  apprehension  of  sufferings,  embarrassments,  and 
humiliations,  which  disappear  as  soon  as  you  have  heard  the 
ring  of  your  last  piece  of  money.  Then,  for  romantic  spirits, 
a  new  world  begins  —  a  holy  confidence  in  the  charity  of 
others,  and  numberless  charming  illusions  ;  but  also  an  apti¬ 
tude  for  labor  and  a  feeling  of  complacency  which  soon  enables 
them  to  triumph  over  the  first  obstacles.  Consuelo,  who  ex¬ 
perienced  a  feeling  of  romantic  pleasure  in  this  return  to  the 
indigence  of  her  earlier  days,  and  who  felt  happy  at  having 
done  good  by  the  exercise  of  self-denial,  immediately  found  an 
expedient  to  insure  their  supper  and  night’s  lodging.  “  This 
is  Sunday,”  said  she  to  Joseph  ;  “you  shall  play  some  dancing 
tunes  in  passing  through  the  first  village  we  come  to  ;  we  shall 
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find  people  who  want  to  dance  before  we  have  gone  through 
two  streets,  and  we  shall  be  the  minstrels.  Do  you  know  how 
to  make  an  oaten  pipe  ?  I  can  soon  learn  to  use  it,  and  if  I 
can  draw  some  sounds  from  it,  it  will  serve  very  well  as  an 
accompaniment  to  you.” 

“  Do  I  know  how  to  make  a  pipe  ?  ”  replied  Joseph  ;  “you 
shall  see !  ” 

They  soon  found  a  fine  reed  growing  at  the  river’s  side, 
and  having  pierced  it  carefully,  it  sounded  wonderfully  well. 
A  perfect  unison  was  obtained,  the  rehearsal  followed,  and 
then  our  young  people  marched  off  very  tranquilly  until  they 
reached  a  small  hamlet  three  miles  off,  into  which  they  made 
their  entrance  to  the  sound  of  their  instruments,  and  crying 
before  each  door,  “Who  wishes  to  dance?  Who  wishes  to 
dance  ?  Here  is  the  music,  the  ball  is  going  to  begin.” 

They  reached  a  little  square  planted  with  lofty  trees, 
escorted  by  a  troop  of  children,  who  followed  them,  march¬ 
ing,  shouting,  and  clapping  their  hands.  In  a  short  time 
some  joyous  couples  came  to  raise  the  first  dust  by  opening 
the  dance  ;  and  before  the  soil  was  well  trodden,  the  whole 
population  assembled  and  made  a  circle  around  a  rustic  ball, 
got  up  impromptu,  without  preparation  or  delay.  After  the 
first  waltzes,  Joseph  put  his  violin  under  his  arm,  and  Consuelo, 
mounting  upon  her  chair,  made  a  speech  to  the  company  to 
prove  to  them  that  fasting  artists  had  weak  fingers  and  short 
breath.  Five  minutes  afterward  they  had  as  much  as  they 
wished  of  bread  and  cheese,  beer  and  cakes.  As  to  the  salary, 
that  was  soon  agreed  upon  ;  a  collection  was  to  be  made,  and 
each  was  to  give  what  he  chose. 

After  having  eaten,  they  mounted  upon  a  hogshead  which 
had  been  rolled  triumphantly  into  the  middle  of  the  square, 
and  the  dance  began  afresh  ;  but,  after  the  lapse  of  two  hours, 
they  were  interrupted  by  a  piece  of  news  which  made  every¬ 
body  anxious,  and  passed  from  mouth  to  mouth  until  it  reached 
the  minstrels.  The  shoemaker  of  the  place,  while  hurriedly 
finishing  a  pair  of  shoes  for  an  impatient  customer,  had  just 
stuck  his  awl  into  his  thumb. 

“  It  is  a  serious  matter,  a  great  misfortune,”  said  an  old 
man,  who  was  leaning  against  the  hogshead  which  served 
them  as  a  pedestal.  “  Gottlieb,  the  shoemaker,  is  the  organ¬ 
ist  of  our  village,  and  to-morrow  is  the  fete  day  of  our  patron 
saint.  Oh,  what  a  grand  fete  !  what  a  beautiful  f£te  !  There 
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is  nothing  like  it  for  ten  leagues  round.  Our  mass  especially 
is  a  wonder,  and  people  come  a  great  distance  to  hear  it. 
Gottlieb  is  a  real  chapel  master  ;  he  plays  the  organ,  he  makes 
the  children  sing,  he  sings  himself  ;  there  is  nothing  he  does 
not  do,  especially  on  that  day.  He  is  the  soul  of  everything  ; 
without  him  all  is  lost.  And  what  will  the  canon  say,  the  canon 
of  St.  Stephen’s,  who  comes  himself  to  officiate  at  the  mass, 
and  who  is  always  so  well  pleased  with  our  music  ?  For  he 
is  music  mad,  the  good  canon,  and  it  is  a  great  honor  for  us  to 
see  him  at  our  altar,  he  who  hardly  ever  leaves  his  benefice, 
and  does  not  put  himself  out  of  his  way  for  a  trifle.” 

“Well!”  said  Consuelo,  “there  is  one  means  of  arran¬ 
ging  all  this  :  either  my  comrade  or  myself  will  take  charge 
of  the  organ,  of  the  direction  —  in  a  word,  of  the  mass ; 
and  if  the  canon  is  not  satisfied,  you  shall  give  us  nothing 
for  our  pains.” 

“  Oho  !  ”  said  the  old  man,  “  you  talk  very  much  at  your 
ease,  young  man  ;  our  mass  cannot  be  played  with  a  violin 
and  a  flute.  Oh  no  !  it  is  a  serious  matter,  and  you  do  not 
understand  our  scores.” 

“We  will  understand  them  this  very  evening,”  said  Joseph, 
affecting  an  air  of  disdainful  superiority  which  imposed  upon 
the  audience  grouped  around  him. 

“  Come,”  said  Consuelo,  “  conduct  us  to  the  church  ;  let 
some  one  blow  the  organ,  and  if  you  are  not  satisfied  with  our 
style  of  playing,  you  shall  be  at  liberty  to  refuse  our  aid.” 

“  But  the  score  ?  Gottlieb’s  masterpiece  of  arrangement  ?  ” 

“We  will  go  and  see  Gottlieb,  and  if  he  does  not  declare 
himself  satisfied  with  us,  we  renounce  our  pretensions.  Be¬ 
sides,  a  wound  in  his  finger  will  not  prevent  Gottlieb  from 
directing  the  choir  and  singing  his  part.” 

The  elders  of  the  village,  who  were  assembled  around 
them,  took  counsel  together  and  determined  to  make  the 
trial.  The  ball  was  abandoned  ;  the  canon’s  mass  was  quite 
a  different  amusement,  quite  another  affair  from  dancing  ! 

Haydn  and  Consuelo,  after  playing  the  organ  alternately 
and  singing  together  and  separately,  were  pronounced  to  be 
very  passable  musicians  for  want  of  better.  Some  mechanics 
even  dared  to  hint  that  their  playing  was  preferable  to  Gott¬ 
lieb’s,  and  that  the  fragments  of  Scarlatti,  of  Pergolese,  and  of 
Bach,  which  they  produced,  were  at  least  as  fine  as  the  music  of 
Holzbauer,  which  Gottlieb  always  stuck  to.  The  curate,  who 
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hastened  to  listen  to  them,  went  so  far  as  to  say  that  the  canon 
would  much  prefer  these  airs  to  those  with  which  they  usually 
regaled  him.  The  sacristan,  who  was  by  no  means  pleased 
with  this  opinion,  shook  his  head  sorrowfully  ;  and  not  to  make 
his  parishioners  discontented,  the  curate  consented  that  the 
two  virtuosi  sent  by  Heaven  should  come  to  an  understanding 
if  possible  with  Gottlieb  to  accompany  the  mass. 

They  proceeded  in  a  body  to  the  shoemaker’s  house ;  he  was 
obliged  to  display  his  inflamed  hand  to  every  one  in  order  that 
they  might  see  plainly  he  could  not  fill  his  post  of  organist. 
The  impossibility  was  only  too  apparent.  Gottlieb  had  a  cer¬ 
tain  amount  of  musical  capacity,  and  played  the  organ  passably; 
but  spoiled  by  the  praises  of  his  fellow-citizens,  and  the  some¬ 
what  mocking  flatteries  of  the  canon,  he  displayed  an  incon¬ 
ceivable  amount  of  conceit  in  his  execution  and  management. 
He  lost  temper  when  they  proposed  to  replace  him  by  two  birds 
of  passage;  he  would,  have  preferred  that  there  had  been  no 
fete  at  all,  and  that  the  canon  had  gone  without  music,  rather 
than  share  the  honors  and  triumph.  Nevertheless  he  had  to 
yield  the  point;  he  pretended  for  a  long  time  to  search  for  the 
different  parts,  and  it  was  only  when  the  curate  threatened  to 
give  up  the  entire  choice  of  the  music  to  the  two  young  artists 
that  he  at  last  found  them.  Consuelo  and  Joseph  had  to  prove 
their  acquirements  by  reading  at  sight  the  most  difficult  pas¬ 
sages  in  that  one  of  the  twenty-six  masses  of  Holzbauer  which 
was  to  be  performed  next  day.  This  music,  although  devoid 
of  genius  and  originality,  was  at  least  well  written  and  easy 
to  comprehend,  especially  for  Consuelo,  who  had  surmounted 
much  more  difficult  trials.  The  auditors  were  enraptured,  and 
Gottlieb,  who  grew  more  and  more  out  of  sorts,  declared  he  had 
caught  fever,  and  that  he  was  going  to  bed,  delighted  that 
everybody  was  content. 

As  soon  as  the  voices  and  instruments  were  assembled  in 
the  church,  our  two  little  chapel  masters  directed  the  rehearsal. 
All  went  on  well.  The  brewer,  the  weaver,  the  schoolmaster, 
and  the  baker  of  the  village  played  the  four  violins.  The 
children,  with  their  parents,  all  good-natured,  attentive,  and 
phlegmatic  artisans  and  peasants,  made  up  the  choir.  Joseph 
had  already  heard  Holzbauer’s  music  at  Vienna,  where  it  was 
in  vogue.  They  set  to  work,  and  Consuelo,  taking  up  the  air 
alternately  in  the  different  parts,  led  the  choristers  so  well  that 
they  surpassed  themselves.  There  were  two  solos,  which  the 
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son  and  niece  of  Gottlieb,  his  favorite  pupils,  and  the  first 
singers  in  the  parish,  were  to  perform  ;  but  the  neophytes  did 
not  appear,  alleging  as  a  reason  that  they  were  already  sure  of 
their  parts. 

Joseph  and  Consuelo  went  to  sup  at  the  parsonage,  where 
an  apartment  had  been  prepared  for  them.  The  good  curate 
was  delighted  from  his  heart,  and  it  was  clear  that  he  set  great 
store  by  the  beauty  of  his  mass,  in  the  hopes  of  thereby  pleas¬ 
ing  his  reverend  superior. 

Next  day  all  the  village  was  astir.  The  bells  were  chiming, 
and  the  roads  were  covered  with  the  faithful  from  the  surround¬ 
ing  country,  flocking  in  to  be  present  at  the  solemnity.  The 
canon’s  carriage  approached  at  a  slow  and  majestic  pace.  The 
church  was  decked  out  in  its  richest  ornaments,  and  Consuelo 
was  much  amused  with  the  self-importance  of  every  one  around 
her.  It  almost  put  her  in  mind  of  the  vanities  and  rivalries  of 
the  theater,  only  here  matters  were  conducted  with  more  open¬ 
ness,  and  there  was  more  to  occasion  laughter  than  arouse  in¬ 
dignation.  Half  an  hour  before  the  mass  commenced,  the 
sacristan  came  in  a  dreadful  state  of  consternation  to  disclose 
a  plot  of  the  jealous  and  perfidious  Gottlieb.  Having  learned 
that  the  rehearsal  had  been  excellent,  and  that  the  parish  was 
quite  enraptured  with  the  newcomers,  he  had  pretended  to  be 
very  ill,  and  forbade  his  son  and  niece,  the  two  principal  per¬ 
formers,  to  leave  his  bedside  for  a  moment ;  so  that  they  must 
want  Gottlieb’s  presence  to  set  things  agoing,  as  well  as  the 
solos,  which  were  the  most  beautiful  morceaux  in  the  mass.  The 
assistants  were  so  discouraged  that  the  precise  and  bustling 
sacristan  had  great  difficulty  to  get  them  to  meet  in  the  church 
in  order  to  hold  a  council  of  war. 

Joseph  and  Consuelo  ran  to  find  them,  made  them  repeat 
over  the  more  intricate  passages,  sustained  the  flagging,  and 
gave  confidence  and  courage  to  all.  As  for  the  solos,  they 
quickly  arranged  to  perform  them  themselves.  Consuelo  con¬ 
sulted  her  memory,  and  recollected  a  religious  solo  by  Porpora, 
suitable  to  the  air  and  words  of  the  part.  She  wrote  it  out  on 
her  knee,  and  rehearsed  it  hastily  with  Joseph,  so  as  to  enable 
him  to  accompany  her.  She  also  turned  to  account  a  fragment 
of  Sebastian  Bach  which  he  knew,  and  which  they  arranged  as 
they  best  could  to  suit  the  occasion. 

The  bell  tolled  for  mass  while  they  were  yet  rehearsing,  and 
almost  drowned  their  voices  with  its  din.  When  the  canon, 
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clothed  in  all  liis  robes  of  state,  appeared  at  the  altar,  the  choir 
had  already  commenced,  and  was  getting  through  a  German 
fngue  in  very  good  style.  Consuelo  was  delighted  in  listening 
to  these  good  German  peasants  with  their  grave  faces,  their 
voices  in  perfect  tune,  their  accurate  time,  and  their  earnest¬ 
ness,  well  sustained  because  always  kept  within  proper  bounds. 

“  See  !  ”  said  she  to  Joseph,  during  a  pause,  “those  are  the 
people  to  perform  this  music.  If  they  had  the  fire  which  the 
composer  was  deficient  in,  all  would  go  wrong  ;  but  they  have 
it  not,  and  his  forced  and  mechanical  ideas  are  repeated  as  if 
by  mechanism.  How  does  it  happen  that  the  illustrious  Count 
Hoditz-Roswald  is  not  here  to  conduct  these  machines?  He 
would  have  taken  a  world  of  trouble,  been  of  no  use  whatever, 
and  remained  the  best-satisfied  person  in  the  world. 

The  male  solo  was  awaited  with  much  anxiety  and  some 
uneasiness.  Joseph  got  well  through  his  part,  but  when  it 
came  to  Consuelo’s  turn,  her  Italian  manner  first  astonished 
the  audience,  then  shocked  them  a  little,  and  at  last  ended 
by  delighting  them.  The  cantatrice  sang  in  her  best  style, 
and  her  magnificent  voice  transported  Joseph  to  the  seventh 
heaven. 

“I  cannot  imagine,”  said  he,  “that  you  ever  sang  better 
than  at  this  poor  village  mass  to-day  —  at  least  with  more 
enthusiasm  and  delight.  This  sort  of  audience  sympathizes 
more  than  that  of  a  theater.  In  the  mean  time,  let  me  see  if 
the  canon  be  satisfied.  Ah !  the  good  man  seems  in  a  state  of 
placid  rapture,  and  from  the  way  in  which  every  one  looks  to 
his  countenance  for  approbation  and  reward,  it  is  easy  to  per¬ 
ceive  that  heaven  is  the  last  thing  thought  of  by  any  present, 
except  yourself,  Consuelo  1  Faith  and  divine  love  could  alone 
inspire  excellence  like  yours.” 

When  the  two  virtuosi  left  the  church  after  mass  was  over, 
the  people  could  scarcely  be  dissuaded  from  bearing  them  off 
in  triumph.  The  curate  presented  them  to  the  canon,  who  was 
profuse  in  his  eulogiums  upon  them,  and  requested  to  hear 
Porpora’s  solo  again.  But  Consuelo,  who  was  surprised,  and 
with  good  reason,  that  no  one  had  discovered  her  female  voice, 
and  who  feared  the  canon’s  eye,  excused  herself  on  the  plea 
that  the  rehearsal  and  the  different  parts  she  sang  in  the  choir 
had  fatigued  her.  The  excuse  was  overruled,  and  they  found 
themselves  obliged  to  accept  the  curate’s  invitation  to  break¬ 
fast  with  the  canon. 
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The  canon  was  a  man  about  fifty  years  of  age,  with  a 
benevolent  expression  and  handsome  features,  and  remarkably 
well  made,  although  somewhat  inclined  to  corpulence.  His 
manners  were  distinguished,  even  noble,  and  he  told  every  one 
in  confidence  that  he  had  royal  blood  in  his  veins,  being  one  of 
the  numerous  illegitimate  descendants  of  Augustus  II.,  Elector 
of  Saxony  and  King  of  Poland. 

He  was  gracious  and  affable,  as  a  man  of  the  world  and  a 
dignified  ecclesiastic  should  be.  Joseph  observed  along  with 
him  a  layman  whom  he  appeared  to  treat  at  once  with  con¬ 
sideration  and  familiarity.  Joseph  thought  he  had  seen  this 
person  at  Vienna,  but  he  could  not  recollect  his  name. 

“Well,  my  children,”  said  the  canon,  “you  refuse  me  a 
second  hearing  of  Porpora’s  composition.  Here  is  one  of  my 
friends,  a  hundred  times  a  better  musician  and  judge  than  I 
am,  who  was  equally  struck  with  your  execution  of  the  piece. 
Since  you  are  tired,”  added  he,  addressing  Joseph,  “  I  shall  not 
torment  you  further,  but  have  the  goodness  to  inform  me  what 
is  your  name,  and  where  you  have  studied  music.” 

Joseph  perceived  that  he  got  the  credit  of  Consuelo’s  per¬ 
formance,  and  he  saw  at  a  glance  that  he  was  not  to  correct 
the  canon’s  mistake. 

“  My  name  is  J oseph,”  replied  he,  briefly,  “  and  I  studied  at 
the  free  school  of  St.  Stephen’s.” 

“  And  I  also,”  replied  the  stranger ;  “  I  studied  with  the 
elder  Reuter,  as  you  probably  with  the  younger.” 

“  Yes,  sir.” 

“But  you  have  had  other  lessons?  You  have  studied  in 
Italy?” 

“No,  sir.” 

“  It  was  you  who  played  the  organ  ?  ” 

“  Sometimes  I  played  it,  and  sometimes  my  companion.” 

“  But  who  sang  ?  ” 

“We  both  sang.” 

“  Yes  ;  but  I  mean  Porpora’s  theme  ;  was  it  not  you  ?  ”  said 
the  unknown,  glancing  at  Consuelo 

“  Bah  !  it  was  that  child  !  ”  said  the  canon,  also  looking  at 
Consuelo;  “he  is  too  young  to  be  able  to  sing  in  that  style.” 

“True,  sir  ;  it  was  not  I,  but  he,”  she  replied  quickly,  look¬ 
ing  at  Joseph.  She  was  anxious  to  get  rid  of  these  questions, 
and  turned  impatiently  toward  the  door. 

“Why  do  you  tell  fibs,  my  child?”  said  the  curate.  “I 
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saw  and  heard  you  sing  yesterday,  and  I  at  once  recognized 
your  companion’s  voice  in  Bach’s  solo.” 

“  Come,  you  are  deceived,  Mr.  Curate,”  continued  the 
stranger,  with  a  knowing  smile,  “  or  else  this  young  man  is 
unusually  modest.  However  it  may  be,  you  are  both  entitled 
to  high  praise.” 

Then  drawing  the  curate  aside,  he  said,  “You  have  an 
accurate  ear,  but  your  eyes  are  far  from  being  equally  so ;  it 
speaks  well  for  the  purity  of  your  thoughts.  But  I  must  not 
the  less  inform  you  that  this  little  Hungarian  peasant  is  a  most 
able  Italian  prima  donna." 

“  A  woman  in  disguise  !  ”  cried  the  curate,  endeavoring  to 
repress  an  exclamation  of  surprise. 

He  looked  attentively  at  Consuelo,  while  she  stood  ready 
to  reply  to  the  canon’s  questions,  and  whether  from  pleasure 
or  indignation,  the  good  curate  reddened  from  his  skullcap  to 
his  hands. 

“  The  fact  is  as  I  have  informed  you,”  replied  the  unknown. 
“  I  cannot  imagine  who  she  is,  and  as  to  her  disguise  and  pre¬ 
carious  situation,  I  can  only  ascribe  them  to  madness  or  to  some 
love  affair.  But  such  things  concern  us  not,  Mr.  Curate.” 

“  A  love  affair  ?  ”  exclaimed  the  excited  curate.  “  A  run¬ 
away  match  —  an  intrigue  with  this  youth  ?  Oh  !  it  is  shock¬ 
ing  to  be  so  taken  in  !  I  who  received  them  in  my  abode ! 
Fortunately,  however,  from  the  precautions  which  I  took,  no 
scandal  can  occur  here.  But  what  an  adventure  !  How  the 
freethinkers  of  my  parish  —  and  I  know  several,  sir  —  would 
laugh  at  my  expense  if  they  knew  the  truth  !  ” 

“  If  your  parishioners  have  not  recognized  her  woman’s 
voice,  neither  have  they,  it  is  probable,  detected  her  features 
or  her  form.  But  what  pretty  hands,  what  silken  hair,  and 
what  little  feet,  in  spite  of  the  clumsy  shoes  which  disfigure 
them  !  ” 

“  Do  not  speak  of  them,”  exclaimed  the  curate,  losing  all 
command  of  himself ;  “  it  is  an  abomination  to  dress  in  man’s 
attire.  There  is  a  verse  in  the  Holy  Scriptures  which  con. 
demns  every  man  and  woman  to  death  who  quits  the  apparel  of 
their  sex  —  you  understand  me,  sir  —  to  death.  That  indicates 
what  a  heinous  sin  it  is.  And  yet  she  dared  to  enter  the  church 
and  to  sing  the  praises  of  the  Lord  sullied  with  such  a  crime  !  ” 

“Yes,  and  sang  divinely!  Tears  flowed  from  my  eyes, 
never  did  I  hear  anything  like  it.  Strange  mystery  !  Who 
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can  she  be  ?  Those  whom  I  should  be  inclined  to  guess  are  all 
much  older.” 

“  But  she  is  a  mere  child,  quite  a  young  girl,”  replied  the 
curate,  who  could  not  help  looking  at  Consuelo  with  a  heart¬ 
felt  interest  which  his  severe  principles  combated.  “  What  a 
little  serpent !  See  with  what  a  sweet  and  modest  air  she 
replies  to  the  canon  !  Ah  !  I  am  a  lost  man  if  any  one  finds  it 
out.  I  shall  have  to  fly  the  country.” 

“  What !  have  neither  you  nor  any  of  your  parishioners 
detected  a  woman’s  voice  ?  Why,  you  must  be  very  simple.” 

“  What  would  you  have  ?  We  thought  there  was  certainly 
something  strange  in  it ;  but  Gottlieb  said  it  was  an  Italian 
voice,  one  from  the  Sistine  chapel,  and  that  he  had  often  heard 
the  like  !  I  do  not  know  what  he  meant  by  that ;  I  know  no 
music  except  what  is  contained  in  my  ritual,  and  I  never  sus¬ 
pected.  What  am  I  to  do,  sir  ?  —  what  am  I  to  do  ?  ” 

“  If  nobody  suspects,  I  would  have  you  say  nothing  about 
it.  Get  rid  of  them  as  soon  as  you  can.  I  will  take  charge  of 
them  if  you  choose.” 

“  Oh,  yes  !  you  will  do  me  a  great  service  !  Stay  !  Here 
is  money  —  how  much  shall  I  give  them  ?  ” 

“  Oh  !  that  is  not  my  business.  Besides,  you  know  we  pay 
artists  liberally.  Your  parish  is  not  rich,  and  the  church  is  not 
bound  to  act  like  the  theater.” 

“  I  will  act  handsomely  —  I  will  give  them  six  florins  !  I 
will  go  at  once.  But  what  will  the  canon  say?  He  seems  to 
suspect  nothing.  Look  at  him  speaking  to  her  in  so  fatherly  a 
manner  !  What  a  pious  man  he  is  !  ” 

“  Frankly,  do  you  think  he  would  be  much  scandalized  ?  ” 

“How  should  he  be  otherwise?  But  I  am  more  afraid  of 
his  raillery  than  of  his  reproaches.  Oh  !  you  do  not  know  how 
dearly  he  loves  a  joke  —  he  is  so  witty  !  Oh!  how  he  would 
ridicule  my  simplicity  !  ” 

“  But  if  he  shares  your  error,  as  he  seems  to  do,  he  will  not 
be  able  to  ridicule  you.  Come,  appear  to  know  nothing,  and 
seize  a  favorable  moment  to  withdraw  your  musicians.” 

They  left  the  recess  of  the  window  where  they  had  been 
conversing,  and  the  curate  gliding  up  to  Joseph,  who  appeared 
to  occupy  the  canon’s  attention  much  less  than  Signor  Bertoni, 
slipped  the  six  florins  into  his  hands.  As  soon  as  he  received 
this  modest  sum,  Joseph  signed  to  Consuelo  to  disengage  her¬ 
self  and  follow  him  out  5  but  the  canon  called  Joseph  back, 
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still  believing,  after  bis  answers  in  the  affirmative,  that  it  was 
he  who  bad  the  female  voice. 

“Tell  me  then,”  said  he,  “why  did  you  choose  this  piece  of 
Porpora’s  in  preference  to  Holzbauer’s  solo  ?  ” 

“We  were  not  acquainted  with  it,”  said  Joseph.  “I  sang 
the  only  thing  which  I  remembered  perfectly.” 

The  curate  hastened  to  relate  Gottlieb’s  ill-natured  trick, 
whose  pedantic  jealousy  made  the  canon  laugh  heartily. 

“  Well,”  said  the  unknown,  “your  good  shoemaker  has  ren¬ 
dered  us  an  essential  service.  Instead  of  a  poor  solo,  we  have 
had  a  masterpiece  by  a  great  composer.  You  have  displayed 
your  taste,”  said  he,  addressing  Consuelo. 

“I  do  not  think,”  replied  Joseph,  “that  Holzbauer’s  solo 
was  bad  ;  what  we  sang  of  his  was  not  without  merit.” 

“Merit  is  not  genius,”  said  the  unknown,  sighing;  then 
seemingly  anxious  to  address  Consuelo,  he  added,  “What  do 
you  think,  my  little  friend?  Do  you  think  they  are  the 
same  ?  ” 

“No,  sir;  I  do  not,”  she  answered  briefly  and  coldly;  for 
this  man’s  look  irritated  and  annoyed  her  more  and  more. 

“  But  nevertheless  you  found  pleasure  in  singing  this  mass 
of  Holzbauer’s  ?  ”  resumed  the  canon.  “  It  is  well  written,  is 
it  not?  ” 

“  I  neither  felt  pleasure  nor  the  reverse,”  said  Consuelo, 
whose  increasing  impatience  rendered  her  incapable  of  con¬ 
cealing  her  real  sentiments. 

“  That  is  to  say  that  it  is  neither  good  nor  bad,”  replied  the 
unknown,  laughing.  “  It  is  well  answered,  and  I  am  quite  of 
your  opinion.” 

The  canon  burst  out  laughing,  the  curate  seemed  very  much 
embarrassed,  and  Consuelo,  following  Joseph,  disappeared  with¬ 
out  heeding  in  the  least  this  musical  discussion. 

“Well,  Mr.  Canon,”  said  the  unknown,  maliciously,  “how 
do  you  like  these  young  people  ?  ” 

“  They  are  charming  !  admirable  !  Excuse  me  for  saying 
so  after  the  rebuff  which  the  little  one  dealt  you  just  now.” 

“Excuse  you?  Why,  I  was  lost  in  admiration  of  the  lad. 
What  precious  talents  !  It  is  truly  wonderful !  How  powerful 
and  how  early  developed  are  these  Italian  natures  !  ” 

“  I  cannot  speak  of  the  talent  of  one  more  than  the  other,” 
replied  the  canon,  with  a  very  natural  air,  “  for  I  could  not 
distinguish  your  young  friend’s  voice  in  the  choruses.  It  is 
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his  companion  who  is  the  wonder,  and  he  is  of  our  own  country 
—  no  offense  to  your  Italianomania .” 

“  Oh  !  ”  said  the  unknown,  winking  at  the  curate,  “  then  it 
is  the  eldest  who  sang  from  Porpora?” 

“  I  think  so,”  replied  the  curate,  quite  agitated  at  the  false¬ 
hood  into  which  he  was  led. 

“  I  am  sure  of  it,”  replied  the  canon ;  “  he  told  me  so  him¬ 
self.” 

“  And  the  other  solo,”  said  the  unknown,  “  was  that  by  one 
of  your  parishioners?” 

“  Probably,”  replied  the  curate,  attempting  to  sustain  the 
imposture. 

Both  looked  at  the  canon  to  see  whether  he  was  their  dupe 
or  whether  he  was  mocking  them.  He  did  not  appear  even  to 
dream  of  such  a  thing.  His  tranquillity  reassured  the  curate. 
They  began  to  talk  of  something  else,  but  at  the  end  of  a  quarter 
of  an  hour  the  canon  returned  to  the  subject  of  music,  and  re¬ 
quested  to  see  Joseph  and  Consuelo,  in  order  to  bring  them  to 
his  country  seat  and  hear  them  at  his  leisure.  The  terrified 
curate  stammered  out  some  unintelligible  objections,  while  the 
canon  asked  him,  laughing,  if  he  had  popped  his  little  musicians 
in  the  stewpan  to  add  to  the  magnificence  of  the  breakfast, 
which  seemed  sufficiently  splendid  without  that.  The  curate 
was  on  the  tenter-hooks,  when  the  unknown  came  to  his  as¬ 
sistance. 

“  I  shall  find  them  for  you,”  said  he  to  the  canon  ;  and  he 
left  the  room,  signing  to  the  good  curate  to  trust  his  discover¬ 
ing  some  expedient.  But  there  was  no  occasion  to  employ  his 
inventive  powers.  He  learned  from  the  domestic  that  the  young 
people  had  set  off  through  the  fields,  after  generously  handing 
over  to  him  one  of  the  florins  they  had  just  received. 

“  How  1  set  out  ?  ”  exclaimed  the  canon,  with  the  utmost 
mortification  ;  “  you  must  run  after  them.  I  positively  must 
hear  them  and  see  them  again.” 

They  pretended  to  obey,  but  took  care  not  to  follow  them. 
They  had,  besides,  flown  like  birds,  anxious  to  escape  the 
curiosity  which  threatened  them.  The  canon  evinced  great 
regret,  and  even  some  degree  of  ill  temper. 

“  Heaven  be  praised  !  he  suspects  nothing,”  said  the  curate 
to  the  unknown. 

“  Mr.  Curate,”  replied  the  latter,  “  do  you  recollect  the  story 
of  the  bishop  who,  inadvertently  eating  meat  one  Friday,  was 
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informed  of  it  by  bis  vicar  general  ?  ‘  The  wretcli !  ’  exclaimed 

the  bishop,  ‘  could  he  not  have  held  his  tongue  till  after  dinner  !  ’ 
We  should  perhaps  have  let  the  canon  undeceive  himself  at  his 
leisure.” 

[The  children  that  evening,  after  vainly  endeavoring  to  find  means  of 
making  the  inmates  hear  them  so  as  to  ask  for  lodgings,  have  climbed 
into  the  enclosure  and  are  watching  the  goldfish  in  the  fountain.] 

All  at  once  there  advanced  toward  them  a  tall  figure  dressed 
in  white  and  carrying  a  pitcher.  As  she  approached  the  foun¬ 
tain,  she  bore  no  bad  resemblance  to  one  of  the  midnight  washers 
who  have  formed  part  of  the  fanciful  superstitions  of  most 
countries.  The  absence  of  mind  or  indifference  with  which 
she  filled  her  vessel,  without  testifying  either  terror  or  surprise 
on  seeing  them,  had  in  truth  something  strange  and  solemn  in 
it ;  but  the  shriek  which  she  uttered,  as  she  let  her  pitcher  fall 
to  the  bottom  of  the  water,  soon  showed  that  there  was  nothing 
supernatural  in  her  character.  The  good  woman’s  sight  was 
simply  dim  with  years,  and  as  soon  as  she  perceived  them  she 
fled  toward  the  house,  invoking  the  Virgin  Mary  and  all  the 
saints. 

“  What  is  the  matter  now,  Dame  Bridget  ?  ”  exclaimed  a 
man’s  voice  from  the  interior  :  “  have  you  seen  an  evil  spirit  ?  ” 
“  Two  devils,  or  rather  two  robbers,  are  there  beside  the 
fountain  !  ”  replied  Dame  Bridget,  joining  her  interlocutor, 
who  stood  for  some  moments  uncertain  and  incredulous  on  the 
threshold. 

“  It  must  be  one  of  your  panic  terrors,  dame  !  W ould 
robbers,  think  you,  come  at  this  hour  ?  ” 

“  I  swear  by  my  salvation,  that  there  are  two  dark  motionless 
figures  there  ;  don’t  you  see  them  from  this  ?  ” 

“  I  do  see  something,”  said  the  man,  affecting  to  raise  his 
voice  ;  “  but  I  will  ring  for  the  gardener  and  his  boys,  and  will 
soon  bring  these  rascals  to  reason ;  they  must  have  come  over 
the  wall,  for  I  closed  the  doors.” 

a  Meanwhile,  let  us  close  this  one  also,”  said  the  old  lady, 
“  and  then  we  shall  sound  the  alarm  bell.” 

The  door  was  closed,  and  the  wanderers  remained  standing 
outside,  not  knowing  well  what  to  do.  To  fly  were  to  confirm 
this  bid  opinion  of  them  ;  to  remain  were  to  expose  them  to  an 
attack.  While  they  consulted  together,  they  saw  a  ray  of  light 
stream  through  the  shutters  of  a  window  on  the  first  story. 
The  light  increased,  and  a  curtain  of  crimson  damask,  behind 
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which  shone  a  lamp,  was  gently  raised,  and  a  hand,  to  which 
the  light  of  the  full  moon  imparted  a  white  and  plump  appear¬ 
ance,  was  visible  on  the  border  of  the  curtain,  the  fringes  of 
which  it  carefully  grasped,  while  a  hidden  eye  probably 
examined  objects  outside. 

“  Sing,”  said  Consuelo  to  her  companion,  “  that  is  what  we 
had  better  do.  Follow  me  —  let  me  lead.  But  no,  take  your 
violin  and  play  me  a  ritornella  —  the  first  key  you  happen  on.” 

Joseph  having  obeyed,  Consuelo  began  to  sing  with  a  clear 
full  voice  ;  improvising,  between  music  and  prose,  the  following 
species  of  recitative  in  German  :  — 

“We  are  two  poor  children  of  fifteen,  no  larger  and  no 
worse  than  the  nightingales,  whose  gentle  strains  we  copy.” 

(“Come,  Joseph,”  said  she,  in  a  low  tone,  “something  to 
sustain  the  recitative.”)  Then  she  went  on  :  — 

“  Worn  with  fatigue,  and  woe-begone  in  the  dreary  night, 
we  saw  this  house  afar  off,  which  seemed  a  solitude,  and  we 
ventured  over  the  wall.  (A  chord  in  la  minor,  Joseph.) 

“We  have  reached  the  enchanted  garden,  filled  with  fruits 
worthy  of  the  promised  land.  We  die  of  hunger,  we  die  of 
thirst  ;  yet  if  one  apple  be  wanting  from  the  espalier,  if  one 
grape  be  missing  from  the  vine,  let  us  be  expelled,  undeserving 
as  we  should  then  prove.  (A  modulation  to  return  to  ut  major, 
Joseph.) 

“  But  they  suspect,  they  threaten  us,  and  yet  we  would  not 
flee.  We  do  not  seek  to  hide  ourselves,  because  we  have  done 
no  harm,  unless  indeed  it  be  wrong  to  enter  the  house  of  God 
over  walls,  though,  were  it  to  scale  a  paradise,  all  roads  are 
surely  good.” 

Consuelo  finished  her  recitative  by  one  of  those  pretty 
hymns  in  mock  Latin,  called  at  Venice  Latino  di  pati ,  and 
which  people  sing  at  eve  before  the  Madonna.  Hardly  had 
she  finished  when  the  two  white  hands,  at  first  scarcely  visible, 
applauded  with  transport,  and  a  voice  not  altogether  strange 
sounded  in  her  ears  :  — 

“  Disciples  of  the  muses,  you  are  welcome  !  Enter  quickly, 
hospitality  invites  and  awaits  you.” 

The  minstrels  approached,  and  in  an  instant  after,  a  domes¬ 
tic  in  red  and  violet  livery  courteously  threw  open  the  door. 

“We  took  you  for  robbers  ;  a  thousand  pardons,  my  dear 
young  friends,”  he  laughingly  said  ;  “  it  is  your  own  fault  — - 
why  did  you  not  sing  sooner  ?  With  such  a  passport  you 
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would  never  fail  of  a  welcome  from  my  master.  But  enter,  it 
appears  lie  knows  you  already.” 

Thus  saying,  the  civil  domestic  preceded  them  a  dozen 
steps  up  an  easy  stair  covered  with  a  beautiful  Turkey  carpet. 
Before  Joseph  had  time  to  inquire  his  master’s  name,  he  had 
opened  a  folding  door,  which  fell  back  of  its  own  accord  with¬ 
out  noise,  and  after  having  crossed  a  comfortable  antechamber 
he  introduced  them  to  an  apartment  where  the  gracious  patron 
of  this  happy  abode,  seated  before  a  roast  pheasant  flanked  by 
two  flasks  of  mellow  wine,  began  his  first  course,  keeping  a 
majestic  and  anxious  eye  at  the  same  time  on  the  second.  On 
returning  from  his  morning’s  excursion,  he  had  caused  his  valet 
to  arrange  his  toilet,  and  had  reclined  for  some  time  in  order 
to  restore  his  looks.  His  gray  locks  curled  softly  under  the 
sweetly  smelling  hair  powder  of  orris  root,  while  his  white 
hands  rested  on  his  black  satin  breeches  secured  by  silver 
buckles.  His  well-turned  leg,  of  which  he  was  somewhat 
vain,  and  over  which  a  violet-colored  stocking  was  tightly 
stretched,  reposed  on  a  velvet  cushion,  while  his  corpulent 
frame,  attired  in  a  puce-colored  silk  dressing  gown,  was  luxu¬ 
riously  buried  in  a  huge  tapestried  chair,  so  stuffed  and  rounded 
that  the  elbow  never  incurred  the  risk  of  meeting  an  angle. 
Seated  beside  the  hearth,  where  the  fire  glowed  and  sparkled 
before  her  master’s  chair,  Dame  Bridget,  the  old  housekeeper, 
prepared  the  coffee  with  deep  care  and  anxiety,  and  a  second 
valet,  not  less  urbane  in  his  manners  and  appearance  than  the 
first,  carved  the  wing  of  the  fowl  which  the  holy  man  waited 
for  without  either  impatience  or  disquietude.  Joseph  and  Con- 
suelo  bowed  on  recognizing  in  their  benevolent  host  the  canon 
major  of  the  cathedral  chapter  of  St.  Stephen,  before  whom 
they  had  sung  that  very  morning. 

The  canon  was  perhaps  one  of  the  most  comfortable  men 
in  the  world.  When  he  was  seven  years  old,  he  had  (thanks 
to  royal  patronage)  been  pronounced  of  age,  conformably  to 
the  laws  of  the  church,  which  admit  the  very  liberal  principle 
that,  though  at  that  early  period  of  life  a  man  majr  not  be 
exactly  a  sage,  he  at  least  possesses  all  the  wisdom  requisite 
to  receive  and  consume  the  fruits  of  a  benefice.  .  .  .  The  lit¬ 
tle  canon  came  into  possession  of  a  rich  prebendary,  under  the 
title  of  canon  major;  and  toward  the  age  of  fifty,  after  forty 
years’  service  in  the  chapter,  he  was  recognized  as  an  extra  or 
retired  canon,  free  to  reside  where  he  pleased,  and  required  to 
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perform  no  duty  in  return  for  the  immunities,  revenues,  and 
privileges  of  liis  benefice.  It  is  true,  indeed,  that  the  worthy 
canon  had,  from  the  earliest  years  of  his  clerical  life,  rendered 
considerable  service  to  the  chapter.  He  was  declared  absent , 
which,  according  to  the  laws  of  the  church,  includes  permission 
to  reside  away  from  the  chapter,  under  pretexts  more  or  less 
specious,  without  subjecting  the  nonresident  placeman  to  the 
loss  of  the  emoluments  attached  to  the  discharge  of  ministerial 
duties.  The  breaking  out  of  plague,  for  example,  in  a  priest’s 
dwelling,  is  an  admissible  plea  for  absence.  Delicate  health 
also  affords  a  convenient  excuse.  But  the  best  founded  and 
best  received  of  the  various  reasons  for  the  “  absence  ”  of  a 
canon  from  his  benefice  is  that  furnished  by  study.  For  in¬ 
stance,  some  important  work  is  undertaken  and  announced  on 
a  case  of  conscience  on  the  fathers,  the  sacraments,  or,  better 
still,  the  constitution  and  foundation  of  the  chapter,  the  hon¬ 
orary  and  actual  advantages  connected  with  it,  its  superiority 
over  other  chapters,  the  grounds  of  a  lawsuit  with  some  rival 
community  about  an  estate  or  a  right  of  patronage  —  these  and 
similar  subtleties  being  much  more  interesting  to  ecclesiastical 
bodies  than  commentaries  on  creed  or  doctrine  ;  so  that,  if  it 
should  appear  requisite  for  a  distinguished  member  of  the 
chapter  to  institute  researches,  collate  deeds,  register  acts  and 
protests,  or  enter  libels  against  rich  adversaries,  the  lucrative 
and  agreeable  option  of  resuming  a  private  life,  and  spending 
his  income,  whether  in  traveling  about  or  at  his  own  fireside, 
is  readily  conceded.  Thus  did  our  canon. 

A  wit,  a  fluent  speaker,  and  an  elegant  writer,  he  had  long 
promised,  and  would  probably  continue  to  promise  all  his  life, 
to  write  a  book  on  the  laws,  privileges,  and  immunities  of  his 
chapter.  Surrounded  by  dusty  quartos  which  he  had  never 
opened,  he  had  not  as  yet  produced  his  own,  and  it  was  obvious 
never  would  do  so.  His  two  secretaries,  whom  he  had  engaged 
at  the  expense  of  the  chapter,  had  only  to  perfume  his  person 
and  prepare  his  meals.  They  talked  a  great  deal  about  this 
famous  book ;  they  expected  it,  and  based  upon  its  powerful 
arguments  a  thousand  dreams  of  revenge,  glory,  and  profit. 
This  book,  which  had  no  existence,  had  procured  for  its  author 
a  reputation  for  learning,  perseverance,  and  eloquence  of  which 
he  was  in  no  haste  to  produce  proofs  ;  not  that  he  was  by  any 
means  incapable  of  justifying  the  good  opinion  of  his  brethren, 
but  merely  because  life  was  short,  meals  were  long,  the  toilet 
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indispensable,  and  the  far  niente  delicious.  And  then  our  canon 
indulged  in  two  passions,  innocent  indeed,  but  insatiable  :  he 
loved  horticulture,  and  he  doted  on  music.  With  so  much  to 
do,  how  could  he  have  found  leisure  to  write  a  book  ?  Then  it 
is  so  pleasant  for  a  man  to  talk  of  a  book  that  he  has  not  writ¬ 
ten,  and  so  disagreeable,  on  the  contrary,  to  speak  of  one  that 
he  has  ! 

The  benefice  of  this  saintly  personage  consisted  of  a  tract  of 
productive  soil,  attached  to  the  secular  priory,  where  he  resided 
for  some  eight  or  nine  months  of  the  year,  absorbed  in  the  cul¬ 
ture  of  his  flowers  and  his  appetite.  His  mansion  was  spacious 
and  romantic,  and  he  had  made  it  comfortable,  and  even  luxu¬ 
rious.  Abandoning  to  gradual  decay  those  portions  which  had 
in  former  times  been  inhabited  by  the  old  monks,  he  preserved 
with  care  and  adorned  with  taste  those  suited  to  his  own  tastes 
and  habits.  Alterations  and  improvements  had  transformed 
the  ancient  monastery  into  a  snug  chateau,  where  the  canon 
lived  as  became  a  gentleman.  He  was  a  good-natured  son  of 
the  church ;  tolerant,  liberal  on  occasion,  orthodox  with  those 
of  his  own  calling  ;  cheerful,  full  of  anecdote,  and  accessible  to 
men  of  the  world  ;  affable,  cordial,  and  generous  toward  artists. 
His  domestics,  sharing  his  good  cheer,  aided  him  with  all  their 
power.  His  housekeeper  indeed  would  now  and  then  cross  him 
a  little ;  but  then  she  made  such  delicious  pastry,  and  was  so 
excellent  a  hand  at  preserves,  that  he  bore  her  ill  humor  calmly, 
saying  that  a  man  might  put  up  with  the  faults  of  others,  but 
that  it  would  not  be  so  easy  a  matter  to  do  without  a  nice  des¬ 
sert  and  good  coffee. 

Our  young  artists  were  accordingly  most  graciously  received. 

“  Ah  !  ”  said  he,  “  you  are  dear  creatures,  full  of  wit  and 
cleverness,  and  I  love  you  with  all  my  heart.  Besides,  you 
possess  infinite  talent ;  and  there  is  one  of  you,  I  don’t  know 
which,  who  has  the  sweetest,  the  most  touching,  the  most  thrill¬ 
ing  voice  I  have  ever  heard.  That  gift  is  a  prodigy  —  a  treas¬ 
ure  ;  and  I  was  quite  melancholy  this  evening  after  you  left  the 
curate’s,  fearing  that  I  should  perhaps  never  see  you,  never  hear 
you  again.  I  assure  you  I  quite  lost  my  appetite  on  your  de¬ 
parture,  and  I  was  out  of  sorts  all  the  rest  of  the  evening. 
That  sweet  music  and  sweeter  voice  would  not  leave  my  mind 
or  my  ears.  But  Providence,  and  perhaps  also  your  good  hearts, 
my  children,  have  sent  you  to  me ;  for  you  must  have  known 
that  I  comprehended  and  appreciated  you.” 
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“  We  are  forced  to  admit,  reverend  canon,”  replied  Joseph, 
“  that  chance  alone  brought  us  here,  and  that  we  were  far  from 
reckoning  on  this  good  fortune.” 

“The  good  fortune  is  mine,”  said  the  amiable  canon,  “for 
you  are  going  to  sing  for  me.  But,  no  ;  it  would  be  selfish  in 
me  to  press  you.  You  are  tired  —  hungry,  perhaps.  You 
shall  first  sup,  next  have  a  good  night’s  rest,  and  then  to¬ 
morrow  for  music  !  And,  then,  such  music  !  We  shall  have 
it  all  day  long  !  Andre,  you  will  conduct  these  young  people 
to  the  housekeeper’s  room,  and  pay  them  every  attention. 
But,  no  — let  them  remain  and  sup  with  me.  Lay  two  covers 
at  the  foot  of  the  table.” 

Andre  zealously  obeyed,  and  even  evinced  the  utmost  satis¬ 
faction  ;  but  Dame  Bridget  displayed  quite  an  opposite  feeling. 
She  shook  her  head,  shrugged  her  shoulders,  and  deprecatingly 
muttered  between  her  teeth. 

“  Pretty  people  to  eat  at  your  table  !  —  strange  companions 
truly  for  a  man  of  your  rank  !  ” 

“  Hold  your  peace,  Bridget  !  ”  replied  the  canon,  calmly ; 
“you  are  never  satisfied  with  any  one,  and  when  you  see 
others  enjoying  a  little  pleasure  you  become  quite  violent.” 

“You  are  at  a  loss  how  to  pass  your  time,”  said  she,  without 
heeding  his  reproaches.  “  By  flattering  you  and  tickling  your 
ears  you  are  as  easily  led  as  a  child.” 

“  Be  silent !  ”  repeated  the  canon,  raising  his  voice  a  little, 
but  without  losing  his  good  humor.  “  You  are  cross  as  a 
weasel,  and  if  you  go  on  scolding  you  will  lose  your  wits  and 
spoil  the  coffee.” 

“  Great  pleasure  and  great  honor,  forsooth,  to  make  coffee 
for  such  guests  !  ” 

“  Oh  !  you  must  have  great  people,  must  you?  You  love 
grandeur,  it  would  seem  ;  nothing  short  of  princes,  and  bishops, 
and  canonesses,  with  sixteen  quarterings  in  their  coats  of  arms, 
will  serve  your  turn  !  To  me  all  that  sort  of  nonsense  is  not 
worth  a  song  well  sung.” 

Consuelo  was  astonished  to  hear  so  exalted  a  personage 
disputing,  with  a  kind  of  childish  pleasure,  with  his  house¬ 
keeper,  and  during  the  whole  evening  she  was  surprised  at 
the  puerile  nature  of  his  pursuits.  He  incessantly  uttered 
silly  remarks  upon  every  subject,  just  to  pass  the  time,  and 
to  keep  himself  in  good  humor.  He  kept  calling  to  the  ser¬ 
vants  continually — -now  seriously  discussing  with  them  the 
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merits  of  a  fish  sauce,  anon  the  arrangement  of  a  piece 
of  furniture  !  He  gave  contradictory  orders,  entering  into 
the  most  trifling  details  with  a  gravity  worthy  of  more 
serious  affairs  ;  listening  to  one,  reproving  another,  holding 
his  ground  against  the  unruly  Bridget,  yet  never  without  a 
pleasant  word  for  question  or  reply.  One  would  have  thought 
that,  reduced  by  his  secluded  and  simple  habits  of  life  to  the 
society  of  bis  domestics,  he  tried  to  keep  his  wit  alive,  and  to 
promote  his  digestion,  by  a  moderate  exercise  of  thought. 

The  supper  was  exquisite,  and  the  profusion  of  the  viands 
unparalleled.  Between  the  removes  the  cook  was  summoned, 
praised  for  some  of  his  dishes,  and  gently  reprimanded  and 
learnedly  instructed  with  respect  to  others.  The  travelers 
felt  as  if  they  had  fallen  from  the  clouds,  and  looked  at  each 
other  as  though  all  they  saw  around  them  were  an  amusing 
dream,  so  incomprehensible  did  such  refinements  appear. 

“  Come,  come  ;  it  is  not  so  bad,”  said  the  good  canon,  dis¬ 
missing  the  culinary  artist ;  “  I  see  I  shall  make  something  of 
you,  if  you  only  show  a  desire  to  please  and  attend  to  your 
duty.” 

“  One  would  fancy,”  thought  Consuelo,  “  that  all  this  was 
paternal  advice  or  religious  exhortation.” 

At  the  dessert,  after  the  canon  had  given  the  housekeeper 
her  share  of  praise  and  admonition,  he  at  length  turned  from 
these  grave  matters  and  began  to  talk  of  music.  His  young 
guests  then  saw  him  in  a  more  favorable  point  of  view.  On 
this  subject  he  was  well  informed  ;  his  studies  were  solid,  his 
ideas  just,  and  his  taste  was  refined.  He  was  a  good  organist, 
and  having  seated  himself  at  the  harpsichord,  after  the  removal 
of  the  cloth,  played  for  them  fragments  from  the  old  German 
masters,  which  he  executed  with  purity  and  precision  of  style. 
Consuelo  listened  with  interest ;  and  having  found  upon  the 
harpsichord  a  collection  of  this  ancient  music,  she  began  to  turn 
over  the  leaves,  and  forgetting  the  lateness  of  the  hour,  she  re¬ 
quested  the  canon  to  play  in  his  own  free  and  peculiar  style 
several  pieces  which  had  arrested  her  attention.  The  canon 
felt  extremely  flattered  by  this  compliment  to  his  performance. 
The  music  with  which  he  was  acquainted  being  long  out 
of  fashion,  he  rarely  found  an  audience  to  his  mind.  He 
therefore  took  an  extraordinary  liking  to  Consuelo  in  particu¬ 
lar  ;  for  Joseph,  tired  out,  had  fallen  asleep  in  a  huge  arm¬ 
chair,  which,  deliciously  alluring,  invited  to  repose. 
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“  Truly,”  exclaimed  the  canon,  in  a  moment  of  enthusiasm, 
“  you  are  a  most  wonderful  child,  and  your  precocious  genius 
promises  a  brilliant  career.  For  the  first  time  in  my  life  I 
now  regret  the  celibacy  which  my  profession  imposes  on 
me.” 

This  compliment  made  Consuelo  blush  and  tremble  lest  her 
sex  should  have  been  discovered,  but  she  quickly  regained  her 
self-possession  when  the  canon  naively  added  :  — 

“  Yes,  I  regret  that  I  have  no  children,  for  Heaven  might 
perhaps  have  given  me  a  son  like  you,  who  would  have  been 
the  happiness  of  my  life  —  even  if  Bridget  had  been  his  mother. 
But  tell  me,  my  friend,  what  do  you  think  of  that  Sebastian 
Bach,  with  whose  compositions  our  professors  are  so  much 
enraptured  nowadays?  Do  you  also  think  him  a  wonderful 
genius  ?  I  have  a  large  book  of  his  works  which  I  collected 
and  had  bound,  because,  you  know,  one  is  expected  to  have 
everything  of  that  kind.  They  may  be  beautiful  for  aught  I 
know ;  but  there  is  great  difficulty  in  reading  them,  and  I  con¬ 
fess  to  you  that  the  first  attempt  having  repelled  me,  I  have 
been  so  lazy  as  not  to  renew  it ;  moreover,  I  have  so  little 
time  to  spare.  I  can  only  indulge  in  music  at  rare  intervals, 
snatched  from  more  serious  avocations.  You  have  seen  me 
much  occupied  with  the  management  of  my  household,  but  you 
must  not  conclude  from  that  that  I  am  free  and  happy.  On 
the  contrary,  I  am  enslaved  by  an  enormous,  a  frightful  task, 
which  I  have  imposed  upon  myself.  I  am  writing  a  book  on 
which  I  have  been  at  work  for  thirty  years,  and  which  another 
would  not  have  completed  in  sixty  —  a  book  which  requires 
incredible  study,  midnight  watchings,  indomitable  patience, 
and  profound  reflection.  I  think  it  is  a  book  that  will  make 
some  noise  in  the  world.” 

“  But  is  it  nearly  finished  ?  ”  asked  Consuelo. 

“  Why,  not  exactly,”  replied  the  canon,  desirous  to  conceal 
from  himself  the  fact  that  he  had  not  commenced  it.  “  But 
we  were  observing  just  now  that  the  music  of  Bach  is  terribly 
difficult,  and  that,  for  my  own  part,  I  consider  it  peculiar.” 

“  If  you  could  overcome  your  repugnance,  I  think  you  would 
perceive  that  his  is  a  genius  which  embraces,  unites,  and  ani¬ 
mates  all  the  science  of  the  past  and  the  present.” 

“Well,”  returned  the  canon,  “if  it  be  so,  we  three  will 
to-morrow  endeavor  to  decipher  something  of  it.  It  is  now 
time  for  you  to  take  some  rest  and  for  me  to  betake  myself  to 
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my  studies.  But  to-morrow  you  will  pass  the  day  with  me ; 
that  is  the  understanding,  is  it  not  ?  ” 

“The  whole  day?  that  is  asking  too  much,  sir  —  we  must 
hasten  to  reach  Vienna ;  but  for  the  morning  we  are  at  your 
service.” 

The  canon  protested  —  nay,  insisted  —  and  Consuelo  pre¬ 
tended  to  yield,  promising  herself  that  she  would  hurry  the 
adagios  of  the  great  Bach  a  little,  and  leave  the  priory  about 
eleven  o’clock,  or  by  noon  at  furthest.  When  they  intimated 
a  wish  to  retire,  an  earnest  discussion  arose  on  the  staircase 
between  Dame  Bridget  and  the  principal  valet  de  chambre. 
The  zealous  Joseph,  desirous  of  pleasing  his  master,  had  pre¬ 
pared  for  the  young  musicians  two  pretty  cells  situated  in  the 
newly  restored  building  occupied  by  the  canon  and  his  suite. 
Bridget,  on  the  contrary,  insisted  on  sending  them  to  sleep  in 
the  desolate  and  forsaken  rooms  of  the  old  priory,  because  that 
part  of  the  mansion  was  separated  from  the  new  one  by  good 
doors  and  solid  bolts.  “  What !  ”  said  she,  elevating  her  shrill 
voice  on  the  echoing  staircase,  “  do  you  mean  to  lodge  these 
vagabonds  next  door  to  us  ?  Do  you  not  see  from  their  looks, 
their  manners,  and  their  profession,  that  they  are  gypsies,  ad¬ 
venturers,  wicked  little  rogues,  who  will  make  off  before  morn¬ 
ing  with  our  knives  and  forks?  Who  knows  but  they  may  even 
cut  our  throats  ?  ” 

“  Cut  our  throats  ?  those  children  l  ”  returned  Joseph,  laugh¬ 
ing  ;  “  you  are  a  fool,  Bridget ;  old  and  feeble  as  you  are,  you 
would  yourself  put  them  to  flight,  merely  by  showing  your 
teeth.” 

“  Old  and  worn  out  indeed  !  Keep  such  language  for  your¬ 
self  !  ”  cried  the  old  woman,  in  a  fury.  “  I  tell  you  they  shall 
not  sleep  here  ;  I  will  not  have  them.  Sleep,  indeed  ?  I  should 
not  close  my  eyes  the  whole  night !  ” 

“  Don’t  be  so  silly.  I  am  sure  that  those  children  have  no 
more  intention  than  I  have  to  disturb  your  respectable  slum¬ 
bers.  Come,  let  us  have  an  end  of  this  nonsense.  My  master 
ordered  me  to  treat  his  guests  well,  and  I  am  not  going  to  shut 
them  up  in  that  old  ruin,  swarming  with  rats  and  open  to  every 
breeze.  Would  you  have  them  sleep  in  the  courtyard  ?  ” 

“  I  would  have  had  the  gardener  make  up  two  good  beds  of 
straw  for  them  there ;  do  you  imagine  that  those  barefooted 
urchins  are  accustomed  to  beds  of  down  ?  ” 

“  They  shall  have  them  to-night  at  least,  since  it  is  my  mas- 
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ter’s  desire ;  I  obey  no  orders  but  his,  Dame  Bridget.  Let  me 
go  about  my  business ;  and  recollect  that  it  is  your  duty  as 
well  as  mine  to  obey,  and  not  to  command.” 

“  Well  said,  Joseph  !  ”  exclaimed  the  canon,  who,  from  the 
half-open  door  of  the  antechamber,  had,  much  to  his  amuse¬ 
ment,  heard  the  whole  dispute.  “  Go  get  my  slippers,  Bridget, 
and  have  mercy  on  our  ears.  Good  night,  my  little  friends. 
Follow  Joseph.  Pleasant  dreams  to  you  both !  Long  live 
music,  and  hey  for  to-morrow !  ” 

Long,  however,  after  our  travelers  had  taken  possession  of 
their  snug  bedrooms,  they  heard  the  scolding  of  the  house¬ 
keeper,  shrill  as  the  whistling  of  the  wintry  wind,  along  the 
corridors.  When  the  movement  which  announced  the  ceremony 
of  the  canon’s  retiring  to  bed  had  ceased,  Dame  Bridget  stole 
on  tiptoe  to  the  doors  of  his  young  guests,  and,  quickly  turning 
the  key  in  each  lock,  shut  them  in.  Joseph,  buried  to  the  ears 
in  the  most  luxurious  bed  he  had  ever  met  with  in  his  life,  had 
already  fallen  asleep,  and  Consuelo  followed  his  example,  after 
having  laughed  heartily  to  herself  at  Bridget’s  terrors.  She 
who  had  trembled  almost  every  night  during  her  journey  now 
made  others  tremble  in  their  turn  !  She  might  have  applied 
to  herself  the  fable  of  the  hare  and  the  frogs,  but  I  cannot  posi¬ 
tively  assert  that  Consuelo  was  acquainted  with  La  Fontaine’s 
fables.  Their  merit  was  disputed  at  that  epoch  by  the  most 
noted  wits  of  the  universe;  Voltaire  laughed  at  them,  and 
the  Great  Frederick,  to  ape  his  philosopher,  despised  them 
profoundly. 

BEN  BOLT. 

By  THOMAS  DUNN  ENGLISH. 

[Thomas  Dunn  English  was  born  in  Philadelphia  in  1819,  of  a  Quaker 
family;  took  M.D.  at  the  University  of  Pennsylvania,  practiced  a  short  time, 
then  studied  law  and  was  admitted  to  the  bar  ;  edited  periodicals  in  New  York  ; 
lived  in  Virginia  1852-1857,  in  New  York  again  1857-1859,  then  settled  in  New 
Jersey  as  a  physician.  He  was  active  in  politics,  and  wrote  much  controversial 
literature,  several  novels,  many  plays,  and  some  volumes  of  verse.  “  Ben 
Bolt”  was  written  in  1843.] 

Don’t  you  remember  sweet  Alice,  Ben  Bolt, 

Sweet  Alice,  whose  hair  was  so  brown ; 

Who  wept  with  delight  when  you  gave  her  a  smile, 

And  trembled  with  fear  at  your  frown  ? 
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In  the  old  churchyard  in  the  valley,  Ben  Bolt, 

In  a  corner  obscure  and  alone, 

They  have  fitted  a  slab  of  the  granite  so  gray, 

And  Alice  lies  under  tlio  stone. 

Under  the  hickory  tree,  Ben  Bolt, 

Which  stood  at  the  foot  of  the  hill, 

Together  we’ve  lain  in  the  noonday  shade 
And  listened  to  Appleton’s  mill. 

The  mill  wheel  has  fallen  to  piccos,  Ben  Bolt, 

The  rafters  have  tumbled  in ; 

And  a  quiet  that  crawls  ’round  the  walls  as  you  gaze 
Has  followed  the  olden  din. 

Do  you  mind  the  cabin  of  logs,  Ben  Bolt, 

At  the  edge  of  the  pathless  wood, 

And  the  button-ball  tree  with  its  motley  limbs 
Which  nigh  by  the  doorstep  stood  ? 

The  cabin  to  ruin  has  gone,  Ben  Bolt, 

The  tree  you  would  seek  for  in  vain, 

And  where  once  the  lords  of  the  forest  waved 
Are  grass  and  the  golden  grain. 

And  don’t  you  remember  the  school,  Ben  Bolt, 

With  the  master  so  cruel  and  grim, 

And  the  shaded  nook  in  the  running  brook 
Where  the  children  went  to  swim  ? 

Grass  grows  on  the  master’s  grave,  Ben  Bolt, 

The  spring  of  the  brook  is  dry, 

And  of  all  the  boys  that  wei’e  schoolmates  then, 
There  are  oixly  you  and  I. 

There  is  change  in  the  things  I  loved,  Ben  Bolt; 

They  have  changed  from  the  old  to  the  new : 

But  I  feel  in  the  deeps  of  my  spirit  the  truth, 

There  never  was  change  in  you. 

Twelvemonths  forty  have  passed,  Bon  Bolt, 

Since  first  we  were  friends,  yet  I  hail 
Your  presence  a  blessing,  your  friendship  a  truth, 
Ben  Bolt  of  the  salt-sea  gale ! 
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THE  PLACE  WHERE  MAN  SHOULD  DIE. 

By  MICHAEL  JULAND  BARRY.1 

How  little  recks  it  where  men  lie, 

When  once  the  moment’s  past 
In  which  the  dim  and  glazing  eye 
Has  looked  on  earth  its  last,  — 

Whether  beneath  the  sculptured  urn 
The  coffined  form  shall  rest, 

Or  in  its  nakedness  return 
Back  to  its  mother’s  breast ! 

Death  is  a  common  friend  or  foe, 

As  different  men  may  hold, 

And  at  his  summons  each  must  go, 

The  timid  and  the  bold  ; 

But  when  the  spirit,  free  and  warm, 

Deserts  it,  as  it  must, 

What  matter  where  the  lifeless  form 
Dissolves  again  to  dust  ? 

The  soldier  falls  ’mid  corses  piled 
Upon  the  battle  plain, 

Where  reinless  war  steeds  gallop  wild 
Above  the  mangled  slain  ; 

But  though  his  corse  be  grim  to  see, 
Hoof-trampled  on  the  sod, 

What  recks  it,  when  the  spirit  free 
Has  soared  aloft  to  God  ? 

The  coward’s  dying  eyes  may  close 
Upon  his  downy  bed, 

And  softest  hands  his  limbs  compose, 

Or  garments  o’er  them  spread  ; 

But  ye  who  shun  the  bloody  fray, 

When  fall  the  mangled  brave, 

Go  —  strip  his  coffin  lid  away 
And  see  him  in  his  grave ! 

’Twere  sweet  indeed  to  close  our  eyes 
With  those  we  cherish  near, 

And,  wafted  upwards  by  their  sighs, 

Soar  to  some  calmer  sphere  : 

But  whether  on  the  scaffold  high, 

Or  in  the  battle’s  van, 

The  fittest  place  where  man  can  die 
Is  where  he  dies  for  man  ! 

Published  in  the  Dublin  Nation ,  1843.  Barry  was  born  about  1816. 
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A  NIGHT  OF  CLEOPATRA’S. 

By  THEOPHILE  GAUTIER. 

(Translated  for  this  work  by  Forrest  Morgan.) 

[Th£ophii.e  Gautier  :  A  French  writer ;  bom  in  Tarbes,  Hautes-Pyr6n6es, 
August  31,  1811  ;  died  in  Paris,  October  23,  1872.  He  was  a  traveler  in  many 
countries,  and  wrote  several  delightful  books  of  travel.  He  was  also  a  literary 
and  art  critic,  a  prolific  dramatist,  and  the  author  of  many  excellent  essays. 
His  books  include:  “Poems”  (1830),  “Albertus”  (1833),  “Mademoiselle  de 
Maupin”  (1835),  “The  Loving  Dead”  (1836),  “  A  Journey  in  Spain”  (1843), 
“A  Night  of  Cleopatra’s”  (1845),  “Jean  and  Jeannette”  (1846),  “Italy” 
(1852),  “Modern  Art”  and  “The  Arts  in  Europe”  (1852),  “Aria  Marcella” 
(1852),  “Constantinople”  (1854),  “The  Tiger  Skin”  (1854-1865),  “  Spirite  ” 
(1866)  ;  and  many  plays,  including  “  Posthumous  Pierrot  ”  (1845),  “  The  Jewess 
of  Constantine  ”  (1846),  and  “  Look  but  Do  Not  Touch”  (1847).] 

Meiamoun,  son  of  Mandoushopsh,  was  a  youth  of  a  strange 
character:  nothing  which  affected  the  generality  of  mortals 
made  any  impression  upon  him  ;  he  seemed  of  a  higher  race  — 
one  might  have  said  the  offspring  of  some  divine  adultery. 
His  gaze  had  the  piercing  steadiness  of  a  falcon’s,  and  a  serene 
majesty  sat  upon  his  brow  as  on  a  pedestal  of  marble  ;  a  noble 
disdain  curved  his  upper  lip,  and  inflated  his  nostrils  like  those 
of  a  fiery  horse  ;  although  he  had  almost  a  young  girl’s  delicate 
grace,  and  although  Dionysos  the  effeminate  god  had  not  a 
rounder  and  more  polished  bosom,  he  concealed  beneath  his  soft 
guise  sinews  of  steel  and  a  Herculean  strength,  —  a  singular 
gift  of  certain  antique  natures,  that  of  uniting  the  beauty  of  a 
woman  to  the  power  of  a  man. 

As  to  his  hue,  we  are  forced  to  confess  that  he  was  tawny 
yellow  like  an  orange,  —  a  color  opposed  to  the  white-and-rose 
idea  we  have  of  beauty;  which  did  not  prevent  his  being  a  most 
charming  youth,  greatly  sought  after  by  every  sort  of  woman 
—  yellow,  red,  coppery,  soot-brown,  golden,  and  even  by  more 
than  one  white-skinned  Greek. 

For  all  this,  do  not  suppose  that  Meiamoun  was  a  man  of 
sensual  indulgences  :  the  ashes  of  old  Priam,  the  snows  of  Hip- 
poly  tus  himself,  were  not  more  insensible  or  more  chill  ;  the 
young  neophyte  in  a  white  robe,  preparing  for  initiation  into 
the  mysteries  of  Isis,  led  not  a  chaster  life  ;  the  young  maiden 
who  freezes  at  the  icy  shadow  of  her  mother  has  not  a  more 
timorous  purity. 
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The  pleasures  of  Meiamoun,  for  a  youth  so  shy  of  approach, 
were  nevertheless  of  a  singular  nature  :  he  set  forth  tranquilly 
in  the  morning  with  his  small  buckler  of  hippopotamus  hide, 
his  harpS  or  sabre  with  the  curved  blade,  his  triangular  bow, 
and  his  snakeskin  quiver  filled  with  barbed  arrows  ;  then  he 
plunged  into  the  desert,  and  put  to  the  gallop  his  steed  with 
the  slender  legs,  the  nai’row  muzzle,  and  the  disheveled  mane, 
until  he  found  a  track  of  the  lioness  :  it  was  great  sport  for  him 
to  go  and  take  the  little  lion-cubs  from  the  mother’s  belly.  In 
all  things  he  loved  nothing  but  the  perilous  or  the  impossible  ; 
it  gave  him  fierce  pleasure  to  walk  in  impracticable  paths,  to 
swim  in  a  furious  torrent,  and  he  would  have  chosen  to  bathe 
in  the  Nile  precisely  at  the  place  of  the  Cataracts  :  the  abyss 
called  him. 

Such  was  Meiamoun,  son  of  Mandoushopsh. 

For  some  time  his  humor  had  become  wilder  than  ever  ;  he 
buried  himself  whole  months  in  the  ocean  of  sands,  and  reap¬ 
peared  only  at  rare  intervals.  His  uneasy  mother  leaned  vainly 
from  the  height  of  the  terrace  and  questioned  the  road  with 
tireless  vision.  After  long  waiting,  a  little  cloud  of  dust  came 
awliirl  on  the  horizon.  Soon  the  cloud  opened  and  let  Meiamoun 
be  seen,  covered  with  dust,  upon  his  mare  as  gaunt  as  a  wolf, 
her  eyes  red  and  bloodshot,  nostrils  quivering,  scars  on  her 
flanks  —  scars  which  were  not  the  marks  of  the  spurs. 

After  having  hung  up  in  his  room  some  skin  of  hyena  or 
lion,  he  set  out  once  more. 

And  yet  no  one  might  have  been  happier  than  Meiamoun  : 
he  was  beloved  by  Nephte,  daughter  of  the  priest  Afomouthis, 
the  most  beautiful  being  in  the  nome  of  Arsinoites.  One 
would  need  to  be  Meiamoun  not  to  see  that  Nephte  had  charm¬ 
ing  eyes,  set  off  by  corners  with  an  indefinably  voluptuous 
expression,  a  mouth  which  sparkled  with  a  ruddy  smile,  white 
and  translucent  teeth,  arms  of  an  exquisite  roundness,  and  feet 
more  perfect  than  the  jasper  feet  of  the  statue  of  Isis  :  assuredly 
there  was  not  in  all  Egypt  a  smaller  hand  or  longer  tresses. 
The  charms  of  Nephte  could  have  been  eclipsed  only  by  those 
of  Cleopatra.  But  who  could  dream  of  loving  Cleopatra  ? 
Ixion,  who  was  enamored  of  Juno,  pressed  naught  in  his  arms 
but  a  cloud,  and  turns  his  wheel  eternally  in  Hades. 

It  was  Cleopatra  whom  Meiamoun  loved  ! 

He  had  at  first  essayed  to  subdue  this  foolish  passion,  he 
had  wrestled  body  to  body  with  it  \  but  one  cannot  strangle 
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love  as  lie  strangles  a  lion,  and  the  most  vigorous  athletes  know 
nothing  to  do.  The  arrow  remained  in  the  wound,  and  he 
carried  it  everywhere  with  him  ;  the  image  of  Cleopatra,  radi¬ 
ant  and  splendid  beneath  her  golden-pointed  diadem  the  only 
one  erect,  in  her  imperial  purple,  amidst  a  kneeling  people  • 
sent  its  rays  into  his  waking  times  and  into  his  dreams  ;  like  the 
imprudent  person  who  has  gazed  at  the  sun  and  views  evei  an 
unseizable  spot  hovering  before  him,  Meiamoun  ever  saw  Cleo¬ 
patra.  Eagles  may  contemplate  the  sun  without  being  dazzled, 
but  what  adamantine  eyeball  can  fix  itself  with  impunity  on  a 
beautiful  woman  —  on  a  beautiful  queen  ? 

His  life  was  to  wander  about  the  royal  dwellings  to  breathe 
the  same  air  with  Cleopatra;  to  kiss  upon  the  sands  a  happi¬ 
ness,  alas  !  too  rare  —  the  half-obliterated  imprint  of  her  foot : 
he  followed  the  sacred  festivals  and  panegyries,  striving  to  catch 
one  gleam  from  her  eyes,  to  purloin  in  its  passage  one  of  the 
thousand  aspects  of  her  beauty.  Sometimes  shame  seized  on 
him  at  this  insensate  existence  ;  he  gave  himself  up  to  the  chase 
with  redoubled  fury,  and  strove  to  tame  by  fatigue  the  burn¬ 
ing  of  his  blood  and  the  transport  of  his  desires. 

He  had  gone  to  the  panegyris  of  Hermonthis,  and  in  the 
vague  hope  of  once  more  seeing  the  queen  for  an  instant  when 
she  disembarked  at  the  Summer  Palace,  had  followed  her  baige 
in  his  skiff,  without  discomforting  himself  under  the  fierce  sting¬ 
ing  of  the  sun,  through  a  heat  enough  to  make  the  panting 
sphinxes  melt  in  lava  sweat  upon  their  red-flushed  pedestals. 

And  then  —  he  saw  that  he  had  come  to  the  supreme  moment, 
that  his  life  was  to  be  decided  then  and  there,  and  that  he  could 
not  die  with  his  secret  in  his  bosom. 

It  is  a  strange  situation,  to  love  a  queen  :  it  is  as  if  one 
loved  a  star,  yet  she,  the  star,  comes  every  night  to  sparkle  in 
her  place  in  the  heavens  ;  it  is  a  species  of  mysterious  rendez¬ 
vous  ;  you  find  her  again,  you  see  her,  she  is  not  offended  by 
your  gaze  !  O  wretchedness !  to  be  poor,  unknown,  obscure, 
seated  at  the  very  foot  of  the  ladder,  and  to  feel  one’s  heart  full 
of  love  for  something  solemn,  glittering,  and  splendid,  for  a 
woman  whose  meanest  servant-maid  would  naught  of  you  !  to 
have  your  eyes  fixed  by  a  doom  upon  some  one  who  sees  you 
not,  who  will  never  see  you,  to  whom  you  are  one  wave  in  the 
sea  rabble  just  like  the  others,  and  who  would  meet  you  a  thou¬ 
sand  times  over  without  recognizing  you  !  not  to  have,  should 
occasion  to  speak  present  itself,  any  reason  to  give  for  so  daring 
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a  folly  —  neither  poetic  talent,  nor  great  genius,  nor  superhuman 
quality  —  nothing  but  love  ;  and  in  exchange  for  beauty,  for 
nobility,  for  power,  for  all  the  splendors  of  which  one  dreams, 
to  bring  only  passion  or  youth  —  such  rare  things  ! 

These  ideas  overwhelmed  Mexamoun :  lying  flat  in  the  sand 
on  his  stomach,  chin  in  hand,  he  let  himself  be  carried  away  and 
upborne  by  the  flood  of  an  inexhaustible  reverie  ;  he  sketched 
out  a  thousand  projects,  each  more  senseless  than  the  last.  He 
knew  in  his  heart  that  he  was  aiming  at  an  impossible  end,  but 
he  had  not  the  courage  frankly  to  renounce  it,  and  treacherous 
hope  came  whispering  in  his  ear  some  lying  promise. 

“  Hathor,  mighty  goddess,”  he  said  in  a  deep  voice,  “  what 
have  I  done  to  thee  to  render  me  so  unhappy  ?  Art  thou  aveng¬ 
ing  thyself  for  the  disdain  I  have  held  toward  Nephte,  the 
daughter  of  thy  priest  Afomouthis  ?  W ouldst  thou  not  have  had 
me  repulse  Lamia  the  hetaira  of  Athens,  or  Flora  the  Roman 
courtesan  ?  Is  it  my  fault,  mine,  if  my  heart  is  insensible  save 
to  the  sole  beauty  of  Cleopatra,  thy  rival  ?  Why  hast  thou 
lodged  in  my  heart  the  poisoned  arrow  of  an  impossible  love? 
What  sacrifice  anti  what  offerings  demandest  thou?  Must  I 
raise  to  thee  a  temple  of  the  rosy  marble  of  Syene,  with  columns 
crowned  by  gilded  capitals,  a  ceiling  of  a  single  block,  and 
hieroglyphs  deeply  graven  by  the  ablest  craftsmen  of  Memphis 
or  Thebes  ?  Answer  me.” 

Like  all  gods  and  goddesses  whom  one  invokes,  Hathor 
answered  naught.  Meiamoun  formed  a  desperate  resolution. 

Cleopatra  too  on  her  side  called  upon  the  goddess  Hathor  : 
she  demanded  a  new  pleasure,  an  unknown  sensation  ;  languish- 
ingly  stretched  upon  her  couch,  she  thought  how  very  limited 
is  the  number  of  the  senses,  how  swiftly  the  most  exquisite 
refinements  turn  to  disgust,  and  how  much  difficulty  a  queen 
really  has  in  occupying  her  time.  Trying  poisons  on  slaves; 
making  men  combat  with  tigers,  or  gladiators  among  them¬ 
selves  ;  drinking  dissolved  pearls,  eating  a  province,  —  all  that 
is  insipid  and  common  ! 

Charmian  was  at  her  wits’  end,  and  knew  not  what  to  do 
for  her  mistress. 

All  at  once  a  whistling  sound  made  itself  heard,  an  arrow 
buried  itself  quivering  in  the  cedar  wainscoting  of  the  wall. 

Cleopatra  was  near  swooning  with  affright.  Charmian 
leaned  out  of  the  window,  and  saw  nothing  but  a  fleck  of  foam 
on  the  river.  A  scrawl  of  papyrus  encircled  the  shaft  of 
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the  arrow ;  it  contained  these  words,  written  in  alphabetic 
characters  :  —  “I  love  yon  !  ” 

******* 

Cleopatra  did  not  sleep  until  morning,  at  the  hour  when 
dreams  on  the  wing  reenter  the  ivory  gate.  The  illusion  of 
slumber  caused  her  to  see  all  sorts  of  lovers  plunging  in  to 
swim  and  scaling  walls  to  reach  her  ;  and  —  memory  of  her 
waking  time  —  her  dreams  were  riddled  with  arrows  laden 
with  declarations  of  love.  Her  little  heels,  agitated  by  nervous 
starts,  beat  on  the  bosom  of  Charmian,  lying  across  the  bed  to 
serve  as  her  cushion.  .  .  . 

[At  the  bath]  Cleopatra  came  up,  her  hand  on  Charmian’s 
shoulder :  she  had  made  at  least  thirty  steps  all  alone  !  great 
effort,  enormous  fatigue  !  A  light  rosy  tinge,  spreading  itself 
over  the  transparent  skin  of  her  cheeks,  freshened  up  their 
passion-born  pallor ;  through  her  temples,  pale  golden  like 
amber,  was  seen  a  network  of  blue  veins  ;  her  glossy  forehead, 
low,  as  the  antique  forehead  was,  but  of  perfect  roundness  and 
form,  was  united  by  a  faultless  line  to  a  nose  severe  and 
straight  like  a  cameo,  broken  by  rosy  nostrils  and  palpitating 
at  the  least  emotion  like  the  nostrils  of  an  amorous  tigress  ;  the 
mouth,  small,  round,  closely  approaching  the  nose,  had  a  lip  dis¬ 
dainfully  curved ;  but  an  unbridled  voluptuousness,  an  incredi¬ 
ble  ardency  of  life,  glowed  in  the  brilliant  carmine  and  the 
humid  luster  of  the  under  lip.  Her  eyes  had  narrow  lids,  and 
eyebrows  slight  and  almost  unpronounced.  We  cannot  essay 
to  give  any  conception  of  it  all :  there  was  a  fire,  a  languor,  a 
glistening  limpidness  to  turn  the  head  of  Anubis’  dog  himself  ; 
every  glance  of  her  eyes  was  a  poem  superior  to  those  of 
Homer  or  Mimnermus;  an  imperial  chin,  full  of  power  and 
domination,  completed  worthily  this  charming  profile. 

She  held  herself  erect  on  the  first  step  of  the  basin,  in  an 
attitude  full  of  grace  and  pride  ;  slightly  arched  to  the  rear, 
her  foot  suspended,  like  a  goddess  about  to  quit  her  pedestal, 
and  whose  gaze  is  still  on  the  heavens.  Two  superb  folds  fell 
from  the  peaks  of  her  bosom  and  swept  in  a  single  stream  to  the 
ground.  Cleomenes,  had  he  been  her  contemporary  and  could 
he  have  seen  her,  would  have  broken  his  Venus  in  vexation. 

Before  entering  the  water,  for  a  new  caprice  she  told  Char¬ 
mian  to  change  her  headdress,  a  silver  netting  :  she  preferred 
a  crown  of  lotus  flowers  with  reeds,  like  a  marine  divinity. 
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Charmian  obeyed  —  the  liberated  tresses  flowed  in  black  cas¬ 
cades  over  her  shoulders,  and  bung  in  clusters  like  ripened 
grapes  along  her  beautiful  cheeks. 

Then  the  linen  tunic,  only  confined  by  a  golden  clasp,  was 
unfastened,  glided  down  along  her  marble  body,  and  alighted 
in  a  white  cloud  at  her  feet,  like  the  swan  at  the  feet  of  Leda. 

And  Meiamoun,  where  was  he  ? 

Oh,  the  cruelty  of  fate  —  so  many  insensible  objects  enjoy¬ 
ing  favors  that  would  ravish  a  lover  with  delight !  The  wind 
which  sports  with  perfumed  locks,  or  visits  lovely  lips  with 
kisses  it  cannot  appreciate  ;  the  water  to  which  love-desire  is 
wholly  indifferent,  and  which  envelops  with  a  single  caress  a 
body  adorably  beautiful  ;  the  mirror  which  reflects  so  many 
charming  images  ;  the  buskin  or  tatbeb  which  clasps  a  divine 
little  foot  —  oh  !  what  lost  happinesses  ! 

Cleopatra  dipped  in  the  water  her  vermilion  heel,  and  de¬ 
scended  some  steps  ;  the  rippling  wave  made  her  a  girdle  and 
bracelets  of  silver,  and  rolled  in  pearls  upon  her  bosom  and  her 
shoulders  like  a  broken  necklace ;  her  magnificent  tresses,  up¬ 
borne  by  the  water,  extended  behind  her  like  a  royal  mantle : 
she  was  queen  even  in  the  bath.  She  swam  to  and  fro,  dived 
and  brought  up  in  her  hands  from  the  bottom  handfuls  of  gold- 
dust  with  which  she  laughingly  pelted  some  one  of  her  maids ; 
at  other  times  she  hung  on  the  balustrade  of  the  basin,  hiding 
and  revealing  her  treasures,  now  letting  be  seen  her  glossy  and 
lustrous  back,  now  displaying  her  whole  person  like  the  Venus 
Anadyomene,  and  varying  incessantly  the  aspects  of  her  beauty. 

All  at  once  she  sent  forth  a  cry  more  shrill  than  Diana  sur¬ 
prised  by  Actseon :  she  had  seen  through  the  foliage  gleam 
a  burning  eye,  yellow  and  phosphoric  like  the  eye  of  a  crocodile 
or  a  lion. 

It  was  Meiamoun,  who,  crouched  on  the  earth  behind  a  bunch 
of  foliage,  palpitating  more  intensely  than  a  fawn  in  the  wheat, 
intoxicated  himself  with  the  perilous  happiness  of  beholding  the 
queen  in  her  bath.  Although  he  was  courageous  to  rashness, 
Cleopatra’s  cry  pierced  through  his  heart  more  icily  than  a 
sword  blade ;  a  deathly  perspiration  covered  his  body ;  the 
arteries  sang  in  his  temples  with  a  strident  sound,  the  iron 
grasp  of  apprehension  closed  on  his  throat  and  was  strangling 
him. 

The  eunuchs  ran  up  with  lances  in  hand  ;  Cleopatra  pointed 
out  the  group  of  trees,  where  they  found  Meiamoun  cowering 
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in  a  heap.  Defense  was  impossible  ;  he  did  not  attempt  it,  and 
let  himself  be  taken.  They  made  ready  to  kill  him,  with  the 
stupid  and  cruel  impassibility  characteristic  of  eunuchs  ;  but 
Cleopatra,  who  had  had  time  to  wrap  herself  in  her  calasiris, 
gave  them  a  sign  with  her  hand  to  stop  and  bring  the  prisoner 

to  her. 

Meiamoun  could  only  fall  on  his  knees,  holding  out  suppli¬ 
ant  hands  to  her  as  to  an  altar  of  the  gods. 

“  Are  you  some  assassin  hired  by  Rome  ?  and  what  come 
you  to  perpetrate  in  these  sacred  places,  whence  men  are 
banned  ?  ”  said  Cleopatra,  with  an  imperious  gesture  of  ques¬ 
tioning.  _  . 

“  May  my  soul  be  found  light  in  the  balance  ot  Amenti, 

and  may  Tmel,  daughter  of  the  Sun  and  goddess  of  Truth, 
inflict  punishment  on  me,  if  ever  I  have  had  against  you,  O 
Queen,  one  evil  design  !  ”  responded  Meiamoun,  still  on  his 

knees. 

Sincerity  and  loyalty  shone  upon  his  face  in  characters  so 
transparent  that  Cleopatra  relinquished  that  thought  at  once, 
and  fixed  on  the  young  Egyptian  a  gaze  less  severe  and  less 

ancered,  —  she  found  him  beautiful. 

°u  Then  what  motive  urged  you  into  a  place  where  you  could 

only  meet  with  death  ?  ” 

“  I  love  you,”  said  Meiamoun  in  a  voice  low  but  distinct ; 
for  his  courage  had  returned,  as  in  all  situations  at  extremity, 
and  when  nothing  could  become  worse. 

“  Ah  !  ”  said  Cleopatra,  bending  toward  him  and  grasping 
him  by  the  arm  with  a  sudden  abrupt  movement.  “  So  it  was 
you  who  shot  the  arrow  with  the  papyrus  scroll :  by  Oms,  the 
dog  of  Hades,  you  are  a  most  foolhardy  wretch  !  I  recognize 
you  now;  for  a  long  time  I  have  seen  you  wandering  like  a 
plaintive  shadow  about  the  places  where  I  dwell.  You  were 
at  the  procession  of  Isis,  at  the  panegyris  of  Hermonthis ;  you 
followed  the  royal  barge.  Ah  !  You  must  have  a  queen  ! 
You  have  no  mediocre  ambitions;  doubtless  you  expect  to  be 
requited  in  kind.  Assuredly  I  shall  love  you.  Why  not  ? 

“  Queen,”  answered  Meiamoun,  with  an  air  of  grave  melan¬ 
choly,  “  do  not  mock  me.  I  am  a  madman,  that  is  true ;  I  have 
merited  death,  that  is  also  true  :  be  merciful,  put  me  to  death.” 
“No,  I  have  the  whim  of  clemency  to-day:  I  grant  you 

life.” 

“What  would  you  have  me  do  with  life  ?  I  love  you. 
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“Well!  you  shall  be  gratified,  you  shall  die,”  answered 
Cleopatra.  “  You  have  dreamed  a  strange,  an  extravagant 
dream  ;  your  desires  have  passed  in  imagination  an  insuperable 
threshold,  —  you  thought  you  were  Cmsar  or  Mark  Antony. 
You  loved  the  queen  !  In  certain  hours  of  delirium,  you  have 
been  able  to  believe  that  through  a  train  of  circumstances  which 
come  to  pass  but  once  in  a  thousand  years,  Cleopatra  would  one 
day  love  you.  Well  !  what  you  believed  impossible  is  going  to 
be  accomplished ;  I  am  going  to  make  a  reality  of  your  dream  : 
it  suits  me  for  once  to  fulfill  a  crazy  hope.  I  want  to  inundate 
you  with  splendors,  sunbeams,  and  lightnings ;  I  want  your  for¬ 
tune  to  be  something  dazzling.  You  were  at  the  bottom  of  her 
wheel  ;  I  am  going  to  place  you  at  the  top,  abruptly,  suddenly, 
without  transition.  I  find  you  in  nothingness  ;  I  make  you  the 
equal  of  a  god,  and  I  plunge  you  back  again  into  nothingness — 
that  is  all ;  but  do  not  go  to  calling  me  cruel,  to  imploring  my 
pity  —  do  not  begin  to  weaken  when  the  hour  arrives.  I  am 
kind  ;  I  lend  myself  to  your  fantasy.  I  should  have  the  right 
to  have  you  killed  on  the  spot ;  but  you  tell  me  that  you  love 
me,  and  I  will  have  you  killed  to-morrow :  your  life  against 
one  night.  I  am  generous ;  I  buy  it  of  you  when  I  could  take 
it.  But  what  are  you  doing  at  my  feet  ?  Rise  and  give  me 
your  hand  to  return  to  the  palace.” 

Our  world  is  puny  enough  beside  the  antique  world,  our 
festivals  are  beggarly  alongside  the  appalling  sumptuosities  of 
Roman  patricians  and  Asiatic  princes  ;  their  ordinary  meals 
would  pass  to-day  for  frantic  orgies,  and  a  whole  modern  town 
could  live  for  a  week  on  the  dessert  of  Lucullus  supping  with 
some  intimate  friends.  We  have  difficulty  in  conceiving,  with 
our  starveling  habits,  those  enormous  existences,  realizing  all 
that  imagination  can  invent  of  the  reckless,  the  curious,  and 
the  most  monstrously  beyond  the  limit  of  the  possible.  Our 
palaces  are  stables  where  Caligula  would  not  have  been  willing 
to  put  his  horse  ;  the  richest  of  constitutional  kings  are  not 
followed  by  the  retinue  of  a  petty  satrap  or  a  Roman  proconsul. 
The  radiant  suns  which  shone  upon  the  earth  are  for  evermore 
extinguished  in  the  nothingness  of  uniformity.  There  loom 
no  more  above  the  black  ant-hill  of  men  those  colossi  with 
Titanic  forms,  who  would  cross  the  world  in  three  strides  like 
the  steeds  of  Homer;  no  more  a  tower  of  Lylacq,  no  more  a 
giant  Babel  scaling  the  heavens  with  its  infinite  spirals  1  hlo 
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more  measureless  temples  built  from  sections  of  a  mountain,  no 
royal  terraces  that  each  age  and  each  people  could  raise  but 
one  step  of,  and  whence  the  ruler,  reclining  dreamily,  could 
view  the  face  of  the  world  like  a  spread-out  map  ;  no  unruly 
cities  made  up  of  an  inextricable  huddle  of  cyclopean  edifices, 
with  their  profound  circumvallations,  their  circuses  roaring  day 
and  night,  their  reservoirs  filled  with  the  waters  of  the  ocean  and 
peopled  with  sea  monsters  and  whales,  their  colossal  balustrades, 
their  terraces  piled  tier  on  tier,  their  towers  with  pinnacles 
bathed  in  clouds,  their  giant  palaces,  their  aqueducts,  their 
city  vomitory  gates,  their  gloomy  necropolises.  Alas!  nothing 
is  left  but  plaster  hives  on  a  chessboard  of  pavements. 

One  is  astonished  that  men  should  not  have  revolted  against 
these  confiscations  of  all  wealth  and  all  vital  forces  to  the  profit 
of  a  scanty  few  of  the  privileged,  and  that  in  such  exorbitant 
fantasies  they  should  not  have  encountered  obstacles  on  their 
bloody  path.  It  was  because  these  prodigious  existences  were 
the  realization  by  sunlight  of  the  dream  which  each  man  framed 
at  night  —  the  personifications  of  the  common  thought,  which 
the  peoples  saw  live,  symbolized  under  one  of  those  meteoric 
names  that  blaze  out  inextinguishably  through  the  night  of  the 
ages.  To-day,  deprived  of  this  dazzling  spectacle  of  all-power¬ 
ful  will,  this  lofty  contemplation  of  a  human  spirit  whose  least 
desire  is  translated  into  unheard-of  actions,  into  enormities  of 
granite  and  brass,  the  world  is  hopelessly  and  desperately 
bored  :  man  is  no  longer  represented  in  his  imperial  fancy. 

It  is  ours  to  describe  a  supreme  orgy,  a  banquet  to  pale  the 
glories  of  Belshazzar’s,  a  night  of  Cleopatra’s.  How,  in  the 
French  language,  so  chaste,  so  icily  prudish,  can  we  render 
that  frenzied  outburst,  that  huge  and  mighty  debauch  which 
does  not  fear  to  mingle  the  twin  purples  of  blood  and  wine,  and 
the  furious  upleapings  of  insatiable  desire,  flinging  itself  at  the 
impossible  with  all  the  ardor  of  senses  that  the  long  fast  of 
Christianity  has  not  yet  tamed  ? 

The  promised  night  should  well  have  been  splendid  :  it  was 
necessary  for  all  the  possible  joys  of  a  human  existence  to  be 
concentrated  into  a  few  hours  ;  it  was  necessary  to  make  the 
life  of  Melamoun  a  potent  elixir  which  he  could  drink  at  a  single 
draught.  Cleopatra  wished  to  dazzle  her  voluntary  victim,  to 
immerse  him  in  a  vortex  of  dizzying  delights,  intoxicate  him, 
madden  him  with  the  wine  of  the  orgy,  so  that  death,  though 
accepted,  should  arrive  unseen  and  unaware. 
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Let  us  transport  our  readers  into  the  banquet  hall. 

Our  actual  architecture  offers  few  points  of  comparisor 
with  those  immense  constructions  whose  ruins  resemble  rathe] 
the  crumbling  down  of  mountains  than  the  relics  of  buildings. 
It  needs  all  the  exaggeration  of  antique  life  to  animate  and 
refill  those  prodigious  palaces,  whose  halls  were  so  vast  that 
they  could  have  no  other  ceiling  than  the  sky  ■ —  a  magnificent 
vaulting,  and  one  well  worthy  of  such  an  architecture. 

The  banquet  hall  had  enormous  and  Babylonian  propor¬ 
tions  ;  the  eye  could  not  penetrate  its  immeasurable  depths. 
Monstrous  columns,  short,  squat,  solid  enough  to  sustain  the 
pole,  heavily  spread  out  their  bulging  shafts  on  plinths  mottled 
with  hieroglyphics,  and  sustained  on  their  corpulent  capitals 
gigantic  arcades  of  granite  rising  by  steps  like  inverted  stair¬ 
cases.  Between  each  two  pillars  a  colossal  sphinx  of  basalt, 
crowned  with  the  pshent ,  stretched  out  her  head  with  oblique  eye 
and  horned  chin,  and  cast  on  the  hall  a  fixed  and  mysterious 
regard.  On  the  second  tier,  receding  from  the  first,  the  capi¬ 
tals  of  the  columns,  more  slender  of  figure,  were  replaced  by 
four  heads  of  women  leaning  back,  with  plaited  lappets  and  the 
convolutions  of  Egyptian  headgear  ;  in  place  of  the  sphinxes, 
bull-headed  idols,  impassive  spectators  of  nocturnal  deliriums 
and  the  frenzies  of  orgy,  were  seated  on  stone  thrones,  like 
patient  hosts  who  wait  for  the  feast  to  begin. 

A  third  tier  of  a  different  order,  with  bronze  elephants 
spouting  perfume  water  from  their  trunks,  crowned  the  ediffce; 
above,  the  heavens  yawned  like  a  blue  abyss,  and  the  curious 
stars  leaned  over  the  brink. 

Prodigious  porphyry  stairways,  polished  so  that  they  reflected 
bodies  like  mirrors,  ascended  and  descended  on  every  side,  and 
bound  together  these  mighty  masses  of  architecture. 

W e  are  tracing  here  only  a  hasty  outline  to  make  intelligible 
the  arrangement  of  this  formidable  construction,  with  propor¬ 
tions  beyond  all  human  measure.  It  would  need  the  pencil 
of  Martin,  the  great  painter  of  vanished  immensities,  and  we 
have  only  a  meager  pen-stroke  in  lieu  of  the  profound  apoca¬ 
lyptic  depth  of  his  somber  style; — less  fortunate  than  the 
painter  and  the  musician,  we  can  only  present  objects  one  after 
the  other.  We  have  spoken  as  yet  of  the  banquet  hall  alone, 
leaving  out  the  revelers ;  and  even  that  we  have  barely  indi¬ 
cated.  Cleopatra  and  Meiamoun  await  us ;  it  is  they  who 
advance. 
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Meiamoun  was  clothed  in  a  linen  tunic  studded  with  stars, 
and  a  mantle  of  royal  purple,  with  fillets  about  his  hair  like  an 
Oriental  monarch.  Cleopatra  wore  a  sea-green  robe,  open  at 
the  sides  and  confined  by  golden  bees ;  around  her  bare  arms 
danced  two  rows  of  huge  pearls ;  on  her  head  gleamed  the 
diadem  with  points  of  gold.  Despite  the  smile  on  her  lips,  a 
shade  of  preoccupation  lightly  clouded  her  fair  forehead,  and 
her  brow  at  times  contracted  with  a  feverish  movement.  But 
what  subject  could  be  vexing  the  mind  of  the  great  queen  !  As 
to  Meiamoun,  he  had  the  ardent  smile  and  luminous  tinge  of 
those  in  an  ecstasy  or  a  vision ;  glowing  rays,  darting  from  his 
temples  and  his  forehead,  made  around  him  a  golden  halo  like 
one  of  the  twelve  great  gods  of  Olympus. 

A  deep  grave  joy  illumined  his  every  feature  :  he  had 
embraced  his  chimera  of  the  restless  pinions  without  her 
taking  wing ;  he  had  touched  the  goal  of  his  life.  Let  him 
live  to  the  age  of  Nestor  and  of  Priam,  let  him  see  his  veined 
temples  covered  with  locks  as  hoary  as  those  of  the  high-priest 
of  Ammon,  he  could  experience  nothing  new,  he  could  appre¬ 
hend  nothing  more.  He  had  attained  so  far  beyond  his  maddest 
hopes,  that  the  world  had  nothing  more  to  give  him. 

Cleopatra  had  him  sit  beside  her  on  a  throne  flanked  by 
golden  griffins,  and  clapped  her  little  hands  together.  Instantly 
lines  of  fire,  scintillating  bands,  outlined  all  the  projections  of 
the  architecture ;  the  eyes  of  the  sphinxes  darted  phosphoric 
lightnings,  a  breath  of  fire  came  forth  from  the  muzzles  of  the 
idols ;  the  elephants,  in  place  of  perfumed  water,  spouted  a 
ruddy  column  ;  bronze  arms  shot  up  from  the  walls  with  torches 
in  their  grasp ;  in  the  sculptured  hearts  of  the  lotuses  there 
blossomed  flashing  plumes. 

Great  bluish  flames  pulsated  in  brazen  tripods,  giant  cande¬ 
labra  shook  their  disheveled  light  in  a  burning  vapor  ;  every¬ 
thing  sparkled  and  gleamed.  Prismatic  rainbows  crossed  and 
burst  in  the  air ;  the  facets  of  the  cups,  the  angles  of  the 
marbles  and  the  jaspers,  the  gravings  of  the  vases  —  everything 
caught  a  sparkle,  a  gleam,  or  a  flash.  Brilliancy  streamed  forth 
in  torrents  and  fell  step  by  step  like  a  cascade  over  a  porphyry 
stairway  —  one  might  have  called  it  the  glow  of  a  conflagration 
reflected  in  a  river ;  had  the  Queen  of  Sheba  mounted  thither, 
she  would  have  gathered  up  the  skirts  of  her  robe  believing  that 
she  walked  in  water,  as  on  the  crystal  pavement  of  Solomon. 
Through  this  glittering  mist,  the  monstrous  figures  of  the 
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colossi,  the  animals,  the  hieroglyphs  seemed  to  become  ani¬ 
mated  and  live  with  a  factitious  life ;  the  black  granite  rams 
chuckled  ironically  and  butted  with  their  golden  horns ;  the 
idols  snorted  loudly  through  their  panting  nostrils. 

The  orgy  was  at  its  highest  pitch ;  dishes  of  phenicopters’ 
tongues  and  scarus-fish  livers,  eels  fattened  on  human  flesh  and 
cooked  in  brine,  peacocks’  brains,  boars  stuffed  with  live  birds, 
and  all  the  marvels  of  ancient  feasts  multiplied  ten  and  a  hun¬ 
dred-fold,  were  heaped  on  the  three  stories  of  the  gigantic 
triclinium.  The  wines  of  Crete,  of  Massicus,  and  of  Falernus 
bubbled  in  golden  crateri  wreathed  with  roses,  filled  by  Asi¬ 
atic  pages  whose  beautiful  floating  tresses  served  to  wipe  the 
feasters’  hands  upon.  Musicians  playing  the  sistrum,  the  tym¬ 
panum,  the  sambuc,  and  the  harp  with  one-and-twenty  strings, 
filled  the  upper  galleries,  and  cast  their  harmonious  clangor 
into  the  tempest  of  sound  that  overhung  the  feast :  the  thunder 
could  not  have  had  a  voice  loud  enough  to  make  itself  heard. 

MeiamOun,  his  head  lying  on  Cleopatra’s  shoulder,  felt  his 
reason  deserting  him ;  the  banquet-hall  whirled  around  him 
like  an  immense  architectural  nightmare ;  he  saw  through  its 
dazzling  glare  perspectives  and  colonnades  without  end  ;  new 
zones  of  porticoes  upreared  themselves  above  the  true,  and 
buried  themselves  in  the  sky  at  heights  to  which  no  Babels 
have  ever  attained.  Had  he  not  felt  in  his  hand  the  soft  cold 
hand  of  Cleopatra,  he  would  have  believed  himself  transported 
into  the  world  of  enchantments  by  a  wizard  of  Thessaly  or  a 
Magian  of  Persia. 

Toward  the  end  of  the  repast,  hunchbacked  dwarfs  and 
mummers  executed  grotesque  dances  and  combats ;  then  young 
girls,  Egyptian  and  Greek,  representing  the  dark  and  the  light 
Hours,  danced  after  the  Ionian  fashion  a  voluptuous  dance  with 
inimitable  perfection. 

Cleopatra  herself  rose  from  her  throne,  cast  aside  her  royal 
mantle,  replaced  her  starry  diadem  with  a  wreath  of  flowers, 
attached  golden  castanets  to  her  alabaster  hands,  and  set  herself 
to  dance  before  Melamoun,  lost  in  ravishment.  Her  beautiful 
arms,  rounded  like  the  handles  of  a  marble  vase,  shook  out 
clusters  of  tinkling  notes  above  her  head,  and  her  castanets 
chattered  with  a  volubility  ever  increasing.  Poised  on  the  pink 
tips  of  her  little  feet,  she  rapidly  advanced  and  pressed  a  light 
kiss  on  Meiamoun’s  forehead  :  then  she  recommenced  her  act 
and  hovered  around  him,  —  now  bending  backward,  head  re- 
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versed,  eyes  half  closed,  arms  swooning  and  listless,  hair  un¬ 
curled  and  flowing  like  a  Bacchante  of  Mount  Maenalus  possessed 
by  a  god  ;  now  nimble,  all  alive,  laughing,  fluttering  about, 
tireless,  and  more  capricious  in  her  volutions  than  a  bee  in 
quest  of  booty.  The  love  of  the  heart,  the  desire  of  the  senses, 
the  ardency  of  passion,  youth  inexhaustible  and  ever  fresh,  the 
promise  of  bliss  near  at  hand  —  she  expressed  it  all. 

The  modest  stars  no  longer  looked  on,  —  their  chaste  golden 
eyes  could  not  endure  such  a  spectacle  ;  the  sky  itself  was 
blotted  out,  and  a  dome  of  vapor  covered  the  hall. 

Cleopatra  once  more  seated  herself  close  to  Melamoun.  The 
night  wore  on,  the  last  of  the  dark  hours  was  taking  its  flight  : 
a  bluish  glimmer  entered  with  embarrassed  footsteps  into  the 
tumult  of  ruddy  lights,  like  a  moon-ray  falling  into  a  furnace  ; 
the  upper  arcades  took  on  a  soft  azure  —  day  was  breaking. 

Meiamoun  took  the  vessel  of  horn  held  out  to  him  by  an 
Ethiopian  slave  of  sinister  aspect,  and  containing  a  poison  so 
violent  that  it  would  have  cracked  any  other  vessel.  Flinging 
his  life  to  his  mistress  in  one  last  look,  he  put  to  his  lips  the 
deadly  cup  where  the  venomous  liquor  bubbled  and  hissed. 

Cleopatra  turned  pale,  and  laid  her  hand  on  Me'iamoun’s 
arm  to  restrain  him.  His  courage  touched  her.  She  was  about 
to  say,  “Live  still  to  love  me  ;  I  desire  it  ”  — when  the  sound 
of  a  clarion  made  itself  heard,  h  our  heralds-at-arms  entered 
on  horseback  into  the  banquet  hall ;  they  were  officers  of  Mark 
Antony,  and  preceded  their  master  by  only  a  few  steps.  She 
silently  released  the  arm  of  Meiamoun.  A  ray  of  sunlight  began 
to  play  over  Cleopatra’s  brow,  as  if  to  replace  her  absent  diadem. 

“You  see  plainly  the  moment  has  come  ;  it  is  daybreak,  it 
is  the  hour  when  the  beautiful  dreams  fly  away,”  said  Meia¬ 
moun.  Then  he  drained  the  fatal  cup  at  one  draught,  and  fell 
as  though  struck  by  a  thunderbolt.  Cleopatra  drooped  her 
head,  and  into  the  cup  a  burning  tear,  the  only  one  she  had 
shed  in  her  life,  fell  to  join  the  molten  pearl. 

“  By  Hercules  !  my  fair  queen,  I  have  made  haste  for  noth¬ 
ing,  I  see  I  have  come  too  late,”  said  Mark  Antony,  entering 
the  banquet  hall  :  “  the  supper  is  over.  But  what  means  that 
corpse  turned  up  on  the  pavement  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  nothing,”  said  Cleopatra  smiling,  “  it  is  a  poison  I  was 
experimenting  on,  to  use  if  Augustus  should  take  me  prisoner. 
Will  it  please  you,  my  dear  lord,  to  seat  yourself  beside  me  and 
watch  those  Greek  buffoons  dance  ?  ” 
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THE  GOLDEN  DREAM. 

By  CHARLES  NODIER. 


(Translated  for  this  work  by  Forrest  Morgan.) 

[Charles  Nodier,  romancer,  scientist,  and  bibliophile,  was  born  at  Besan- 
§on,  France,  in  1780  ;  son  of  a  lawyer  who  was  later  mayor  and  president  of  a 
Jacobin  Club  in  the  Terror.  Early  a  lover  of  books  and  natural  science,  he 
became  librarian  in  Besan§on,  and  wrote  on  entomology  ;  went  to  Paris,  wrote 
tales,  and  studied  philology  ;  a  satiric  ode  on  Napoleon’s  consular  despotism 
making  it  safest  to  quit  Paris,  he  wandered  about  his  native  district  and  the 
Vosges  for  some  years,  writing  gloomy  sentimental  tales  and  meditations, 
prose  “  Childe  Harolds.”  In  1811  he  edited  the  polyglot  Illyrian  Telegraph  at 
Laibach.  Returning  to  Paris,  he  engaged  in  literature  and  journalism  ;  became 
a  Royalist ;  in  1823  was  made  librarian  of  the  Arsenal  Library,  and  in  1833 
member  of  the  Academy.  His  living  work  is  his  stories:  “Smarra”  (1821), 
“The  King  of  Bohemia  and  his  Seven  Castles”  (1830),  “The  Fairy  of  the 
Crumbs”  (1832),  “The  Golden  Dream,”  and  other  “Fantastic  Tales,”  “Inez 
of  the  Sierras”  (1837),  “Legend  of  Sister  Beatrix”  (1838),  “  Franciscus 
Columna  ”  (posthumous),  and  his  narrative-bibliographic  “  Melanges  from  a 
Little  Library”  (1829  and  later).  He  wrote  also  some  lyrics  (collected  1827)  ; 
“Souvenirs  of  Youth”  and  “Souvenirs  of  the  Revolution”;  a  work  on  the 
origin  of  language  (the  onomatopoetic  theory)  ;  and  fathered  a  “  Universal 
Dictionary  of  the  French  Language.”  He  died  in  1844.] 

I.  The  Kardouon. 

The  Kardouon,  as  every  one  knows,  is  the  prettiest,  the 
wiliest,  the  most  polished  of  lizards.  The  Kardouon  is  dressed 
in  gold  like  a  great  lord  ;  hut  he  is  timid  and  modest,  and  he 
lives  alone  and  retired  —  that  is  what  causes  him  to  pass  for  a 
sage.  The  Kardouon  lias  never  done  harm  to  any  one,  and 
there  is  no  one  who  does  not  love  the  Kardouon.  The  young 
girls  are  all  proud  when  he  gazes  at  them  as  they  pass,  with 
eyes  of  love  and  joy,  erecting  his  blue  neck  sparkling  with 
rubies  between  the  chinks  of  an  old  wall,  or  making  himself 
glint,  under  the  rays  of  the  sun,  with  innumerable  reflections 
from  the  wonderful  tissue  with  which  he  is  clothed. 

They  say  among  themselves  :  “  It  is  not  thou,  it  is  I  whom 
the  Kardouon  gazes  at  to-day  ;  it  is  I  whom  he  finds  the  hand¬ 
somest,  and  who  will  be  his  sweetheart.” 

The  Kardouon  has  no  thoughts  on  that  subject.  The 
Kardouon  searches  here  and  there  for  nice  roots  to  feast  his 
comrades,  and  to  sport  with  them  on  a  shining  stone,  in  the 
full  heat  of  noon. 
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One  day  the  Kardouon  found  in  the  desert  a  treasure  com¬ 
posed  entirely  of  flowered  pieces  of  coin,  so  pretty  and  so 
polished  that  one  would  have  believed  they  had  just  been 
groaning  and  leaping  under  the  mint-press.  A  fleeing  monarch 
had  disburthened  himself  of  them  in  order  to  get  on  faster. 

“  Bounteous  Heaven  !  ”  said  the  Kardouon,  u  here,  unless  I 
deceive  myself,  is  some  precious  article  of  food  which  comes  to 
me  just  in  time  for  winter  !  At  worst  these  must  be  slices  of 
that  fresh  sugary  carrot  which  always  revives,  my  spirits  when 
solitude  wearies  me ;  only  I  never  saw  any  of  it  so  appetizing.. 

And  the  Kardouon  glided  toward  the  treasure  not  di¬ 
rectly,  because  that  is  not  his  fashion,  but  tracing  out  prudent 
circuits  ;  now  with  head  raised,  nostrils  in  the  air,  body  all  in 
one  line,  tail  straight  and  vertical  like  a  stake  ;  now  at  a  stand¬ 
still,  undecided,  inclining  each  of  his  eyes  in  turn  toward  the 
ground  to  make  use  of  a  Kardouon  s  fine  ear,  and  each  of  his 
ears  to  lift  up  his  gaze  ;  examining  to  the  right,  to  the  left, 
listening  all  about,  seeing  everything,  reassuring  himself  more 
and  more,  darting  forward  like  a  brave  Kardouon,  drawing 
back  on  himself  palpitating  with  terror,  like  a  poor  Kardouon 
who  feels  himself  pursued  far  from  his  hole,  and  then  wholly 
happy  and  wholly  proud,  arching  his  back,  bending  his  shouldeis 
to  catch  every  play  of  light,  rolling  the  folds  of  his  rich  capari¬ 
son,  bristling  up  the  gilded  scales  of  his  coat  of  mail,  turning 
emerald,  undulating,  receding,  flinging  to  the  winds  the  dust 
under  his  feet,  and  lashing  it  with  his  tail.  Beyond  dispute, 
he  was  the  handsomest  of  Kardouons. 

When  he  had  reached  the  treasure,  he  shot  two  piercing 
glances  at  it,  stiffened  himself  like  a  rod,  raised  himself  on  his 
two  forefeet,  and  fell  on  the  first  piece  of  gold  which  offered 
itself  to  his  teeth. 

He  broke  one  of  them. 

The  Kardouon  scuttled  ten  feet  backward,  returned  more 
deliberately,  bit  more  modestly. 

“  They  are  execrably  dry,”  he  said.  “  Oh  !  but  the  Kar¬ 
douons  who  thus  heap  up  slices  of  carrot  for  their  posterity  are 
much  in  fault  for  not  keeping  them  in  a  moist  place,  where 
they  may  preserve  their  nourishing  quality  !  —  It  must  be 
admitted,”  he  added  to  himself,  “  that  the  Kardouon  race  is 
but  little  advanced.  As  for  me,  who  dined  the  other  day,  and 
who  am  not,  thanks  to  Heaven,  pressed  for  a  vile  repast  like 
a  common  Kardouon,  I  am  going  to  transport  this  provision 
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under  that  great  tree  in  the  desert,  among  the  grasses  moistened 
by  the  dew  of  heaven  and  the  coolness  of  springs  ;  I  will  sleep 
beside  it  on  a  soft  fine  sand  which  the  earliest  dawn  begins  to 
warm  ;  and  when  a  clumsy  bee,  who  rises  all  dizzy  from  the 
flower  where  she  has  slept,  awakens  me  with  her  humming  as 
she  whirls  about  like  a  mad  thing,  I  will  commence  the  finest 
breakfast  for  a  prince  that  ever  a  Kardouon  made.” 

The  Kardouon  of  whom  I  speak  was  a  Kardouon  of  execu¬ 
tion.  What  he  had  said,  he  did  ;  that  is  a  great  deal.  From 
evening  on,  all  the  treasure,  transported  piece  by  piece,  was 
freshened  vainly  on  a  fine  carpet  of  long  silken  mosses  which 
bent  under  its  weight.  Overhead,  an  immense  tree  extended 
its  branches  luxuriant  with  verdure  and  flowers,  as  if  to  invite 
the  passers-by  to  taste  an  agreeable  slumber  beneath  its  shade. 

And  the  Kardouon,  fatigued,  slept  peacefully,  dreaming  of 
fresh  roots. 

This  is  the  history  of  the  Kardouon. 

II.  Xailoun. 

The  following  day  there  chanced  on  the  same  spot  the  poor 
woodcutter  Xailoun,  who  was  greatly  attracted  by  the  melodi¬ 
ous  gurgle  of  the  running  waters  and  the  cheerful  and  refresh¬ 
ing  rustle  of  the  foliage.  This  place  of  repose  immediately 
charmed  the  natural  indolence  of  Xailoun,  who  was  still  far 
from  the  forest,  and  who,  after  his  wont,  did  not  worry  himself 
extremely  about  arriving  there. 

As  there  are  few  persons  who  have  known  Xailoun  in  his 
lifetime,  I  will  explain  to  you  that  he  was  one  of  those  misbe¬ 
gotten  children  of  nature  whom  she  seems  to  have  produced 
merely  that  they  may  exist.  He  was  pretty  badly  made  in  his 
person,  and  very  defective  in  his  mind ;  yet  after  all  a  good, 
simple  creature,  incapable  of  doing  evil,  incapable  of  thinking 
it,  and  even  incapable  of  comprehending  it  :  by  reason  of 
which  his  family  had  seen  in  him  from  infancy  nothing  but  a 
subject  of  melancholy  and  embarrassment.  The  humiliating 
rebuffs  to  which  Xailoun  was  unceasingly  exposed  had  inspired 
him  early  with  a  taste  for  a  solitary  life,  and  it  was  on  that 
account  that  he  had  been  given  the  trade  of  a  woodcutter,  in 
default  of  any  other,  from  Avhich  the  weakness  of  his  intelli¬ 
gence  interdicted  him  ;  for  he  was  called  nothing  in  the  village 
but  “the  fool  Xailoun.”  Indeed,  the  children  followed  him  in 
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the  streets  with  malicious  laughter,  and  cried  :  “  Room,  room  for 
honest  Xailoun,  for  Xailoun,  the  best-natured  woodcutter  that 
ever  handled  an  ax ;  for  see,  he  is  going  to  have  a  talk  about 
science  with  his  cousin  the  Kardouon,  in  the  glades  of  the  forest. 
Oh  !  worthy  Xailoun  !  ” 

And  his  brothers  drew  back  as  he  passed,  blushing  with  a 
haughty  shame. 

But  Xailoun  did  not  act  as  if  he  saw  them,  and  he  laughed 
at  the  children. 

Xailoun  had  accustomed  himself  to  think  that  the  poverty 
of  his  garb  entered  greatly  into  the  causes  of  this  disdain  and 
these  daily  jeers,  for  no  man  is  inclined  to  judge  disadvanta¬ 
geous^  of  his  mental  qualities  ;  he  had  concluded  that  the 
Kardouon,  who  is  beautiful  among  all  the  inhabitants  of  the 
earth  when  he  shows  off  in  the  sun,  was  the  most  favored  of 
the  creatures  of  God  ;  and  he  secretly  promised  himself,  if  he 
should  one  day  penetrate  to  the  intimate  friendship  of  the 
Kardouon,  to  dress  in  some  cast-off  garment  from  his  holiday 
wardrobe,  to  parade  about  the  country  in  it,  and  to  fascinate 
the  eyes  of  the  good  people  with  all  those  splendors. 

“  Besides,”  he  added,  when  he  had  reflected  as  much  as  his 
Xailoun-judgment  permitted,  “  the  Kardouon  is  my  cousin, 
they  say ;  I  perceive  it  from  the  sympathy  which  draws  me 
toward  this  honorable  person.  Since  my  brothers  have  re¬ 
pulsed  me  with  scorn,  I  have  no  other  near  relative  whatever 
but  the  Kardouon  ;  and  I  wish  to  live  with  him,  if  he  will 
receive  me,  even  if  I  am  good  for  nothing  except  to  make  him 
up  every  evening  a  litter  of  dry  leaves  for  his  sleep,  to 
tuck  up  the  bed  properly  when  he  is  asleep,  and  to  warm  his 
room  with  a  bright  and  cheerful  fire  when  the  season  becomes 
severe.  The  Kardouon  may  grow  old  and  die  before  me,”  pur¬ 
sued  Xailoun  ;  “  for  he  was  already  nimble  and  handsome  when 
I  was  still  very  small,  and  when  my  mother  showed  him  to  me, 
saying,  ‘  Come,  see  the  Kardouon  there  !  ’  —  I  know,  thank 
God,  the  services  one  can  do  for  an  invalid,  and  the  little  dainties 
one  can  give  him  enjoyment  with.  It  is  too  bad  he  should  be 
rather  haughty.” 

In  truth,  the  Kardouon  responded  ill  to  the  ordinary  ad¬ 
vances  of  Xailoun.  At  his  approach  he  disappeared  in  the 
sand  like  a  flash,  and  only  stopped  behind  a  hillock  or  a  stone, 
to  turn  on  him  sidewise  two  glittering  eyes  which  would  have 
made  carbuncles  envious. 
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Xailoun  then  regarded  him  with  a  respectful  air,  saying  to 
him  with  clasped  hands  :  — 

“  Alas  !  my  cousin,  why  do  you  shun  me  —  me  who  am  your 
friend  and  your  helpmate  ?  I  ask  only  to  follow  you  and  serve 
you  in  preference  to  my  brothers,  for  whom  I  would  die,  but 
who  seem  to  me  less  graceful  and  less  amiable  than  you.  Do 
not  shun  like  them  your  faithful  Xailoun,  if  you  should  happen 
to  need  a  good  servant.” 

But  the  Kardouon  always  went  on,  and  Xailoun  reentered 
his  mother’s  house,  weeping  because  his  cousin  the  Kardouon 
would  not  speak  to  him. 

This  day  his  mother  had  driven  him  out,  striking  him 
angrily  and  pushing  him  by  the  shoulders. 

“  Get  along,  you  wretch  !  ”  she  said  to  him  ;  “go  and  rejoin 
your  cousin,  the  Kardouon,  unworthy  that  you  are  to  have 
other  kinsmen.”  Xailoun  had  obeyed  as  usual,  and  he  sought 
out  his  cousin  the  Kardouon. 

“  Oh  !  oh  !  ”  he  said,  as  he  arrived  under  the  tree  with  the 
great  branches,  “  here  is  really  quite  another  thing  :  my  cousin 
the  Kardouon,  who  is  asleep  under  the  shade,  at  the  junction  of 
all  the  springs  ;  though  that  ought  not  to  be,  with  his  habits!  — 
A  good  opportunity,  if  ever  there  was  one,  to  talk  business  with 
him  when  he  wakes  up.  —  But  what  the  mischief  is  he  guarding 
there,  and  what  does  he  intend  to  do  with  all  those  funny  little 
pieces  of  yellow  lead,  unless  maybe  he  is  getting  ready  to 
freshen  up  his  clothes  ?  Perhaps  it  is  for  his  wedding.  On 
the  faith  of  Xailoun,  there  are  sharpers  in  the  Kardouon  bazaar 
too;  for  that  metal  is  very  coarse  to  look  at,  and  there  is  not  one 
piece  of  my  cousin’s  old  jacket  that  is  not  worth  a  thousand 
times  as  much.  Nevertheless,  I  will  wait  for  him  to  tell  me  his 
plans,  if  he  is  in  a  more  talkative  mood  than  usual  ;  for  I  shall 
sleep  comfortably  in  this  place,  and  as  I  am  a  light  sleeper,  I 
shall  wake  up  as  soon  as  he  does.” 

At  the  moment  Xailoun  was  about  to  lie  down,  he  was  sud¬ 
denly  struck  with  an  idea. 

“  It  is  a  chilly  night,”  he  said ;  “  and  my  cousin  the 
Kardouon  is  not  used,  like  me,  to  lying  at  the  edge  of  the 
springs  and  in  the  shelter  of  the  forest.  The  evening  air  is 
not  healthy.” 

Xailoun  took  off  his  coat  and  spread  it  softly  over  the  Kar¬ 
douon,  taking  all  necessary  precautions  not  to  awaken  him. 
The  Kardouon  did  not  awake  at  all. 
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When  he  had  done  this,  Xailoun  slept  profoundly,  dreaming 
of  the  Kardouon’s  friendship. 

This  is  the  history  of  Xailoun. 

III.  The  Fakir  Abhoc. 

The  following  day  there  chanced  on  the  same  spot  the  fakir 
Abhoc,  who  pretended  to  be  on  a  pilgrimage,  but  who  was  in 
fact  hunting  for  some  good  fakir-windfall. 

As  he  came  near  the  spring  to  rest,  he  spied  the  treasure, 
enfolded  it  with  his  gaze,  and  promptly  computed  its  value  on 
his  fingers. 

“  An  unhoped-for  grace,”  he  cried,  “  which  the  most  power¬ 
ful  and  most  compassionate  God  has  accorded  my  brotherhood 
at  last,  after  so  many  years  of  trial ;  and  which,  to  render  its 
conquest  easier  to  me,  he  has  deigned  to  place  under  the  foolish 
guard  of  an  innocent  wall-lizard  and  a  poor  imbecile  boy  !  ” 

I  should  have  told  you  that  the  fakir  Abhoc  knew  Xailoun 
and  the  Kardouon  perfectly  by  sight. 

“  Heaven  be  praised  in  all  things  !  ”  he  added,  seating  him¬ 
self  a  few  steps  farther  off.  “  Good-by  to  the  fakir’s  robe,  the 
long  fasts,  and  the  harsh  mortifications  of  the  body.  I  am 
going  to  change  my  country  and  my  way  of  life,  and  to  buy, 
in  the  first  kingdom  where  I  am  well  suited,  some  good  province 
which  will  bring  me  in  a  great  revenue.  Once  established  in 
my  palace,  I  will  thenceforth  devote  myself  only  to  enjoying 
life  in  the  midst  of  my  pretty  slaves,  among  flowers  and  per¬ 
fumes,  and  to  soothing  my  spirit  by  the  sounds  of  their  musical 
instruments  while  absorbing  exquisite  wines  from  the  largest  of 
my  golden  cups.  I  am  growing  old,  and  good  wine  gladdens 
the  heart  of  the  aged.  —  Only  it  seems  to  me  the  treasure  will 
be  heavy  to  carry,  and  in  that  case  it  would  not  sit  well  on  a 
great  territorial  lord  like  myself,  who  has  a  multitude  of  serv¬ 
ants  and  a  countless  militia,  to  abase  himself  to  the  office  of 
porter,  even  should  I  not  be  seen.  In  order  that  the  prince  of 
a  people  may  win  the  respect  of  his  subjects,  he  must  be  accus¬ 
tomed  to  respect  himself.  One  would  believe,  too,  that  this 
clodhopper  had  been  sent  here  to  no  other  end  than  to  serve 
me  ;  and  as  he  is  stronger  than  an  ox,  he  can  easily  transport 
all  my  gold  as  far  as  the  next  village,  where  I  will  make  him  a 
present  of  my  cast-off  garb  and  some  small  change  such  as  the 
peasants  use.” 
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After  tills  inward  harangue,  the  noble  fakir  Abhoc,  quite 
certain  that  the  treasure  had  nothing  to  dread  either  from  the 
Kardouon,  or  from  the  pitiful  Xailoun  who  was  as  far  as  the 
Kardouon  from  knowing  its  value,  let  himself  be  allured  with¬ 
out  resistance  by  the  sweets  of  slumber,  and  slept  proudly, 
dreaming  of  his  province,  of  his  harem  peopled  with  the  rarest 
beauties  of  the  Orient,  and  of  his  Shiraz  wine  bubbling  from 
golden  cups. 

This  is  the  history  of  the  Fakir  Abhoc. 

IV.  Doctor  Abhac. 

The  following  day  there  chanced  on  the  same  spot  Doctor 
Abhac,  who  was  a  man  highly  versed  in  all  the  laws,  and  who 
had  lost  his  way  while  meditating  over  an  involved  text,  of 
which  the  jurists  had  already  given  one  hundred  and  thirty- 
two  different  interpretations.  He  was  on  the  point  of  grasping 
the  one  hundred  and  thirty -third  when  the  sight  of  the  treas¬ 
ure  made  him  forget  it  clean,  by  transporting  his  thoughts  to 
the  ticklish  ground  of  discovery,  ownership,  and  the  Treasury. 
It  was  so  utterly  annihilated  from  his  memory  that  he  would 
not  have  found  it  again  in  a  hundred  years.  It  was  a  great  loss. 

“  It  is  obvious,”  said  Doctor  Abhac,  “  that  it  is  the  Kardouon 
who  has  found  the  treasure ;  and  he  will  not  plead  —  I  answer 
for  it  —  his  right  of  discovery  to  reclaim  his  legal  share  in  the 
division.  The  said  Kardouon  is  therefore  ousted  from  the  case. 
As  to  the  Treasury  and  the  ownership,  I  hold  that  the  spot  is 
waste,  common,  the  property  of  each  and  of  all,  so  that  the 
state  and  the  individual  have  nothing  there  to  take  cognizance 
of ;  which  is  a  lucky  chance  under  the  actual  conditions  —  this 
confluence  of  wandering  streams,  marking,  if  I  am  not  deceived, 
a  disputable  boundary  between  two  warlike  peoples,  and  long 
bloody  wars  being  likely  to  arise  from  the  possible  conflict  of 
two  jurisdictions.  I  should  therefore  perform  an  innocent, 
legitimate,  even  provident  act,  in  carrying  the  treasure  outside, 
if  I  could  load  myself  with  it  for  a  journey. — As  for  these  two 
adventurers,  one  of  whom  seems  to  me  a  clown  of  a  woodcutter 
and  the  other  a  scoundrelly  fakir,  fellows  of  no  name,  vagrants 
and  without  weight,  they  have  probably  lain  down  here  only  to 
proceed  to-morrow  to  a  friendly  sharing,  because  they  do  not 
know  either  texts  or  commentaries,  and  that  they  are  esteemed 
of  equal  force.  — But  they  cannot  extricate  themselves  from  it 


116 


THE  GOLDEN  DREAM. 


without  a  lawsuit,  I  will  stake  my  reputation.  Only,  as  sleep 
is  overpowering  me,  because  of  the  great  mental  conflict  this 
affair  has  caused  me,  I  shall  take  formal  possession  by  put¬ 
ting  some  of  these  pieces  in  my  turban,  that  there  may  appear 
ostensibly  and  peremptorily  in  court,  if  the  case  is  there  called 
up,  the  priority  of  my  right;  he  who  possesses  the  thing  by 
the  desire  of  having,  tradition  of  having  had,  and  first  occupa¬ 
tion,  being  presumed  owner,  as  it  is  written.” 

And  Doctor  Abhac  fortified  his  turban  with  so  many  pieces 
of  conviction  that  he  passed  a  large  part  of  the  day  in  dragging 
it,  poor  man,  as  far  as  the  spot  where  died  in  the  rays  of  the  hori¬ 
zontal  sun  the  shade  of  the  protecting  boughs.  Still  he  kept 
returning  there  many  times  over,  always  cramming  his  turban 
with  new  evidences  ;  so  that  in  the  end  he  bravely  decided  to 
fill  up  its  concavity  with  them,  reserving  the  right  to  sleep  bare¬ 
headed  in  the  evening  dew. 

“  I  am  not  embarrassed  about  waking,”  said  he,  propping  his 
freshly  shaven  occiput  on  the  bloated  turban  which  served  him 
as  a  pillow.  “These  persons  will  dispute  from  the  break  of 
day,  and  they  will  be  only  too  glad  to  have  an  authority  on  law 
at  hand  to  accommodate  them,  which  assures  me  my  portion 
and  fee.” 

After  which.  Doctor  Abhac  slept  magisterially*  dreaming  of 
procedure  and  gold. 

This  is  the  history  of  Doctor  Abhac. 

V.  The  King  of  the  Sands. 

The  following  day,  toward  evening,  there  chanced  on  the 
same  spot  a  famous  bandit  of  whom  history  does  not  preserve 
the  name,  but  who  was  in  all  that  country  the  terror  of  the 
caravans,  on  which  he  imposed  enormous  tributes  ;  and  who 
was  called  for  that  reason  The  King  of  the  Sands,  if  the 
memoirs  of  that  remote  epoch  are  to  be  trusted.  He  had  never 
before  entered  so  far  into  the  desert,  because  that  route  was 
little  frequented  by  travelers  ;  and  the  aspect  of  that  spring 
and  those  shades  rejoiced  his  heart  —  ordinarily  but  little  sensi¬ 
ble  to  the  beauties  of  nature  —  in  such  fashion  that  he  resolved 
to  stop  there  a  moment. 

“  Truly  that  was  not  a  bad  inspiration  of  mine,”  he  mur¬ 
mured  between  his  teeth  on  perceiving  the  treasure.  “The 
Kardouon  watches  here,  following  the  immemorial  usage  of 
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lizards  and  dragons,  on  guard  over  this  heap  of  gold  it  has 
nothing  to  do  with  ;  and  these  three  arrant  sponges  have  come 
in  a  body  to  share  it  among  themselves.  If  I  load  myself  up 
with  all  this  booty  while  they  are  asleep,  I  shall  not  fail  to  wake 
the  Kardouon,  who  will  wake  these  others,  for  he  is  always  on 
the  alert ;  and  I  shall  have  to  deal  with  the  lizard,  the  wood¬ 
cutter,  and  the  fakir  and  the  lawyer  —  two  species  who  are 
after  prey  and  capable  of  defending  it.  Prudence  warns  me  it 
is  better  to  make  believe  sleep  beside  them,  so  long  as  the 
shadows  have  not  yet  fallen,  since  it  seems  they  propose  to  pass 
the  night  here  ;  and  afterwards  I  will  profit  by  the  darkness  to 
kill  them  one  by  one  with  a  good  stroke  of  the  canjar.  This 
place  is  so  unfrequented  that  I  am  not  afraid  of  any  hindrance 
to-morrow  in  carrying  off  this  wealth  ;  indeed,  I  don’t  propose 
to  leave  without  having  made  a  breakfast  of  the  Kardouon, 
whose  flesh  is  very  delicate,  so  I  have  heard  my  father  say.” 

He  in  turn  slept,  dreaming  of  assassinations,  pillages,  and 
Kardouons  broiled  over  the  coals. 

This  is  the  history  of  the  King  of  the  Sands,  who  was  a 
robber,  and  called  so  to  distinguish  him  from  others. 

VI.  The  Sage  Lockman. 

The  following  day  there  chanced  on  the  same  spot  the  sage 
Lockman,  the  philosopher  and  poet ;  Lockman,  the  lover  of 
human  beings,  the  preceptor  of  peoples,  and  the  counselor  of 
kings  ;  Lockman,  who  often  sought  the  remotest  solitudes  to 
meditate  on  nature  and  on  God. 

And  Lockman  walked  with  a  lagging  step,  because  he  was 
enfeebled  by  his  great  age ;  for  he  had  attained,  that  very  day, 
the  three  hundredth  anniversary  of  his  birth. 

Lockman  halted  at  the  spectacle  which  the  neighborhood  of 
the  tree  in  the  desert  presented  him  there,  and  reflected  a 
moment. 

“  The  picture  which  your  divine  goodness  has  displayed  to 
my  vision,”  he  exclaimed  at  last,  “  comprises,  O  sublime  Crea¬ 
tor  of  all  things  !  unspeakable  admonitions  ;  and  my  soul  is 
overwhelmed,  in  contemplating  it,  with  admiration  for  the  les¬ 
sons  which  flow  from  your  works,  and  with  compassion  for  the 
insensate  beings  who  do  not  recognize  your  hand. 

“  Here  is  a  treasure,  as  men  express  it,  which  has  perhaps 
many  times  cost  its  owner  his  peace  of  mind  and  of  soul. 
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“  Here  is  the  Kardouon,  who  has  found  these  pieces  of  gold, 
and  who,  enlightened  only  by  the  feeble  instinct  with  which 
you  have  provided  his  species,  has  taken  them  for  slices  of  roots 
dried  up  by  the  sun. 

“  Here  is  the  poor  Xailoun,  whose  eyes  have  been  dazzled  by 
the  brilliancy  of  the  Kardouon’s  vesture,  because  his  intelligence 
could  not  pierce,  by  mounting  up  to  you,  the  shadows  which 
envelop  him  like  the  swaddling-clothes  of  a  cradled  infant,  and 
adore  in  this  magnificent  apparel  the  all-powerful  hand  which 
thus  adorns  at  its  will  the  humblest  of  its  creatures. 

“  Here  is  the  fakir  Abhoc,  who  trusted  in  the  natural  timid¬ 
ity  of  the  Kardouon  and  the  imbecility  of  Xailoun  to  remain 
sole  possessor  of  so  much  wealth,  and  render  himself  opulent 
all  his  declining  age. 

“Here  is  Doctor  Abhac,  who  has  counted  on  the  dispute 
which  must  be  excited  on  awaking  by  the  division  of  these 
treacherous  vanities  of  fortune,  to  become  an  intermediary 
between  the  claimants  and  exact  a  double  portion  for  his  fee. 

“  Here  is  the  King  of  the  Sands,  who  came  last,  revolv¬ 
ing  fatal  ideas  and  projects  of  death,  in  the  wonted  manner  of 
those  deplorable  men  whom  your  sovereign  grace  abandons  to 
the  passions  of  the  earth ;  and  who  promised  himself,  perhaps, 
to  butcher  the  first  comers  during  the  night,  so  far  as  I  can 
judge  by  the  desperate  violence  with  which  his  hand  has  grasped 
his  canjar. 

“  And  all  five  are  asleep  forever  under  the  poisonous  shade 
of  the  Upas,  the  baleful  seeds  of  which  a  breath  of  your  anger 
has  blown  from  the  depths  of  the  forests  of  Java.” 

When  he  had  said  what  I  have  just  related,  Lockman  fell 
upon  his  face  and  worshiped  God. 

And  when  Lockman  had  arisen,  he  passed  his  hand  through 
his  beard  and  continued. 

“  The  respect  which  is  due  to  the  dead,”  he  went  on,  “  for¬ 
bids  us  to  leave  their  remains  a  prey  to  the  beasts  of  the  desert. 
The  living  judge  the  living,  but  the  dead  belong  to  God.” 

And  he  detached  the  pruning-knife  from  Xailoun’s  belt  to 
dig  three  graves. 

In  the  first  grave  he  placed  the  fakir  Abhoc. 

In  the  second  grave  he  placed  Doctor  Abhac. 

In  the  third  grave  he  buried  the  King  of  the  Sands. 

“  As  for  thee,  Xailoun,”  continued  Lockman,  “  I  will  carry 
thee  far  from  the  deadly  influence  of  the  tree-poison,  so  that 
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thy  friends,  if  any  there  remain  to  thee  on  the  earth  since  the 
death  of  the  Kardouon,  may  come  to  weep  thee  without  danger 
in  the  spot  where  thou  reposest ;  and  I  will  do  thus,  my  friend, 
because  thou  hast  spread  thy  cloak  over  the  sleeping  Kardouon 
to  preserve  him  from  the  cold.” 

Then  Lockman  carried  Xailoun  far  from  thence,  and  dug 
him  a  grave  in  a  little  blossomy  ravine,  which  the  springs  of 
the  desert  bathed  often  but  never  overflowed,  under  trees 
whose  foliage  floating  in  the  wind  effused  around  it  only 
coolness  and  fragrance. 

And  when  he  had  finished  this,  Lockman  a  second  time 
passed  his  hand  through  his  beard ;  and  after  some  reflection, 
Lockman  went  to  seek  the  Kardouon,  who  was  dead  beneath 
the  poisonous  tree  of  Java. 

After  which  Lockman  dug  a  fifth  grave  for  the  Kardouon 
above  Xailoun’s,  on  a  lee  side  better  exposed  to  the  warmth  of 
the  sun,  whose  dawning  rays  awaken  the  gayety  of  the  liz¬ 
ards. 

“God  preserve  me,”  said  Lockman,  “from  separating  in 
death  those  who  loved  one  another  !  ” 

And  when  he  had  spoken  thus,  Lockman  a  third  time  passed 
his  hand  through  his  beard ;  and  after  having  reflected,  Lock- 
man  returned  to  the  foot  of  the  Upas  tree. 

After  which  he  dug  there  a  very  deep  grave,  and  in  it 
interred  the  treasure. 

“  This  precaution,”  he  said,  smiling  within  his  heart,  “  may 
save  the  life  of  a  man  or  that  of  a  Kardouon.” 

After  which  Lockman  resumed  his  path  with  great  fatigue, 
in  order  to  lie  down  near  the  grave  of  Xailoun ;  and  he  felt 
himself  sinking  before  he  arrived  there,  on  account  of  his  great 
age. 

And  when  Lockman  had  reached  the  grave  of  Xailoun,  he 
sank  all  at  once,  let  himself  fall  on  the  earth,  lifted  his  soul 
toward  God,  and  died. 

This  is  the  history  of  the  sage  Lockman. 

VII.  The  Spirit  op  God. 

The  following  day  there  chanced  to  be  in  the  air  one  of 
those  Spirits  of  God  whom  you  have  never  seen  except  in  your 
dreams,  who  hovered,  again  soared  aloft,  seemed  at  times  to  lose 
himself  in  the  eternal  azure,  descended  once  more,  and  balanced 
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himself  at  heights  that  thought  cannot  measure,  on  great  blue 
wings,  like  a  giant  butterfly. 

As  he  came  closer  and  closer,  one  might  see  displayed  the 
locks  of  his  blonde  hair  like  gold  from  the  furnace ;  and  he  let 
himself  move  at  the  will  of  the  zephyrs  which  rocked  him, 
throwing  out  his  ivory  arms  and  his  head  abandoned  to  all  the 
little  uses  of  the  sky. 

Then  he  alighted,  springing  with  his  feet  upon  the  frail 
boughs  without  weighing  down  a  leaf,  without  bending  a 
flower;  and  then  he  flew,  caressing  it  with  the  fluttering  of  his 
wings,  around  the  new-made  grave  of  Xailoun. 

u  What !  ”  he  cried,  “  so  Xailoun  is  dead,  Xailoun  whom 
heaven  awaits  on  account  of  his  innocence  and  his  simplicity  ? 

And  from  his  large  blue  wings,  which  caressed  the  grave  of 
Xailoun,  he  let  fall  on  the  midst  of  the  earth  which  covered  it 
a  little  feather  which  suddenly  took  root  there,  sprouted,  and 
developed  into  the  most  beautiful  plume  that  ever  was  seen  to 
crown  the  coffin  of  a  king ;  this  he  did  the  better  to  find  the 
place  again. 

Then  he  perceived  the  poet,  who  was  asleep  in  death  as  in 
a  joyous  dream,  and  all  whose  features  were  smiling  with  peace 
and  happiness. 

“  My  Lockman  too,”  said  the  Spirit,  “  wished  to  grow  young 
again  to  resemble  us,  though  he  had  passed  but  a  small  number 
of  seasons  among  men,  who  have  not  had  time,  alas  !  to  profit 
by  his  lessons.  Come  nevertheless,  my  brother,  come  with  me, 
awake  from  death  to  follow  me ;  come  to  the  eternal  day,  come 
to  God !  ” 

At  the  same  instant  he  applied  a  kiss  of  resurrection  to  the 
forehead  of  Lockman,  lifted  him  lightly  from  his  bed  of  moss, 
and  plunged  with  him  into  the  sky,  so  deep  that  the  eagle’s  eye 
would  fatigue  itself  in  searching  for  them  before  being  fully 
opened  to  their  departure. 

Tins  is  the  history  of  the  Angel. 

VIII.  The  End  of  the  Golden  Dream. 

That  which  I  have  just  related  to  you  passed  infinite  ages 
ago,  and  since  that  time  the  name  of  the  sage  Lockman  has 
never  departed  from  the  memories  of  men. 

And  since  that  time  the  Upas  ever  spreads  its  boughs,  whose 
shade  brings  death,  between  the  springs  that  flow  forever. 

This  is  the  history  of  the  World. 
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ROGER  MALVIN’S  BURIAL. 

By  NATHANIEL  HAWTHORNE. 

(From  “  Mosses  from  an  Old  Manse.”) 

[Nathaniel  Hawthorne:  American  story- writer ;  born  at  Salem,  Mass., 
July  4,  1804;  died  at  Plymouth,  N.H.,  May  19,  1864.  His  official  positions,  in 
the  customhouse  at  Salem  and  as  United  States  consul  at  Liverpool,  furnished 
him  with  many  opportunities  for  the  study  of  human  nature.  His  literary 
popularity  was  of  slow  growth,  but  was  founded  on  the  eternal  verities.  His 
most  famous  novels  are  “The  Scarlet  Letter,”  1860;  “  The  House  of  the  Seven 
Gables,”  1851 ;  “The  Blithedale  Romance,”  1852;  “The  Marble  Faun,”  1860; 
“  Septimius  Felton,”  posthumous.  He  wrote  a  great  number  of  short  stories, 
inimitable  in  style  and  full  of  weird  imagination.  “Twice-told  Tales,”  first 
series,  appeared  in  1837;  “Mosses  from  an  Old  Manse,”  1846;  “The  Snow 
Image  and  Other  Twice-told  Tales,”  in  1852  ;  “Tanglewood  Tales,”  in  1853.] 

One  of  the  few  incidents  of  Indian  warfare  naturally  sus¬ 
ceptible  of  the  moonlight  of  romance  was  that  expedition  un¬ 
dertaken  for  the  defense  of  the  frontiers  in  the  year  1725,  which 
resulted  in  the  well-remembered  “  Lovell’s  Fight.”  Imagina¬ 
tion,  by  casting  certain  circumstances  judicially  into  the  shade, 
may  see  much  to  admire  in  the  heroism  of  a  little  band  who 
gave  battle  to  twice  their  number  in  the  heart  of  the  enemy’s 
country.  The  open  bravery  displayed  by  both  parties  was  in 
accordance  with  civilized  ideas  of  valor  ;  and  chivalry  itself 
might  not  blush  to  record  the  deeds  of  one  or  two  individuals. 
The  battle,  though  so  fatal  to  those  who  fought,  was  not  unfor¬ 
tunate  in  its  consequences  to  the  country  ;  for  it  broke  the 
strength  of  a  tribe  and  conduced  to  the  peace  which  subsisted 
during  several  ensuing  years.  History  and  tradition  are  un¬ 
usually  minute  in  their  memorials  of  this  affair  ;  and  the  cap¬ 
tain  of  a  scouting  party  of  frontier  men  has  acquired  as  actual 
a  military  renown  as  many  a  victorious  leader  of  thousands. 
Some  of  the  incidents  contained  in  the  following  pages  will  be 
recognized,  notwithstanding  the  substitution  of  fictitious  names, 
by  such  as  have  heard,  from  old  men’s  lips,  the  fate  of  the  few 
combatants  who  were  in  a  condition  to  retreat  after  “  Lovell’s 
Fight.” 

******* 

The  early  sunbeams  hovered  cheerfully  upon  the  tree  tops, 
beneath  which  two  weary  and  wounded  men  had  stretched 
their  limbs  the  night  before.  Their  bed  of  withered  oak  leaves 
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was  strewn  upon  the  small  level  space,  at  the  foot  of  a  rock,  sit¬ 
uated  near  the  summit  of  one  of  the  gentle  swells  by  which  the 
face  of  the  country  is  there  diversified.  The  mass  of  granite, 
rearing  its  smooth,  flat  surface  fifteen  or  twenty  feet  above  their 
heads,  was  not  unlike  a  gigantic  gravestone,  upon  which  the 
veins  seemed  to  form  an  inscription  in  forgotten  characters. 
On  a  tract  of  several  acres  around  this  rock,  oaks  and  other 
hardwood  trees  had  supplied  the  place  of  the  pines,  which  were 
the  usual  growth  of  the  land ;  and  a  young  and  vigorous  sap¬ 
ling  stood  close  beside  the  travelers. 

The  severe  wound  of  the  elder  man  had  probably  deprived 
him  of  sleep  ;  for,  so  soon  as  the  first  ray  of  sunshine  rested  on 
the  top  of  the  highest  tree,  he  reared  himself  painfully  from  his 
recumbent  posture  and  sat  erect.  The  deep  lines  of  his  counte¬ 
nance  and  the  scattered  gray  of  his  hair  marked  him  as  past  the 
middle  age  ;  but  his  muscular  frame  would,  but  for  the  effects 
of  his  wound,  have  been  as  capable  of  sustaining  fatigue  as  in 
the  early  vigor  of  life.  Languor  and  exhaustion  now  sat  upon 
his  haggard  features  :  and  the  despairing  glance  which  he  sent 
forward  through  the  depths  of  the  forest  proved  his  own  con¬ 
viction  that  his  pilgrimage  was  at  an  end.  He  next  turned  his 
eyes  to  the  companion  who  reclined  by  his  side.  The  youth  — 
for  he  had  scarcely  attained  the  years  of  manhood  —  lay,  with 
his  head  upon  his  arm,  in  the  embrace  of  an  unqiiiet  sleep, 
which  a  thrill  of  pain  from  his  wounds  seemed  each  moment  on 
the  point  of  breaking.  His  right  hand  grasped  a  musket ;  and, 
to  judge  from  the  violent  action  of  his  features,  his  slumbers 
were  bringing  back  a  vision  of  the  conflict  of  which  he  was  one 
of  the  few  survivors.  A  shout  —  deep  and  loud  in  his  dream¬ 
ing  fancy  —  found  its  way  in  an  imperfect  murmur  to  his  lips  ; 
and,  starting  even  at  the  slight  sound  of  his  own  voice,  he  sud¬ 
denly  awoke.  The  first  act  of  reviving  recollection  was  to 
make  anxious  inquiries  respecting  the  condition  of  his  wounded 
fellow-traveler.  The  latter  shook  his  head. 

“  Reuben,  my  boy,”  said  he,  “  this  rock  beneath  which  we 
sit  will  serve  for  an  old  hunter’s  gravestone.  There  is  many 
and  many  a  long  mile  of  howling  wilderness  before  us  yet ;  nor 
would  it  avail  me  anything  if  the  smoke  of  my  own  chimney 
were  but  on  the  other  side  of  that  swell  of  land.  The  Indian 
bullet  was  deadlier  than  I  thought.” 

“You  are  weary  with  our  three  days’  travel,”  replied  the 
youth,  “  and  a  little  longer  rest  will  recruit  you.  Sit  you  here 
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while  I  search  the  woods  for  the  herbs  and  roots  that  must  be 
our  sustenance ;  and,  having  eaten,  you  shall  lean  on  me,  and 
we  will  turn  our  faces  homeward.  I  doubt  not  that,  with  my 
help,  you  can  attain  to  some  one  of  the  frontier  garrisons.” 

“  There  is  not  two  days’  life  in  me,  Reuben,”  said  the  other, 
calmly,  “  and  I  will  no  longer  burden  you  with  my  useless  body, 
when  you  can  scarcely  support  your  own.  Your  wounds  are 
deep  and  your  strength  is  failing  fast ;  yet,  if  you  hasten  on¬ 
ward  alone,  you  may  be  preserved.  For  me  there  is  no  hope, 
and  I  will  await  death  here.” 

“  If  it  must  be  so,  I  will  remain  and  watch  by  you,”  said 
Reuben,  resolutely. 

“No,  my  son,  no,”  rejoined  his  companion.  “  Let  the  wish 
of  a  dying  man  have  weight  with  you  ;  give  me  one  grasp  of 
your  hand,  and  get  you  hence.  Think  you  that  my  last  mo¬ 
ments  will  be  eased  by  the  thought  that  I  leave  you  to  die  a 
more  lingering  death  ?  I  have  loved  you  like  a  father,  Reuben  ; 
and  at  a  time  like  this  I  should  have  something  of  a  father’s  au¬ 
thority.  I  charge  you  to  be  gone  that  I  may  die  in  peace.” 

“  And  because  you  have  been  a  father  to  me,  should  I  there¬ 
fore  leave  you  to  perish  and  to  lie  unburied  in  the  wilderness  ?  ” 
exclaimed  the  youth.  “  No  ;  if  your  end  be  in  truth  approach¬ 
ing,  I  will  watch  by  you  and  receive  your  parting  words.  I 
will  dig  a  grave  here  by  the  rock,  in  which,  if  my  weakness 
overcome  me,  we  will  rest  together  ;  or,  if  Heaven  gives  me 
strength,  I  will  seek  my  way  home.” 

“  In  the  cities  and  wherever  men  dwell,”  replied  the  other, 
“  they  bury  their  dead  in  the  earth  ;  they  hide  them  from  the 
sight  of  the  living ;  but  here,  where  no  step  may  pass  perhaps 
for  a  hundred  years,  wherefore  should  I  not  rest  beneath  the 
open  sky,  covered  only  by  the  oak  leaves  when  the  autumn 
winds  shall  strew  them  ?  And  for  a  monument,  here  is  this 
gray  rock,  on  which  my  dying  hand  shall  carve  the  name  of 
Roger  Malvin  ;  and  the  traveler  in  days  to  come  will  know  that 
here  sleeps  a  hunter  and  a  warrior.  Tarry  not,  then,  for  a  folly 
like  this,  but  hasten  away,  if  not  for  your  own  sake,  for  hers 
who  will  else  be  desolate.” 

Malvin  spoke  the  last  few  words  in  a  faltering  voice,  and 
their  effect  upon  his  companion  was  strongly  visible.  They 
reminded  him  that  there  were  other  and  less  questionable  duties 
than  that  of  sharing  the  fate  of  a  man  whom  his  death  could 
not  benefit.  Nor  can  it  be  affirmed  that  no  selfish  feeling  strove 
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to  enter  Reuben’s  heart,  though  the  consciousness  made  him 
more  earnestly  resist  his  companion’s  entreaties. 

“  How  terrible  to  wait  the  slow  approach  of  death  in  this 
solitude  !  ”  exclaimed  he.  “  A  brave  man  does  not  shrink  in 
the  battle  ;  and,  when  friends  stand  round  the  bed,  even  women 
may  die  composedly  ;  but  here - ” 

“  I  shall  not  shrink  even  here,  Reuben  Bourne,”  interrupted 
Malvin.  “lama  man  of  no  weak  heart,  and,  if  I  were,  there 
is  a  surer  support  than  that  of  earthly  friends.  You  are  young, 
and  life  is  dear  to  you.  Your  last  moments  will  need  comfort 
far  more  than  mine  ;  and  when  you  have  laid  me  in  the  earth, 
and  are  alone,  and  night  is  settling  on  the  forest,  you  will  feel 
all  the  bitterness  of  the  death  that  may  now  be  escaped.  But 
I  will  urge  no  selfish  motive  to  your  generous  nature.  Leave 
me  for  my  sake,  that,  having  said  a  prayer  for  your  safety,  I 
may  have  space  to  settle  my  account  undisturbed  by  worldly 
sorrows.” 

“And  your  daughter,  — how  shall  I  dare  to  meet  her  eye?  ” 
exclaimed  Reuben.  “  She  will  ask  the  fate  of  her  father,  whose 
life  I  vowed  to  defend  with  my  own.  Must  I  tell  her  that  he 
traveled  three  days’  march  with  me  from  the  field  of  battle  and 
that  then  I  left  him  to  perish  in  the  wilderness?  Were  it  not 
better  to  lie  down  and  die  by  your  side  than  to  return  safe  and 
say  this  to  Dorcas?  ” 

“  Tell  my  daughter,”  said  Roger  Malvin,  “  that,  though 
yourself  sore  wounded,  and  weak,  and  weary,  you  led  my 
tottering  footsteps  many  a  mile,  and  left  me  only  at  my  earnest 
entreaty,  because  I  would  not  have  your  blood  upon  my  soul. 
Tell  her  that  through  pain  and  danger  you  were  faithful,  and 
that,  if  your  lifeblood  could  have  saved  me,  it  would  have  flowed 
to  its  last  drop  ;  and  tell  her  that  you  will  be  something  dearer 
than  a  father,  and  that  my  blessing  is  with  you  both,  and  that 
my  dying  eyes  can  see  a  long  and  pleasant  path  in  which  you 
will  journey  together.” 

As  Malvin  spoke  he  almost  raised  himself  from  the  ground, 
and  the  energy  of  his  concluding  words  seemed  to  fill  the  wild 
and  lonely  forest  with  a  vision  of  happiness  ;  but,  when  he 
sank  exhausted  upon  his  bed  of  oak  leaves,  the  light  which 
had  kindled  in  Reuben’s  eye  was  quenched.  He  felt  as  if  it 
were  both  sin  and  folly  to  think  of  happiness  at  such  a  moment. 
His  companion  watched  his  changing  countenance,  and  sought 
with  generous  art  to  wile  him  to  his  own  good. 
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“  Perhaps  I  deceive  myself  in  regard  to  the  time  I  have  to 
live,”  he  resumed.  “  It  may  be  that,  with  speedy  assistance,  I 
might  recover  of  my  wound.  The  foremost  fugitives  must,  ere 
this,  have  carried  tidings  of  our  fatal  battle  to  the  frontiers, 
and  parties  will  be  out  to  succor  those  in  like  condition  with 
ourselves.  Should  you  meet  one  of  these  and  guide  them 
hither,  who  can  tell  but  that  I  may  sit  by  my  own  fireside 
again?  ” 

A  mournful  smile  strayed  across  the  features  of  the  dying 
man  as  he  insinuated  that  unfounded  hope,  —  which,  however, 
was  not  without  its  effect  on  Reuben.  No  merely  selfish  motive, 
nor  even  the  desolate  condition  of  Dorcas,  could  have  induced 
him  to  desert  his  companion  at  such  a  moment  —  but  his  wishes 
seized  on  the  thought  that  Malvin’s  life  might  be  preserved, 
and  his  sanguine  nature  heightened  almost  to  certainty  the 
remote  possibility  of  procuring  human  aid. 

“  Surely  there  is  reason,  weighty  reason,  to  hope  that  friends 
are  not  far  distant,”  he  said,  half  aloud.  “  There  fled  one 
coward,  unwounded,  in  the  beginning  of  the  fight,  and  most 
probably  he  made  good  speed.  Every  true  man  on  the  frontier 
would  shoulder  his  musket  at  the  news  ;  and,  though  no  party 
may  range  so  far  into  the  woods  as  this,  I  shall  perhaps  en¬ 
counter  them  in  one  day’s  march.  Counsel  me  faithfully,”  he 
added,  turning  to  Malvin,  in  distrust  of  his  own  motives. 
“Were  your  situation  mine,  would  you  desert  me  while  life 
remained  ?  ” 

“  It  is  now  twenty  years,”  replied  Roger  Malvin,  —  sighing, 
however,  as  he  secretly  acknowledged  the  wide  dissimilarity  be¬ 
tween  the  two  cases,  —  “  it  is  now  twenty  years  since  I  escaped 
with  one  dear  friend  from  Indian  captivity  near  Montreal.  W e 
journeyed  many  days  through  the  woods,  till  at  length  over¬ 
come  with  hunger  and  weariness,  my  friend  lay  down  and  be¬ 
sought  me  to  leave  him ;  for  he  knew  that,  if  I  remained, 
we  both  must  perish ;  and,  with  but  little  hope  of  obtaining 
succor,  I  heaped  a  pillow  of  dry  leaves  beneath  his  head  and 
hastened  on.” 

“  And  did  you  return  in  time  to  save  him  ?  ”  asked  Reuben, 
hanging  on  Malvin’s  words  as  if  they  were  to  be  prophetic  of 
his  own  success. 

“  I  did,”  answered  the  other.  “  I  came  upon  the  camp  of 
a  hunting  party  before  sunset  of  the  same  day.  I  guided  them 
to  the  spot  where  my  comrade  was  expecting  death ;  and  he  is 
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now  a  hale  and  hearty  man  upon  his  own  farm,  far  within 
the  frontiers,  while  I  lie  wounded  here  in  the  depths  of  the 
wilderness.” 

This  example,  powerful  in  affecting  Reuben’s  decision,  was 
aided,  unconsciously  to  himself,  by  the  hidden  strength  of  many 
another  motive.  Roger  Malvin  perceived  that  the  victory  was 
nearly  won. 

“Now,  go,  my  son,  and  Heaven  prosper  you!”  he  said. 
“  Turn  not  back  with  your  friends  when  you  meet  them,  lest 
your  wounds  and  weariness  overcome  you,  but  send  hither¬ 
ward  two  or  three,  that  may  be  spared,  to  search  for  me ;  and 
believe  me,  Reuben,  my  heart  will  be  lighter  with  every  step 
you  take  towards  home.”  Yet  there  was,  perhaps,  a  change  both 
in  his  countenance  and  voice  as  he  spoke  thus ;  for,  after  all,  it 
was  a  ghastly  fate  to  be  left  expiring  in  the  wilderness. 

Reuben  Bourne,  but  half  convinced  that  he  was  acting 
rightly,  at  length  raised  himself  from  the  ground  and  prepared 
himself  for  his  departure.  And  first,  though  contrary  to  Hal¬ 
vin' s  wishes,  he  collected  a  stock  of  roots  and  herbs,  which  had 
been  their  only  food  during  the  last  two  days.  This  useless 
supply  he  placed  within  reach  of  the  dying  man,  for  whom, 
also,  he  swept  together  a  bed  of  dry  oak  leaves.  Then  climb¬ 
ing  to  the  summit  of  the  rock,  which  on  one  side  was  rough 
and  broken,  he  bent  the  oak  sapling  downward,  and  bound  his 
handkerchief  to  the  topmost  branch.  This  precaution  was  not 
unnecessary  to  direct  any  who  might  come  in  search  of  Malvin ; 
for  every  part  of  the  rock,  except  its  broad,  smooth  front,  was 
concealed  at  a  little  distance  by  the  dense  undergrowth  of  the 
forest.  The  handkerchief  had  been  the  bandage  of  a  wound 
upon  Reuben’s  arm  ;  and,  as  he  bound  it  to  the  tree,  he  vowed 
by  the  blood  that  stained  it  that  he  would  return,  either  to  save 
his  companion’s  life,  or  to  lay  his  body  in  the  grave.  He  then 
descended,  and  stood,  with  downcast  eyes,  to  receive  Roger 
Malvin’s  parting  words. 

The  experience  of  the  latter  suggested  much  and  minute 
advice  respecting  the  youth’s  journey  through  the  trackless 
forest.  Upon  this  subject  he  spoke  with  calm  earnestness,  as 
if  he  were  sending  Reuben  to  the  battle  or  the  chase  while  he 
himself  remained  secure  at  home,  and  not  as  if  the  human 
countenance  that  was  about  to  leave  him  were  the  last  he 
would  ever  behold.  But  his  firmness  was  shaken  before  he 
concluded. 
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“  Carry  my  blessing  to  Dorcas,  and  say  that  my  last  prayer 
shall  be  for  her  and  you.  Bid  her  to  have  no  hard  thoughts 
because  you  left  me  here,”  —  Reuben’s  heart  smote  him,  —  “for 
that  your  life  would  not  have  weighed  with  you  if  its  sacrifice 
could  have  done  me  good.  She  will  marry  you  after  she  has 
mourned  a  little  while  for  her  father ;  and  Heaven  grant  you 
long  and  happy  days,  and  may  your  children’s  children  stand 
round  your  deathbed  !  And,  Reuben,”  added  he,  as  the  weak¬ 
ness  of  mortality  made  its  way  at  last,  “  return,  when  your 
wounds  are  healed  and  your  weariness  refreshed,  —  return  to 
this  wild  rock,  and  lay  my  bones  in  the  grave,  and  say  a  prayer 
over  them.” 

An  almost  superstitious  regard,  arising  perhaps  from  the 
customs  of  the  Indians,  whose  war  was  with  the  dead  as  well  as 
the  living,  was  paid  by  the  frontier  inhabitants  to  the  rites  of 
sepulture ;  and  there  are  many  instances  of  the  sacrifice  of  life 
in  the  attempt  to  bury  those  who  had  fallen  by  the  “  sword  of 
the  wilderness.”  Reuben,  therefore,  felt  the  full  importance  of 
the  promise  which  he  most  solemnly  made  to  return  and  perform 
Roger  Malvin’s  obsequies.  It  was  remarkable  that  the  latter, 
speaking  his  whole  heart  in  his  parting  words,  no  longer  en¬ 
deavored  to  persuade  the  youth  that  even  the  speediest  succor 
might  avail  to  the  preservation  of  his  life.  Reuben  was  inter¬ 
nally  convinced  that  he  should  see  Malvin’s  living  face  no  more. 
His  generous  nature  would  fain  have  delayed  him,  at  whatever 
risk,  till  the  dying  scene  were  past ;  but  the  desire  of  existence 
and  the  hope  of  happiness  had  strengthened  in  his  heart,  and  he 
was  unable  to  resist  them. 

“  It  is  enough,”  said  Roger  Malvin,  having  listened  to 
Reuben’s  promise.  “  Go,  and  God  speed  you  !  ” 

The  youth  pressed  his  hand  in  silence,  turned,  and  was 
departing.  His  slow  and  faltering  steps,  however,  had  borne 
him  but  a  little  way  before  Malvin’s  voice  recalled  him. 

“  Reuben,  Reuben,”  said  he,  faintly ;  and  Reuben  returned 
and  knelt  down  by  the  dying  man. 

“  Raise  me,  and  let  me  lean  against  the  rock,”  was  his  last 
request.  “  My  face  will  be  turned  towards  home,  and  I  shall 
see  you  a  moment  longer  as  you  pass  among  the  trees.” 

Reuben,  having  made  the  desired  alteration  in  his  compan¬ 
ion’s  posture,  again  began  his  solitary  pilgrimage  He  walked 
more  hastily  at  first  than  was  consistent  with  his  strength ;  for 
a  sort  of  guilty  feeling,  which  sometimes  torments  men  in  their 
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most  justifiable  acts,  caused  him  to  seek  concealment  from 
Maly  in’s  eyes  ;  but  after  be  had  trodden  far  upon  the  rustling 
forest  leaves  he  crept  back,  impelled  by  a  wild  and  painful 
curiosity,  and,  sheltered  by  the  earthy  roots  of  an  uptorn  tree, 
gazed  earnestly  at  the  desolate  man.  The  morning  sun  was 
unclouded,  and  the  trees  and  shrubs  imbibed  the  sweet  air  of 
the  month  of  May ;  yet  there  seemed  a  gloom  on  Nature  s  face, 
as  if  she  sympathized  with  mortal  pain  and  sorrow.  Roger 
Malvin’s  hands  were  uplifted  in  a  fervent  prayer,  some  of  the 
words  of  which  stole  through  the  stillness  of  the  woods  and 
entered  Reuben’s  heart,  torturing  it  with  an  unutterable  pang. 
They  were  the  broken  accents  of  a  petition  for  his  own  happi¬ 
ness  and  that  of  Dorcas ;  and,  as  the  youth  listened,  conscience, 
or  something  in  its  similitude,  pleaded  strongly  with  him  to 
return  and  lie  down  again  by  the  rock.  He  felt  how  hard  was 
the  doom  of  the  kind  and  generous  being  whom  he  had  deserted 
in  his  extremity.  Death  would  come  like  the  slow  approach  of 
a  corpse,  stealing  gradually  towards  him  through  the  forest, 
and  showing  its  ghastly  and  motionless  features  from  behind  a 
nearer  and  yet  a  nearer  tree.  But  such  must  have  been  Reuben’s 
own  fate  had  he  tarried  another  sunset ;  and  who  shall  impute 
blame  to  him  if  he  shrink  from  so  useless  a  sacrifice  ?  As  he 
gave  a  parting  look,  a  breeze  waved  the  little  banner  upon  the 
sapling  oak  and  reminded  Reuben  of  his  vow. 

******* 

Many  circumstances  combined  to  retard  the  wounded  trav¬ 
eler  in  his  way  to  the  frontiers.  On  the  second  day  the  clouds, 
gathering  densely  over  the  sky,  precluded  the  possibility  of 
regulating  his  course  by  the  position  of  the  sun ;  and  he  knew 
not  but  that  every  effort  of  his  almost  exhausted  strength  was 
removing  him  farther  from  the  home  he  sought.  His  scanty 
sustenance  was  supplied  by  the  berries  and  other  spontaneous 
products  of  the  forest.  Herds  of  deer,  it  is  true,  sometimes 
bounded  past  him,  and  partridges  frequently  whirred  up  before 
his  footsteps;  but  his  ammunition  had  been  expended  in  the 
fight,  and  he  had  no  means  of  slaying  them.  His  wounds, 
irritated  by  the  constant  exertion  in  which  lay  the  only  hope  of 
life,  wore  away  his  strength  and  at  intervals  confused  his  rea¬ 
son.  But,  even  in  the  wanderings  of  intellect,  Reuben’s  young 
heart  clung  strongly  to  existence ;  and  it  was  only  through 
absolute  incapacity  of  motion  that  he  at  last  sank  down  beneath 
a  tree,  compelled  there  to  await  death. 
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In  this  situation  he  was  discovered  by  a  party  who,  upon 
the  first  intelligence  of  the  fight,  had  been  dispatched  to  the 
relief  of  the  survivors.  They  conveyed  him  to  the  nearest 
settlement,  which  chanced  to  be  that  of  his  own  residence. 

Dorcas,  in  the  simplicity  of  the  olden  time,  watched  by  the 
bedside  of  her  wounded  lover,  and  administered  all  those  com¬ 
forts  that  are  in  the  sole  gift  of  woman’s  heart  and  hand. 
During  several  days  Reuben’s  recollection  strayed  drowsily 
among  the  perils  and  hardships  through  which  he  had  passed, 
and  he  was  incapable  of  returning  definite  answers  to  the  in¬ 
quiries  with  which  many  were  eager  to  harass  him.  No  authen¬ 
tic  particulars  of  the  battle  had  yet  been  circulated  ;  nor  could 
mothers,  wives,  and  children  tell  whether  their  loved  ones  were 
detained  by  captivity  or  by  the  stronger  chain  of  death.  Dor¬ 
cas  nourished  her  apprehensions  in  silence  till  one  afternoon 
when  Reuben  awoke  from  an  unquiet  sleep,  and  seemed  to  rec¬ 
ognize  her  more  perfectly  than  at  any  previous  time.  She  saw 
that  his  intellect  had  become  composed,  and  she  could  no  longer 
restrain  her  filial  anxiety. 

“My  father,  Reuben?”  she  began;  but  the  change  in  her 
lover’s  countenance  made  her  pause. 

The  youth  shrank  as  if  with  a  bitter  pain,  and  the  blood 
gushed  vividly  into  his  wan  and  hollow  cheeks.  His  first 
impulse  was  to  cover  his  face  ;  but,  apparently  with  a  desperate 
effort,  he  half  raised  himself  and  spoke  vehemently,  defending 
himself  against  an  imaginary  accusation. 

“Your  father  was  sore  wounded  in  the  battle,  Dorcas ;  and 
he  bade  me  not  burden  myself  with  him,  but  only  to  lead  him 
to  the  lake  side,  that  he  might  quench  his  thirst  and  die.  But 
I  would  not  desert  the  old  man  in  his  extremity,  and,  though 
bleeding  myself,  I  supported  him  ;  I  gave  him  half  my  strength, 
and  led  him  away  with  me.  For  three  days  we  journeyed  on 
together,  and  your  father  was  sustained  beyond  my  hopes,  but, 
awaking  at  sunrise  on  the  fourth  day,  I  found  him  faint  and 
exhausted ;  he  was  unable  to  proceed ;  his  life  had  ebbed  away 
fast ;  and - ” 

“  He  died  !  ”  exclaimed  Dorcas,  faintly. 

Reuben  felt  it  impossible  to  acknowledge  that  his  selfish 
love  of  life  had  hurried  him  away  before  her  father’s  fate  was 
decided.  He  spoke  not ;  he  only  bowed  his  head ;  and,  be¬ 
tween  shame  and  exhaustion,  sank  back  and  hid  his  face  in  the 
pillow.  Dorcas  wept  when  her  fears  were  thus  confirmed ;  but 
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the  shock,  as  it  had  been  long  anticipated,  was  on  that  account 
the  less  violent. 

“You  dug  a  grave  for  my  poor  father  in  the  wilderness, 
Reuben?”  was  the  question  by  which  her  filial  piety  mani¬ 
fested  itself. 

“  My  hands  were  weak  ;  but  I  did  what  I  could,  replied 
the  youth  in  a  smothered  tone.  “  There  stands  a  noble  tomb¬ 
stone  above  his  head  ;  and  I  would  to  Heaven  I  slept  as  soundly 
as  he  !  ” 

Dorcas,  perceiving  the  wildness  of  his  latter  words,  inquired 
no  further  at  the  time  ;  but  her  heart  found  ease  in  the  thought 
that  Roger  Malvin  had  not  lacked  such  funeral  rites  as  it  was 
possible  to  bestow.  The  tale  of  Reuben’s  courage  and  fidelity 
lost  nothing  when  she  communicated  it  to  her  friends  ;  and  the 
poor  youth,  tottering  from  his  sick  chamber  to  breathe  the  sunny 
air,  experienced  from  every  tongue  the  miserable  and  humili¬ 
ating  torture  of  unmerited  praise.  All  acknowledged  that  he 
might  worthily  demand  the  hand  of  the  fair  maiden  to  whose 
father  he  had  been  “  faithful  unto  death  ” ;  and,  as  my  tale  is 
not  of  love,  it  shall  suffice  to  say  that  in  the  space  of  a  few 
months  Reuben  became  the  husband  of  Dorcas  Malvin.  Dur¬ 
ing  the  marriage  ceremony  the  bride  was  covered  with  blushes, 
but  the  bridegroom’s  face  was  pale. 

There  was  now  in  the  breast  of  Reuben  Bourne  an  incom¬ 
municable  thought  —  something  which  he  was  to  conceal  most 
heedfully  from  her  whom  he  most  loved  and  trusted.  He  re¬ 
gretted,  deeply  and  bitterly,  the  moral  cowardice  that  had 
restrained  his  words  when  he  was  about  to  disclose  the  truth 
to  Dorcas;  but  pride,  the  fear  of  losing  her  affection,  the  dread 
of  universal  scorn,  forbade  him  to  rectify  this  falsehood.  He 
felt  that  for  leaving  Roger  Malvin  he  deserved  no  censure. 
Ilia  presence,  the  gratuitous  sacrifice  of  his  own  life,  would 
have  added  only  another  and  a  needless  agony  to  the  last 
moments  of  the  dying  man ;  but  concealment  had  imparted  to 
a  justifiable  act  much  of  the  secret  effect  of  guilt ;  and  Reuben, 
while  reason  told  him  that  he  had  done  right,  experienced  in 
no  small  degree  the  mental  horrors  which  punish  the  perpe¬ 
trator  of  undiscovered  crime.  By  a  certain  association  of 
ideas,  he  at  times  almost  imagined  himself  a  murderer.  For 
years,  also,  a  thought  would  occasionally  recur,  which,  though 
lie  perceived  all  its  folly  and  extravagance,  he  had  not  power 
to  banish  from  his  mind.  It  was  a  haunting  and  torturing 
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fancy  that  his  father-in-law  was  yet  sitting  at  the  foot  of  tho 
rock,  on  the  withered  forest  leaves,  alive,  and  awaiting  his 
pledged  assistance.  These  mental  deceptions,  however,  came 
and  went,  nor  did  ho  ever  mistake  them  for  realities ;  hut  in 
the  calmest  and  clearest  moods  of  his  mind  he  was  conscious 
that  he  had  a  deep  vow  unredeemed,  and  that  an  unburied 
corpse  was  calling  to  him  out  of  the  wilderness.  Yet  such  was 
the  consequence  of  his  prevarication  that  lie  could  not  obey 
the  call.  It  was  now  too  late  to  require  the  assistance  of 
Roger  Malvin’s  friends  in  performing  his  long-deferred  sepul¬ 
ture  ;  and  superstitious  fears,  of  which  none  were  more  sus- 
ceptiblo  then  tho  peoplo  of  the  outward  settlements,  forbade 
Reuben  to  go  alone.  Neither  did  ho  know  where  in  tho  path¬ 
less  and  illimitable  forest  to  seek  that  smooth  and  lettered  rook 
at  the  base  of  which  tho  body  lay  :  his  remembrance  of  every 
portion  of  his  travel  thence  was  indistinct,  and  the  latter  part 
had  left  no  impression  upon  his  mind.  There  was,  however, 
a  continual  impulse,  a  voice  audible  only  to  himself,  command¬ 
ing  him  to  go  forth  and  redeem  his  vow  ;  and  he  had  a  strange 
impression  that,  wore  he  to  make  the  trial,  he  would  bo  led 
straight  to  Malvin’s  bones.  Rut  year  after  year  that  summons, 
unheard  but  felt,  was  disobeyed.  His  one  secret  thought  be¬ 
came  like  a  chain  binding  down  his  spirit  and  like  a  serpent 
gnawing  into  his  heart ;  and  he  was  transformed  into  a  sad 
and  downcast  yet  irritable  man. 

In  tho  course  of  a  few  years  after  their  marriage,  changes 
began  to  bo  visible  in  the  external  prosperity  of  Reuben  and 
Dorcas.  Tho  only  riches  of  the  former  had  been  his  stout  heart 
and  strong  arm ;  but  the  latter,  her  father’s  solo  heiress,  had 
made  her  husband  master  of  a  farm,  under  older  cultivation, 
larger,  and  better  stocked  than  most  of  tho  frontier  establish¬ 
ments.  Reuben  Bourne,  however,  was  a  neglectful  husband¬ 
man  ;  and,  while  tho  lands  of  tho  other  settlers  became  annually 
more  fruitful,  his  deteriorated  in  the  same  proportion.  The  dis¬ 
couragements  to  agriculture  wore  groatly  lessened  by  tho  cessa¬ 
tion  of  Indian  war,  during  which  men  held  tho  plow  in  ono 
hand  and  the  musket  in  tho  other,  and  were  fortunate  if  the 
products  of  their  dangerous  labor  were  not  destroyed,  either  in 
the  field  or  in  the  barn,  by  the  savage  enemy.  But  Reuben  did 
not  profit  by  the  altered  condition  of  the  country  ;  nor  can  it 
be  denied  that  his  intervals  of  industrious  attention  to  his  affairs 
wero  but  scantily  rewarded  with  success.  Tho  irritability  by 
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which  he  had  recently  become  distinguished  was  another  cause 
of  his  declining  prosperity,  as  it  occasioned  frequent  quarrels  in 
his  unavoidable  intercourse  with  the  neighboring  settlers.  The 
results  of  these  were  innumerable  lawsuits  ;  for  the  people  of 
New  England,  in  the  earliest  stages  and  wildest  circumstances 
of  the  country,  adopted,  whenever  attainable,  the  legal  mode  of 
deciding  their  differences.  To  be  brief,  the  world  did  not  go 
well  with  Reuben  Bourne  ;  and,  though  not  till  many  years  after 
his  marriage,  he  was  finally  a  ruined  man,  with  but  one  remain¬ 
ing  expedient  against  the  evil  fate  that  had  pursued  him.  He 
was  to  throw  sunlight  into  some  deep  recess  of  the  forest,  and 
seek  subsistence  from  the  virgin  bosom  of  the  wilderness. 

The  only  child  of  Reuben  and  Dorcas  was  a  son,  now  arrived 
at  the  age  of  fifteen  years,  beautiful  in  youth,  and  giving  promise 
of  a  glorious  manhood.  He  was  peculiarly  qualified  for,  and 
already  began  to  excel  in,  the  wild  accomplishments  of  frontier 
life.  His  foot  was  fleet,  his  aim  true,  his  apprehension  quick, 
his  heart  glad  and  high  ;  and  all  who  anticipated  the  return  of 
Indian  war  spoke  of  Cyrus  Bourne  as  a  future  leader  in  the 
land.  The  boy  was  loved  by  his  father  with  a  deep  and  silent 
strength,  as  if  whatever  was  good  and  happy  in  his  own  nature 
had  been  transferred  to  his  child,  carrying  his  affections  with  it. 
Even  Dorcas,  though  loving  and  beloved,  was  far  less  dear  to 
him ;  for  Reuben’s  secret  thoughts  and  insulated  emotions  had 
gradually  made  him  a  selfish  man,  and  he  could  no  longer  love 
deeply  except  where  he  saw  or  imagined  some  reflection  or  like¬ 
ness  of  his  own  mind.  In  Cyrus  he  recognized  what  he  had  him¬ 
self  been  in  other  days  ;  and  at  intervals  he  seemed  to  partake 
of  the  boy’s  spirit,  and  to  be  revived  with  a  fresh  and  happy 
life.  Reuben  was  accompanied  by  his  son  in  the  expedition 
for  the  purpose  of  selecting  a  tract  of  land,  and  felling  and  burn¬ 
ing  the  timber,  which  necessarily  preceded  the  removal  of  the 
household  gods.  Two  months  of  autumn  were  thus  occupied, 
after  which  Reuben  Bourne  and  his  young  hunter  returned  to 
spend  their  last  winter  in  the  settlements. 

******* 

It  was  early  in  the  month  of  May  that  the  little  family 
snapped  asunder  whatever  tendrils  of  affections  had  clung  to 
inanimate  objects,  and  bade  farewell  to  the  few  who,  in  the 
blight  of  fortune,  called  themselves  their  friends.  The  sadness 
of  the  parting  moment  had,  to  each  of  the  pilgrims,  its  peculiar 
alleviations.  Reuben,  a  moody  man,  and  misanthropic  because 
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unhappy,  strode  onward  with  his  usual  stern  brow  and  downcast 
eye,  feeling  few  regrets  and  disdaining  to  acknowledge  any. 
Dorcas,  while  she  wept  abundantly  over  the  broken  ties  by  which 
her  simple  and  affectionate  nature  had  bound  itself  to  every¬ 
thing,  felt  that  the  inhabitants  of  her  inmost  heart  moved  on 
with  her,  and  that  all  else  would  be  supplied  wherever  she  might 
go.  And  the  boy  dashed  one  tear  drop  from  his  eye,  and  thought 
of  the  adventurous  pleasures  of  the  untrodden  forest. 

Oh,  who,  in  the  enthusiasm  of  a  daydream,  has  not  wished 
that  he  were  a  wanderer  in  a  world  of  summer  wilderness,  with 
one  fair  and  gentle  being  hanging  lightly  on  his  arm?  In  youth 
his  free  and  exulting  step  would  know  no  barrier  but  the  roll¬ 
ing  ocean  or  the  snow-topped  mountains  ;  calmer  manhood 
would  choose  a  home  where  Nature  had  strewn  a  double  wealth 
in  the  vale  of  some  transparent  stream  ;  and  when  hoary  age, 
after  long,  long  years  of  that  pure  life,  stole  on  and  found  him 
there,  it  would  find  him  the  father  of  a  race,  the  patriarch  of  a 
people,  the  founder  of  a  mighty  nation  yet  to  be.  When  death, 
like  the  sweet  sleep  which  we  welcome  after  a  day  of  happiness, 
came  over  him,  his  far  descendants  would  mourn  over  the  ven¬ 
erated  dust.  Enveloped  by  tradition  in  mysterious  attributes, 
the  men  of  future  generations  would  call  him  godlike  ;  and 
remote  posterity  would  see  him  standing,  dimly  glorious,  far 
up  the  valley  of  a  hundred  centuries. 

The  tangled  and  gloomy  forest  through  which  the  per¬ 
sonages  of  my  tale  were  wandering  differed  widely  from  the 
dreamer’s  land  of  fantasy  ;  yet  there  was  something  in  their  way 
of  life  that  Nature  asserted  as  her  own,  and  the  gnawing  cares 
which  went  with  them  from  the  world  were  all  that  now 
obstructed  their  happiness.  One  stout  and  shaggy  steed,  the 
bearer  of  all  their  wealth,  did  not  shrink  from  the  added  weight 
of  Dorcas  ;  although  her  hardy  breeding  sustained  her,  during 
the  latter  part  of  each  day’s  journey,  by  her  husband’s  side. 
Reuben  and  his  son,  their  muskets  on  their  shoulders  and  their 
axes  slung  behind  them,  kept  an  unwearied  pace,  each  watch¬ 
ing  with  a  hunter’s  eye  for  the  game  that  supplied  their  food. 
When  hunger  bade,  they  halted  and  prepared  their  meal  on  the 
bank  of  some  unpolluted  forest  brook,  which,  as  they  knelt 
down  with  thirsty  lips  to  drink,  murmured  a  sweet  unwilling¬ 
ness,  like  a  maiden  at  love’s  first  kiss.  They  slept  beneath  a  hut 
of  branches,  and  awoke  at  peep  of  light  refreshed  for  the  toils 
of  another  day.  Dorcas  and  the  boy  went  on  joyously,  and  even 
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Reuben’s  spirit  shone  at  intervals  with  an  outward  gladness  ; 
but  inwardly  there  was  a  cold,  cold  sorrow,  which  he  compared 
to  the  snowdrifts  lying  deep  in  the  glens  and  hollows  of  the 
rivulets  while  the  leaves  were  brightly  green  above. 

Cyrus  Bourne  was  sufficiently  skilled  in  the  travel  of  the 
woods  to  observe  that  his  father  did  not  adhere  to  the  course 
they  had  pursued  in  their  expedition  of  the  preceding  autumn. 
They  were  now  keeping  farther  to  the  north,  striking  out  more 
directly  from  the  settlements,  and  into  a  region  of  which 
savage  beasts  and  savage  men  were  as  yet  the  sole  possessors. 
The  boy  sometimes  hinted  his  opinions  upon  the  subject,  and 
Reuben  listened  attentively,  and  once  or  twice  altered  the  direc¬ 
tion  of  their  march  in  accordance  with  his  son’s  counsel ;  but, 
having  so  done,  he  seemed  ill  at  ease.  His  quick  and  wander¬ 
ing  glances  were  sent  forward,  apparently  in  search  of  enemies 
lurking  behind  the  tree  trunks  ;  and,  seeing  nothing  there,  he 
would  cast  his  eyes  backwards  as  if  in  fear  of  some  pursuer. 
Cyrus,  perceiving  that  his  father  gradually  resumed  the  old 
direction,  forbore  to  interfere  ;  nor,  though  something  began  to 
weigh  upon  his  heart,  did  his  adventurous  nature  permit  him  to 
regret  the  increased  length  and  the  mystery  of  their  way. 

On  the  afternoon  of  the  fifth  day  they  halted,  and  made 
their  simple  encampment  nearly  an  hour  before  sunset.  The 
face  of  the  country,  for  the  last  few  miles,  had  been  diversified 
by  swells  of  land  resembling  huge  waves  of  a  petrified  sea  ;  and 
in  one  of  the  corresponding  hollows,  a  wild  and  romantic  spot, 
had  the  family  reared  their  hut  and  kindled  their  fire.  There 
is  something  chilling,  and  yet  heart-warming,  in  the  thought  of 
these  three,  united  by  strong  bands  of  love  and  insulated  from 
all  that  breathe  beside.  The  dark  and  gloomy  pines  looked 
down  upon  them,  and,  as  the  wind  swept  through  their  tops,  a 
pitying  sound  was  heard  in  the  forest ;  or  did  those  old  trees 
groan  in  fear  that  men  were  come  to  lay  the  ax  to  their  roots 
at  last  ?  Reuben  and  his  son,  while  Dorcas  made  ready  their 
meal,  proposed  to  wander  out  in  search  of  game,  of  which  that 
day’s  march  had  afforded  no  supply.  The  boy,  promising  not 
to  quit  the  vicinity  of  the  encampment,  bounded  off  with  a  step 
as  light  and  elastic  as  that  of  the  deer  he  hoped  to  slay ;  while 
his  father,  feeling  a  transient  happiness  as  he  gazed  after  him, 
was  about  to  pursue  an  opposite  direction.  Dorcas,  in  the 
mean  while,  had  seated  herself  near  their  fire  of  fallen  branches, 
upon  the  moss-grown  and  moldering  trunk  of  a  tree  uprooted 
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years  before.  Her  employment,  diversified  by  an  occasional 
glance  at  the  pot,  now  beginning  to  simmer  over  the  blaze,  was 
the  perusal  of  the  current  year’s  Massachusetts  Almanac,  which, 
with  the  exception  of  an  old  black-letter  Bible,  comprised  all 
the  literary  wealth  of  the  family.  None  pay  a  greater  regard 
to  arbitrary  divisions  of  time  than  those  who  are  excluded  from 
society ;  and  Dorcas  mentioned,  as  if  the  information  were  of 
importance,  that  it  was  now  the  twelfth  of  May.  Her  husband 
started. 

“  The  twelfth  of  May  !  I  should  remember  it  well,”  muttered 
he,  while  many  thoughts  occasioned  a  momentary  confusion  in 
his  mind.  “  Where  am  I  ?  Whither  am  I  wandering  ?  Where 
did  I  leave  him  ?  ” 

Dorcas,  too  well  accustomed  to  her  husband’s  wayward 
moods  to  note  any  peculiarity  of  demeanor,  now  laid  aside  the 
almanac  and  addressed  him  in  that  mournful  tone  which  the 
tender-hearted  appropriate  to  griefs  long  cold  and  dead. 

“  It  was  near  this  time  of  the  month,  eighteen  years  ago, 
that  my  poor  father  left  this  world  for  a  better.  He  had  a 
kind  arm  to  hold  his  head  and  a  kind  voice  to  cheer  him, 
Reuben,  in  his  last  moments ;  and  the  thought  of  the  faithful 
care  you  took  of  him  has  comforted  me  many  a  time  since. 
Oh,  death  would  have  been  awful  to  a  solitary  man  in  a  wild 
place  like  this  !  ” 

“  Pray  Heaven,  Dorcas,”  said  Reuben,  in  a  broken  voice,  — 
“pray  Heaven  that  neither  of  us  three  dies  solitary  and  lies 
unburied  in  this  howling  wilderness  !  ”  And  he  hastened  away, 
leaving  her  to  watch  the  fire  beneath  the  gloomy  pines. 

Reuben  Bourne’s  rapid  pace  gradually  slackened  as  the 
pang,  unintentionally  inflicted  by  the  words  of  Dorcas,  became 
less  acute.  Many  strange  reflections,  however,  thronged  upon 
him  ;  and,  straying  onward  rather  like  a  sleepwalker  than  a 
hunter,  it  was  attributable  to  no  care  of  his  own  that  his  devious 
course  kept  him  in  the  vicinity  of  the  encampment.  His  steps 
were  imperceptibly  led  almost  in  a  circle ;  nor  did  he  observe 
that  he  was  on  the  verge  of  a  tract  of  land  heavily  timbered, 
but  not  with  pine  trees.  The  place  of  the  latter  was  here  sup¬ 
plied  by  oaks  and  other  of  the  harder  woods ;  and  around  their 
roots  clustered  a  dense  and  bushy  undergrowth,  leaving,  how¬ 
ever,  barren  spaces  between  the  trees,  thick  strewn  with  withered 
leaves.  Whenever  the  rustling  of  the  branches  or  the  creaking 
of  the  trunks  made  a  sound,  as  if  the  forest  were  waking  from 
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slumber,  Reuben  instinctively  raised  the  musket  that  rested  on 
his  arm,  and  cast  a  quick,  sharp  glance  on  every  side ;  but, 
convinced  by  a  partial  observation  that  no  animal  was  near,  he 
would  again  give  himself  up  to  his  thoughts.  He  was  musing 
on  the  strange  influence  that  had  led  him  away  from  his  pre¬ 
meditated  course,  and  so  far  into  the  depths  of  the  wilderness. 
Unable  to  penetrate  to  the  secret  place  of  his  soul  where  his 
motives  lay  hidden,  he  believed  that  a  supernatural  voice  had 
called  him  onward,  and  that  a  supernatural  power  had  ob¬ 
structed  his  retreat.  He  trusted  that  it  was  Heaven’s  intent 
to  afford  him  an  opportunity  of  expiating  his  sin;  he  hoped 
that  he  might  find  the  bones  so  long  unburied  ;  and  that,  hav¬ 
ing  laid  the  earth  over  them,  peace  would  throw  its  sunlight 
into  the  sepulcher  of  his  heart.  From  these  thoughts  he  was 
aroused  by  a  rustling  in  the  forest  at  some  distance  from  the 
spot  to  which  he  had  wandered.  Perceiving  the  motion  of 
some  object  behind  a  thick  veil  of  undergrowth,  he  fired,  with 
the  instinct  of  a  hunter  and  the  aim  of  a  practiced  marksman. 
A  low  moan,  which  told  his  success,  and  by  which  even  animals 
can  express  their  dying  agony,  was  unheeded  by  Reuben  Bourne. 
What  were  the  recollections  now  breaking  upon  him  ? 

The  thicket  into  which  Reuben  had  fired  was  near  the  sum¬ 
mit  of  a  swell  of  land,  and  was  clustered  around  the  base  of  a 
rock,  which,  in  the  shape  and  smoothness  of  one  of  its  surfaces, 
was  not  unlike  a  gigantic  gravestone.  As  if  reflected  in  a  mir¬ 
ror,  its  likeness  was  in  Reuben’s  memory.  He  even  recognized 
the  veins  which  seemed  to  form  an  inscription  in  forgotten 
characters  :  everything  remained  the  same,  except  that  a  thick 
covert  of  bushes  shrouded  the  lower  part  of  the  rock,  and  would 
have  hidden  Roger  Malvin  had  he  still  been  sitting  there.  Yet 
in  the  next  moment  Reuben’s  eye  was  caught  by  another  change 
that  time  had  effected  since  he  last  stood  where  he  was  now 
standing  again  behind  the  earthy  roots  of  the  uptorn  tree.  The 
sapling  to  which  he  had  bound  the  blood-stained  symbol  of  his 
vow  had  increased  and  strengthened  into  an  oak,  far  indeed 
from  its  maturity,  but  with  no  mean  spread  of  shadowy 
branches.  There  was  one  singularity  observable  in  this  tree 
which  made  Reuben  tremble.  The  middle  and  lower  branches 
were  in  luxuriant  life,  and  an  excess  of  vegetation  had  fringed 
the  trunk  almost  to  the  ground  ;  but  a  blight  had  apparently 
stricken  the  upper  part  of  the  oak,  and  the  very  topmost  bough 
was  withered,  sapless,  and  utterly  dead.  Reuben  remembered 
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how  the  little  banner  had  fluttered  on  that  topmost  bough, 
when  it  was  green  and  lovely,  eighteen  years  before.  Whose 
guilt  had  blasted  it  ? 

******** 

Dorcas,  after  the  departure  of  the  two  hunters,  continued 
her  preparations  for  their  evening  repast.  Her  sylvan  table 
was  the  moss-covered  trunk  of  a  large  fallen  tree,  on  the  broad¬ 
est  part  of  which  she  had  spread  a  snow-white  cloth  and  ar¬ 
ranged  what  were  left  of  the  bright  pewter  vessels  that  had 
been  her  pride  in  the  settlements.  It  had  a  strange  aspect, 
that  one  little  spot  of  homely  comfort  in  the  desolate  heart  of 
Nature.  The  sunshine  yet  lingered  upon  the  higher  branches 
of  the  trees  that  grew  on  rising  ground  ;  but  the  shadows  of 
evening  had  deepened  into  the  hollow  where  the  encampment 
was  made,  and  the  firelight  began  to  redden  as  it  gleamed  up 
the  tall  trunks  of  the  pines  or  hovered  on  the  dense  and  obscure 
mass  of  foliage  that  circled  round  the  spot.  The  heart  of  Dor¬ 
cas  was  not  sad  ;  for  she  felt  that  it  was  better  to  journey  in 
the  wilderness  with  two  whom  she  loved  than  to  be  a  lonely 
woman  in  a  crowd  that  cared  not  for  her.  As  she  busied  her¬ 
self  in  arranging  seats  of  moldering  wood,  covered  with 
leaves,  for  Reuben  and  her  son,  her  voice  danced  through  the 
gloomy  forest  in  the  measure  of  a  song  that  she  had  learned  in 
youth.  The  rude  melody,  the  production  of  a  bard  who  won 
no  name,  was  descriptive  of  a  winter  evening  in  a  frontier  cot¬ 
tage,  when,  secured  from  savage  inroad  by  the  high-piled  snow¬ 
drifts,  the  family  rejoiced  by  their  own  fireside.  The  whole 
song  possessed  the  nameless  charm  peculiar  to  unborrowed 
thought,  but  four  continually  recurring  lines  shone  out  from 
the  rest  like  the  blaze  of  the  hearth  whose  joys  they  celebrated. 
Into  them,  working  magic  with  a  few  simple  words,  the  poet 
had  instilled  the  very  essence  of  domestic  love  and  household 
happiness,  and  they  were  poetry  and  picture  joined  in  one. 
As  Dorcas  sang,  the  walls  of  her  forsaken  home  seemed  to 
encircle  her  ;  she  no  longer  saw  the  gloomy  pines,  nor  heard 
the  wind  which  still,  as  she  began  each  verse,  sent  a  heavy 
breath  through  the  branches,  and  died  away  in  a  hollow  moan 
from  the  burden  of  the  song.  She  was  aroused  by  the  report 
of  a  gun  in  the  vicinity  of  the  encampment ;  and  either  the 
sudden  sound,  or  her  loneliness  by  the  glowing  fire,  caused  her 
to  tremble  violently.  The  next  moment  she  laughed  in  the 
pride  of  a  mother’s  heart. 
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“  My  beautiful  young  hunter  !  My  boy  has  slain  a  deer  !  r 
she  exclaimed,  recollecting  that  in  the  direction  whence  the 
shot  proceeded  Cyrus  had  gone  to  the  chase. 

She  waited  a  reasonable  time  to  hear  her  son’s  light  step 
bounding  over  the  rustling  leaves  to  tell  of  his  success.  But 
he  did  not  immediately  appear;  and  she  sent  her  cheerful 
voice  among  the  trees  in  search  of  him. 

“  Cyrus  !  Cyrus  !  ” 

His  coming  was  still  delayed  ;  and  she  determined,  as  the 
report  had  apparently  been  very  near,  to  seek  for  him  in  per¬ 
son.  Her  assistance,  also,  might  be  necessary  in  bringing 
home  the  venison  which  she  flattered  herself  he  had  obtained. 
She  therefore  set  forward,  directing  her  steps  by  the  long-past 
sound,  and  singing  as  she  went,  in  order  that  the  boy  might  be 
aware  of  her  approach  and  run  to  meet  her.  From  behind  the 
trunk  of  every  tree,  and  from  every  hiding  place  in  the  thick 
foliage  of  the  undergrowth,  she  hoped  to  discover  the  counte¬ 
nance  of  her  son,  laughing  with  the  sportive  mischief  that  is 
born  of  affection.  The  sun  was  now  beneath  the  horizon,  and 
the  light  that  came  down  among  the  leaves  was  sufficiently  dim 
to  create  many  illusions  in  her  expecting  fancy.  Several  times 
she  seemed  indistinctly  to  see  his  face  gazing  out  from  among  the 
leaves  ;  and  once  she  imagined  that  he  stood  beckoning  to  her 
at  the  base  of  a  craggy  rock.  Keeping  her  eyes  on  this  object, 
however,  it  proved  to  be  no  more  than  the  trunk  of  an  oak 
fringed  to  the  very  ground  with  little  branches,  one  of  which, 
thrust  out  farther  than  the  rest,  was  shaken  by  the  breeze. 
Making  her  way  round  the  foot  of  the  rock,  she  suddenly 
found  herself  close  to  her  husband,  who  had  approached  in 
another  direction.  Leaning  upon  the  butt  of  his  gun,  the 
muzzle  of  which  rested  upon  the  withered  leaves,  he  was  appar¬ 
ently  absorbed  in  the  contemplation  of  some  object  at  his  feet. 

“  Flow  is  this,  Reuben  ?  Have  you  slain  the  deer  and  fallen 
asleep  over  him?”  exclaimed  Dorcas,  laughing  cheerfully,  on 
her  first  slight  observation  of  his  posture  and  appearance. 

Fie  stirred  not,  neither  did  he  turn  his  eyes  towards  her ; 
and  a  cold,  shuddering  fear,  indefinite  in  its  source  and  object, 
began  to  creep  into  her  blood.  She  now  perceived  that  her 
husband’s  face  was  ghastly  pale,  and  his  features  were  rigid, 
as  if  incapable  of  assuming  any  other  expression  than  the 
strong  despair  which  had  hardened  upon  them.  He  gave  not 
the  slightest  evidence  that  he  was  aware  of  her  approach. 
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“For  the  love  of  Heaven,  Reuben,  speak  to  me!”  cried 
Dorcas  ;  and  the  strange  sound  of  Iter  own  voice  affrighted  Iter 
even  more  than  the  dead  silence. 

Her  husband  started,  stared  into  her  face,  drew  her  to  the 
front  of  the  rock,  and  pointed  with  his  linger. 

Oh,  there  lay  the  boy,  asleep,  but  dreamless,  upon  the  fallen 
forest  leaves!  Ilis  cheek  rested  upon  his  arm  —  his  curled 
locks  were  thrown  back  from  his  brow  —  his  limbs  were 
slightly  relaxed.  Had  a  sudden  weariness  overcome  the  youth¬ 
ful  hunter?  Would  his  mother’s  voice  arouse  him ?  She  knew 
that  it  was  death. 

“This  broad  rock  is  the  gravestone  of  your  near  kindred, 
Dorcas,”  said  her  husband.  “  Your  tears  will  fall  at  once  over 
your  father  and  your  son.” 

She  heard  him  not.  With  one  wild  shriek,  that  seemed  to 
force  its  way  from  the  sufferer’s  inmost  soul,  she  sank  insensi¬ 
ble  by  the  side  of  her  dead  boy.  At  that  moment  the  withered 
topmost  bough  of  the  oak  loosened  itself  in  the  stilly  air,  and 
fell  in  soft,  light  fragments  upon  the  rock,  upon  the  leaves, 
upon  Reuben,  upon  his  wife  and  child,  and  upon  Roger  Mal- 
vin’s  bones.  Then  Reuben’s  heart  was  stricken,  and  the  tears 
gushed  out  like  water  from  a  rock.  The  vow  that  the  wounded 
youth  had  made  the  blighted  man  had  come  to  redeem.  Ilis 
sin  was  expiated,  —  the  curse  was  gone  from  him;  and  in  the 
hour  when  ho  had  shed  blood  dearer  to  him  than  his  own,  a 
prayer,  the  first  for  years,  went  up  to  Heaven  from  the  lips  of 
Reuben  Bourne. 
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[Edoar  Allan  Pom :  An  American  poet  and  author;  bom  at  Boston, 
MasH.,  1  HOD.  Orphaned  in  his  third  year,  lie  was  adopted  by  John  Allan,  a 
wealthy  merchant  of  Richmond,  Va.,  by  whom  ho  was  sent  to  school  at  Stoke- 
Newington,  near  London,  lie  spent  a  year  at  the  University  of  Virginia  (1820); 
enlisted  as  a  private  in  the  United  States  army  under  an  assumed  name,  becom¬ 
ing  Hcrgeant  major  (lH'jO)  ;  and  was  admitted  to  West  Point  (1880),  receiving 
Ids  dismissal  the  next  year.  Thrown  upon  his  own  resources,  he  began  writing 
for  the  papers.  Subsequently  he  became  editor  of  the  Southern  Literary  Mea- 
x e.nger,  in  Richmond  ;  was  on  the  staff  of  The  Gentleman' a  Magazine  and  Gra¬ 
ham's  Magazine,  in  Philadelphia,  and  the  Broadway  Journal  in  Now  York.  He 
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died  in  a  Baltimore  hospital,  October  7,  1849.  “  The  Raven  ”  and  “  The  Bells” 
are  his  most  popular  poems.  His  fame  as  a  prose  writer  rests  on  his  tales  of 
terror  and  mystery.] 

Once  upon  a  midnight  dreary,  while  I  pondered,  weak  and  weary, 
Over  many  a  quaint  and  curious  volume  of  forgotten  lore  — 

While  I  nodded,  nearly  napping,  suddenly  there  came  a  tapping, 

As  of  some  one  gently  rapping,  rapping  at  my  chamber  door. 

“  ’Tis  some  visitor,”  I  muttered,  “  tapping  at  my  chamber  door  — 
Only  this  and  nothing  more.” 

Ah,  distinctly  I  remember  it  was  in  the  bleak  December, 

And  each  separate  dying  ember  wrought  its  ghost  upon  the  floor. 
Eagerly  I  wished  the  morrow ;  —  vainly  I  had  sought  to  borrow 
From  my  books  surcease  of  sorrow  —  sorrow  for  the  lost  Lenore  — 
For  the  rare  and  radiant  maiden  whom  the  angels  name  Lenore  — 
Nameless  here  for  evermore. 

And  the  silken  sad  uncertain  rustling  of  each  purple  curtain 
Thrilled  me  —  filled  me  with  fantastic  terrors  never  felt  before; 

So  that  now,  to  still  the  beating  of  my  heart,  I  stood  repeating 
“  ’Tis  some  visitor  entreating  entrance  at  my  chamber  door  — 

Some  late  visitor  entreating  entrance  at  my  chamber  door ; 

This  it  is  and  nothing  more.” 

Presently  my  soul  grew  stronger ;  hesitating  then  no  longer, 

“  Sir,”  said  I,  “or  Madam,  truly  your  forgiveness  I  implore ; 

But  the  fact  is  I  was  napping,  and  so  gently  you  came  rapping, 

And  so  faintly  you  came  tapping,  tapping  at  my  chamber  door, 

That  I  scarce  was  sure  I  heard  you  ”  —  here  I  opened  wide  the 
door ; — 

Darkness  there  and  nothing  more. 

Deep  into  that  darkness  peering,  long  I  stood  there  wondering,  fear¬ 
ing, 

Doubting,  dreaming  dreams  no  mortals  ever  dared  to  dream  before ; 
But  the  silence  was  unbroken,  and  the  stillness  gave  no  token, 

And  the  only  word  there  spoken  was  the  whispered  word,  “  Lenore  ?  ” 
This  I  whispered,  and  an  echo  murmured  back  the  word,  “  Lenore !  ” 
Merely  this  and  nothing  more. 

Back  into  the  chamber  turning,  all  my  soul  within  me  burning, 

Soon  again  I  heard  a  tapping,  something  louder  than  before. 

“  Surely,”  said  I,  “  surely  that  is  something  at  my  window  lattice ; 
Let  me  see,  then,  what  thereat  is  and  this  mystery  explore — 

Let  my  heart  be  still  a  moment  and  this  mystery  explore ;  — 

“  ’Tis  the  wind  and  nothing  more.” 
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Open  here  I  flung  the  shutter,  when,  with  many  a  flirt  and  flutter, 
In  there  stepped  a  stately  Raven  of  the  saintly  days  of  yore. 

Not  the  least  obeisance  made  he ;  not  a  minute  stopped  or  stayed  he, 
But,  with  mien  of  lord  or  lady,  perched  above  my  chamber  door  — 
Perched  upon  a  bust  of  Pallas  just  above  my  chamber  door  — 
Perched,  and  sat,  and  nothing  more. 

Then  this  ebony  bird  beguiling  my  sad  fancy  into  smiling, 

By  the  grave  and  stern  decorum  of  the  countenance  it  wore, 

“  Though  thy  crest  be  shorn  and  shaven,  thou,”  I  said,  “  art  sure  no 
craven, 

Ghastly,  grim,  and  ancient  Raven,  wandering  from  the  Nightly 
shore. 

Tell  me  what  thy  lordly  name  is  on  the  Night’s  Plutonian  shore !  ” 
Quoth  the  Raven,  “Nevermore.” 

Much  I  marveled  this  ungainly  fowl  to  hear  discourse  so  plainly, 
Though  its  answer  little  meaning  —  little  relevancy  bore  ; 

Por  we  cannot  help  agreeing  that  no  living  human  being 
Ever  yet  was  blessed  with  seeing  bird  above  his  chamber  door  — 
Bird  or  beast  upon  the  sculptured  bust  above  his  chamber  door, 
With  such  name  as  “Nevermore.” 

But  the  Raven,  sitting  lonely  on  that  placid  bust,  spoke  only 
That  one  word,  as  if  his  soul  in  that  one  word  he  did  outpour. 
Nothing  further  then  he  uttered;  not  a  feather  then  he  fluttered  — 
Till  I  scarcely  more  than  muttered,  “Other  friends  have  flown 
before  — 

On  the  morrow  he  will  leave  me,  as  my  Hopes  have  flown  before,” 
Then  the  bird  said  “Nevermore.” 

Startled  at  the  stillness  broken  by  reply  so  aptly  spoken, 

“  Doubtless,”  said  I,  “  what  it  utters  is  its  only  stock  and  store 
Caught  from  some  unhappy  master  whom  unmerciful  Disaster 
Followed  fast  and  followed  faster  till  his  songs  one  burden  bore  — 
Till  the  dirges  of  his  Hope  that  melancholy  burden  bore 
Of  ‘  Never,  —  nevermore.’  ” 

But  the  Raven  still  beguiling  all  my  sad  soul  into  smiling, 

Straight  I  wheeled  a  cushioned  seat  in  front  of  bird  and  bust  and 
door; 

Then,  upon  the  velvet  sinking,  I  betook  myself  to  linking 
Fancy  unto  fancy,  thinking  what  this  ominous  bird  of  yore  — 

What  this  grim,  ungainly,  ghastly,  gaunt,  and  ominous  bird  of  yore 
Meant  in  croaking  “Nevermore.” 
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This  I  sat  engaged  in  guessing,  but  no  syllable  expressing 
To  the  fowl  whose  fiery  eyes  now  burned  into  my  bosom’s  core; 

This  and  more  I  sat  divining,  with  my  head  at  ease  reclining 
On  the  cushion’s  velvet  lining  that  the  lamplight  gloated  o’er, 

But  whose  velvet  violet  lining  with  the  lamplight  gloating  o’er 
She  shall  press,  ah,  nevermore  ! 

Then,  methought,  the  air  grew  denser,  perfumed  from  an  unseen 
censer 

Swung  by  Seraphim  whose  footfalls  tinkled  on  the  tufted  floor. 

“  Wretch,”  I  cried,  “  thy  God  hath  lent  thee  —  by  these  angels  he 
hath  sent  thee 

Respite  —  respite  and  nepenthe  from  thy  memories  of  Lenore  ! 

Quaff:,  oh  quaff  this  kind  Nepenthe  and  forget  this  lost  Lenore !  ” 
Quoth  the  Raven,  “Nevermore.” 

“  Prophet !  ”  said  I,  “  thing  of  evil !  —  prophet  still,  if  bird  or  devil ! 
Whether  Tempter  sent,  or  whether  tempest  tossed  thee  here  ashore, 
Desolate  yet  all  undaunted,  on  this  desert  land  enchanted — 

On  this  Home  by  horror  haunted  —  tell  me  truly,  I  implore  — 

Is  there  —  is  there  balm  in  Gilead  ?  —  tell  me  —  tell  me,  I  implore !  ” 
Quoth  the  Raven,  “Nevermore.” 

“Prophet!”  said  I,  “thing  of  evil  —  prophet  still,  if  bird  or  devil! 
By  that  Heaven  that  bends  above  us  —  by  that  God  we  both  adore  — 
Tell  this  soul  with  sorrow  laden  if,  within  the  distant  Aidenn, 

It  shall  clasp  a  sainted  maiden  whom  the  angels  name  Lenore  — 
Clasp  a  rare  and  radiant  maiden  whom  the  angels  name  Lenore.” 
Quoth  the  Raven,  “Nevermore.” 

“Be  that  word  our  sign  of  parting,  bird  or  fiend!  ”  I  shrieked,  up¬ 
starting — 

“Get  thee  back  into  the  tempest  and  the  Night’s  Plutonian  shore! 
Leave  no  black  plume  as  a  token  of  that  lie  thy  soul  hath  spoken ! 
Leave  my  loneliness  unbroken !  —  quit  the  bust  above  my  door ! 

Take  thy  beak  from  out  my  heart,  and  take  thy  form  from  off  my 
door !  ” 

Quoth  the  Raven,  “Nevermore.” 

And  the  Raven,  never  flitting,  still  is  sitting,  still  is  sitting 
On  the  pallid  bust  of  Pallas  just  above  my  chamber  door ; 

And  his  eyes  have  all  the  seeming  of  a  demon’s  that  is  dreaming, 
And  the  lamplight  o’er  him  streaming  throws  his  shadow  on  the  floor ; 
And  my  soul  from  out  that  shadow  that  lies  floating  on  the  floor 
fthall  be  lifted  —  nevermore ! 
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By  EDGAR  A.  POE. 

[Edgar  Allan  Poe  :  An  American  poet  and  author ;  born  at  Boston, 
Mass.,  1809.  Orphaned  in  his  third  year,  he  was  adopted  by  John  Allan,  a 
wealthy  merchant  of  Richmond,  Va.,  by  whom  he  was  sent  to  school  at  Stoke- 
Newington,  near  London.  He  spent  a  year  at  the  University  of  Virginia  (1826); 
enlisted  as  a  private  in  the  United  States  army  under  an  assumed  name,  becom¬ 
ing  sergeant  major  (1829)  ;  and  was  admitted  to  West  Point  (1830),  receiving 
his  dismissal  the  next  year.  Thrown  upon  his  own  resources,  he  began  writing 
for  the  papers.  Subsequently  he  became  editor  of  the  Southern  Literary  Mes¬ 
senger,  in  Richmond  ;  was  on  the  staff  of  The  Gentleman' s  Magazine  and  Gra¬ 
ham's  Magazine,  in  Philadelphia,  and  the  Broadway  Journal  in  New  York.  He 
died  in  a  Baltimore  hospital,  October  7,  1849.  “  The  Raven  "  and  “  The  Bells  ” 
are  his  most  popular  poems.  His  fame  as  a  prose  writer  rests  on  his  tales  of 
terror  and  mystery.] 

I. 

Hear  the  sledges  with  the  bells, — 

Silver  bells ! 

What  a  world  of  merriment  their  melody  foretells ! 

How  they  tinkle,  tinkle,  tinkle, 

In  the  icy  air  of  night ! 

While  the  stars  that  oversprinkle 
All  the  heavens,  seem  to  twinkle 
With  a  crystalline  delight; 

Keeping  time,  time,  time, 

In  a  sort  of  Runic  rhyme, 

To  the  tintinnabulation  that  so  musically  wells 
From  the  bells,  bells,  bells,  bells, 

Bells,  bells,  bells,  — 

From  the  jingling  and  the  tinkling  of  the  bells. 

ii. 

Hear  the  mellow  wedding  bells,  — 

Golden  bells  ! 

What  a  world  of  happiness  their  harmony  foretells ! 

Through  the  balmy  air  of  night 
How  they  ring  out  their  delight ! 

From  the  molten  golden  notes, 

And  all  in  tune, 

What  a  liquid  ditty  floats 
To  the  turtledove  that  listens,  while  she  gloats 
On  the  moon ! 

Oh,  from  out  the  sounding  cells, 

What  a  gush  of  euphony  voluminously  wells ! 

How  it  swells ! 

How  it  dwells 
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On  the  Future  !  How  it  tells 
Of  the  rapture  that  impels 
To  the  swinging  and  the  ringing 
Of  the  bells,  bells,  bells, 

Of  the  bells,  bells,  bells,  bells, 

Bells,  bells,  bells, — 

To  the  rhyming  and  the  chiming  of  the  bells ! 


hi. 

Hear  the  loud  alarum  bells,  — 

Brazen  bells ! 

What  a  tale  of  terror,  now,  their  turbulency  tells ! 

In  the  startled  ear  of  night 

How  they  scream  out  their  affright ! 

Too  much  horrified  to  speak, 

They  can  only  shriek,  shriek,  shriek, 

Out  of  tune, 

In  a  clamorous  appealing  to  the  mercy  of  the  fire, 

In  a  mad  expostulation  with  the  deaf  and  frantic  fire. 
Leaping  higher,  higher,  higher, 

With  a  desperate  desire, 

And  a  resolute  endeavor 
How  —  now  to  sit,  or  never, 

By  the  side  of  the  pale-faced  moon. 

Oh,  the  bells,  bells,  bells ! 

What  a  tale  their  terror  tells 
Of  Despair ! 

How  they  clang,  and  clash,  and  roar ! 

What  a  horror  they  outpour 
On  the  bosom  of  the  palpitating  air ! 

Yet  the  ear  it  fully  knows, 

By  the  twanging, 

And  the  clanging, 

How  the  danger  ebbs  and  flows ; 

Yet  the  ear  distinctly  tells, 

In  the  jangling, 

And  the  wrangling, 

How  the  danger  sinks  and  swells, 

By  the  sinking  or  the  swelling  in  the  anger  of  the  bells. 
Of  the  bells,  — 

Of  the  bells,  bells,  bells,  bells, 

Bells,  bells,  bells,  — 

In  the  clamor  and  the  clangor  of  the  bells  ! 
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IV. 

Hear  the  tolling  of  the  bells,  — 

Iron  bells  ! 

What  a  world  of  solemn  thought  their  monody  compels  * 
In  the  silence  of  the  night, 

How  we  shiver  with  affright 
At  the  melancholy  menace  of  their  tone ! 

For  every  sound  that  floats 
From  the  rust  within  their  throats 
Is  a  groan. 

And  the  people  —  ah,  the  people  — 

They  that  dwell  up  in  the  steeple, 

All  alone, 

And  who  tolling,  tolling,  tolling, 

In  that  muffled  monotone, 

Feel  a  glory  in  so  rolling 

On  the  human  heart  a  stone: 

They  are  neither  man  nor  woman,  — 

They  are  neither  brute  nor  human,  — 

They  are  Ghouls; 

And  their  king  it  is  who  tolls,  — 

And  he  rolls,  rolls,  rolls, 

Rolls  a  paean  from  the  bells  ! 

And  his  merry  bosom  swells 
With  the  paean  of  the  bells, 

And  he  dances,  and  he  yells ; 

Keeping  time,  time,  time, 

In  a  sort  of  Runic  rhyme, 

To  the  paean  of  the  bells,  — 

Of  the  bells : 

Keeping  time,  time,  time, 

In  a  sort  of  Runic  rhyme, 

To  the  throbbing  of  the  bells,  — 

Of  the  bells,  bells,  bells, — 

To  the  sobbing  of  the  bells ; 

Keeping  time,  time,  time, 

As  he  knells,  knells,  knells, 

In  a  happy  Runic  rhyme, 

To  the  rolling  of  the  bells,  — 

Of  the  bells,  bells,  bells,  — 

To  the  tolling  of  the  bells, 

Of  the  bells,  bells,  bells,  bells, 

Bells,  bells,  bells,  — 

To  the  moaning  and  the  groaning  of  the  bells. 
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THE  FALL  OF  THE  HOUSE  OF  USHER. 

By  EDGAR  A.  POE. 

During  the  whole  of  a  dull,  dark,  and  soundless  day  in 
the  autumn  of  the  year,  when  the  clouds  hung  oppressively  low 
in  the  heavens,  I  had  been  passing  alone,  on  horseback,  through 
a  singularly  dreary  tract  of  country,  and  at  length  found  my¬ 
self,  as  the  shades  of  evening  drew  on,  within  view  of  the  mel¬ 
ancholy  House  of  Usher.  I  know  not  how  it  was  —  but,  with 
the  first  glimpse  of  the  building,  a  sense  of  insufferable  gloom 
pervaded  my  spirit.  I  say  insufferable ;  for  the  fueling  was 
unrelieved  by  any  of  that  half-pleasurable,  because  poetic,  sen¬ 
timent,  with  which  the  mind  usually  receives  even  the  sternest 
natural  images  of  the  desolate  or  terrible.  I  looked  upon  the 
scene  before  me  —  upon  the  mere  house,  and  the  simple  land¬ 
scape  features  of  the  domain  —  upon  the  bleak  walls  —  upon  the 
vacant  eyelike  windows  —  upon  a  few  rank  sedges  —  and  upon 
a  few  white  trunks  of  decayed  trees  —  with  an  utter  depression 
of  soul  which  I  can  compare  to  no  earthly  sensation  more  prop¬ 
erly  than  to  the  after  dream  of  the  reveler  upon  opium  —  the 
bitter  lapse  into  everyday  life  —  the  hideous  dropping  of  the 
veil.  There  was  an  iciness,  a  sinking,  a  sickening  of  the  heart 
—  an  unredeemed  dreariness  of  thought  which  no  goading  of 
the  imagination  could  torture  into  aught  of  the  sublime.  What 
was  it  —  I  paused  to  think  —  what  was  it  that  so  unnerved  me 
in  the  contemplation  of  the  House  of  Usher?  It  was  a  mystery 
all  insoluble  ;  nor  could  I  grapple  with  the  shadowy  fancies  that 
crowded  upon  me  as  I  pondered.  I  was  forced  to  fall  back 
upon  the  unsatisfactory  conclusion  that  while,  beyond  doubt, 
there  are  combinations  of  very  simple  natural  objects  which 
have  the  power  of  thus  affecting  us,  still  the  analysis  of  this 
power  lies  among  considerations  beyond  our  depth.  It  was 
possible,  I  reflected,  that  a  mere  different  arrangement  of  the 
particulars  of  the  scene,  of  the  details  of  the  picture,  would  be 
sufficient  to  modify,  or  perhaps  to  annihilate  its  capacity  for 
sorrowful  impression ;  and,  acting  upon  this  idea,  I  reined  my 
horse  to  the  precipitous  brink  of  a  black  and  lurid  tarn  that 
lay  in  unruffled  luster  by  the  dwelling,  and  gazed  down  —  but 
with  a  shudder  more  thrilling  than  before  —  upon  the  remod¬ 
eled  and  inverted  images  of  the  gray  sedge,  and  the  ghastly 
tree  stems,  and  the  vacant  and  eyelike  windows. 
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Nevertheless,  in  this  mansion  of  gloom  I  now  proposed  to 
myself  a  sojourn  of  some  weeks.  Its  proprietor,  Roderick 
Usher,  had  been  one  of  my  boon  companions  in  boyhood  ;  but 
many  years  had  elapsed  since  our  last  meeting.  A  letter,  how¬ 
ever,  had  lately  reached  me  in  a  distant  part  of  the  country  — 
a  letter  from  him  —  which,  in  its  wildly  importunate  nature,  had 
admitted  of  no  other  than  a  personal  reply.  The  MS.  gave  evi¬ 
dence  of  nervous  agitation.  The  writer  spoke  of  acute  bodily 
illness  —  of  a  mental  disorder  which  oppressed  him  —  and  of  an 
earnest  desire  to  see  me,  as  his  best,  and  indeed  his  only  per¬ 
sonal  friend,  with  a  view  of  attempting,  by  the  cheerfulness  of 
my  society,  some  alleviation  of  his  malady.  It  was  the  manner 
in  which  all  this,  and  much  more,  was  said  —  it  was  the  appar¬ 
ent  heart  that  went  with  his  request  —  which  allowed  me  no 
room  for  hesitation,  and  I  accordingly  obeyed  forthwith  what 
I  still  considered  a  very  singular  summons. 

Although,  as  boys,  we  had  been  even  intimate  associates,  yet 
I  really  knew  little  of  my  friend.  His  reserve  had  been  always 
excessive  and  habitual.  I  was  aware,  however,  that  his  very 
ancient  family  had  been  noted,  time  out  of  mind,  for  a  peculiar 
sensibility  of  temperament,  displaying  itself  through  long  ages 
in  many  works  of  exalted  art,  and  manifested  of  late  in  repeated 
deeds  of  munificent  yet  unobtrusive  charity,  as  well  as  in  a  pas¬ 
sionate  devotion  to  the  intricacies,  perhaps  even  more  than  to 
the  orthodox  and  easily  recognizable  beauties,  of  musical  science. 
I  had  learned,  too,  the  very  remarkable  fact  that  the  stem  of  the 
Usher  race,  all  time-honored  as  it  was,  had  put  forth  at  no 
period  any  enduring  branch ;  in  other  words,  that  the  entire 
family  lay  in  the  direct  line  of  descent,  and  had  always,  with 
very  trifling  and  very  temporary  variation,  so  lain.  It  was  this 
deficiency,  I  considered,  while  running  over  in  thought  the  per¬ 
fect  keeping  of  the  character  of  the  premises  with  the  accredited 
character  of  the  people,  and  while  speculating  upon  the  possible 
influence  which  the  one,  in  the  long  lapse  of  centuries,  might 
have  exercised  upon  the  other  —  it  was  this  deficiency  perhaps 
of  collateral  issue,  and  the  consequent  undeviating  transmission 
from  sire  to  son  of  the  patrimony  with  the  name,  which  had  at 
length  so  identified  the  two  as  to  merge  the  original  title  of  the 
estate  in  the  quaint  and  equivocal  appellation  of  the  “  House  of 
Usher”  —  an  appellation  which  seemed  to  include,  in  the  minds 
of  the  peasantry  who  used  it,  both  the  family  and  the  family 
mansion. 
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I  have  said  that  the  sole  effect  of  my  somewhat  childish 
experiment  —  that  of  looking  down  within  the  tarn  —  had  been 
to  deepen  the  first  singular  impression.  There  can  he  no 
doubt  that  the  consciousness  of  the  rapid  increase  of  my  super¬ 
stition —  for  why  should  1  not  so  term  it?  —  served  mainly  to 
accelerate  the  increase  itself.  Such,  1  have  long  known,  is  the 
paradoxical  law  of  all  sentiments  having  terror  as  a  basis  ;  and 
it  might  have  been  for  this  reason  only  that,  when  I  again 
uplifted  my  eyes  to  the  house  itself  from  its  image  in  the  pool, 
there  grew  in  my  mind  a  strange  fancy  —  a  fancy  so  ridiculous 
indeed  that  I  but  mention  it  to  show  the  vivid  force  of  the  sen¬ 
sations  which  oppressed  me.  1  had  so  worked  upon  my  imagi¬ 
nation  as  really  to  believe  that  about  the  whole  mansion  and 
domain  there  hung  an  atmosphere  peculiar  to  themselves  and 
their  immediate  vicinity  —  an  atmosphere  which  had  no  affinity 
with  the  air  of  heaven,  but  which  had  reeked  up  from  the  de¬ 
cayed  trees,  and  the  gray  wall,  and  the  silent  tarn  —  a  pestilent 
and  mystic  vapor,  dull,  sluggish,  faintly  discernible,  and  leaden- 
hued. 

Shaking  off  from  my  spirit  what  must  have  been  a  dream,  1 
scanned  more  narrowly  the  real  aspect  of  the  building.  Its 
principal  feature  seemed  to  be  that  of  an  excessive  antiquity. 
The  discoloration  of  ages  had  been  great.  Minute  fungi  over¬ 
spread  the  whole  exterior,  hanging  in  a  fine  tangled  web  work 
from  the  eaves.  Yet  all  this  was  apart  from  any  extraordinary 
dilapidation.  No  portion  of  the  masonry  had  fallen,  and  there 
appeared  to  be  a  wild  inconsistency  between  its  still  perfect 
adaptation  of  parts  and  the  crumbling  condition  of  the  individ¬ 
ual  stones.  In  this  there  was  much  that  reminded  me  of  the 
spacious  totality  of  old  woodwork  which  has  rotted  for  long  years 
in  some  neglected  vault  with  no  disturbance  from  the  breath 
of  the  external  air.  Beyond  this  indication  of  extensive  decay, 
however,  the  fabric  gave  little  token  of  instability.  Perhaps 
the  eye  of  a  scrutinizing  observer  might  have  discovered  a 
barely  perceptible  fissure,  which,  extending  from  the  roof  of 
the  building  in  front,  made  its  way  down  the  wall  in  a  zigzag 
direction,  until  it  became  lost  in  the  sullen  waters  of  the  tarn. 

Noticing  these  things,  I  rode  over  a  short  causeway  to  the 
house.  A  servant  in  waiting  took  my  horse,  and  I  entered  the 
Gothic  archway  of  the  hall.  A  valet,  of  stealthy  step,  thence 
conducted  me  in  silence  through  many  dark  and  intricate  pas¬ 
sages  in  my  progress  to  the  studio  of  his  master.  Much  that 
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I  encountered  on  the  way  contributed,  I  know  not  how,  to 
heighten  the  vague  sentiments  of  which  I  have  already  spoken. 
While  the  objects  around  me  —  while  the  carvings  of  the  ceil¬ 
ings,  the  somber  tapestries  of  the  walls,  the  ebon  blackness 
of  the  floors,  and  the  phantasmagoric  armorial  trophies  which 
rattled  as  I  strode,  were  but  matters  to  which,  or  to  such  as 
which,  I  had  been  accustomed  from  my  infancy  —  while  I  hesi¬ 
tated  not  to  acknowledge  how  familiar  was  all  this  —  I  still 
wondered  to  find  how  unfamiliar  were  the  fancies  which  ordi¬ 
nary  images  were  stirring  up.  On  one  of  the  staircases  I  met 
the  physician  of  the  family.  His  countenance,  I  thought,  wore 
a  mingled  expression  of  low  cunning  and  perplexity.  He 
accosted  me  with  trepidation  and  passed  on.  The  valet  now 
threw  open  a  door,  and  ushered  me  into  the  presence  of  his 
master. 

The  room  in  which  I  found  myself  was  very  large  and  lofty. 
The  windows  were  long,  narrow,  and  pointed,  and  at  so  vast  a 
distance  from  the  black  oaken  floor  as  to  be  altogether  inacces¬ 
sible  from  within.  Feeble  gleams  of  encrimsoned  light  made 
their  way  through  the  trellised  panes,  and  served  to  render 
sufficiently  distinct  the  more  prominent  objects  around ;  the 
eye,  however,  struggled  in  vain  to  reach  the  remoter  angles  of 
the  chamber,  or  the  recesses  of  the  vaulted  and  fretted  ceiling. 
Dark  draperies  hung  upon  the  walls.  The  general  furniture 
was  profuse,  comfortless,  antique,  and  tattered.  Many  books 
and  musical  instruments  lay  scattered  about,  but  failed  to  give 
any  vitality  to  the  scene.  I  felt  that  I  breathed  an  atmosphere 
of  sorrow.  An  air  of  stern,  deep,  and  irredeemable  gloom  hung 
over  and  pervaded  all. 

Upon  my  entrance,  Usher  arose  from  a  sofa  on  which  he 
had  been  lying  at  full  length,  and  greeted  me  with  a  vivacious 
warmth  which  had  much  in  it,  I  at  first  thought,  of  an  overdone 
cordiality  —  of  the  constrained  effort  of  the  ennuyi  man  of  the 
world.  A  glance,  however,  at  his  countenance  convinced  me  of 
his  perfect  sincerity.  We  sat  down  ;  and  for  some  moments, 
while  he  spoke  not,  I  gazed  upon  him  with  a  feeling  half  of 
pity,  half  of  awe.  Surely,  man  had  never  before  so  terribly 
altered,  in  so  brief  a  period,  as  had  Roderick  Usher  !  It  was 
with  difficulty  that  I  could  bring  myself  to  admit  the  identity 
of  the  wan  being  before  me  with  the  companion  of  my  early 
boyhood.  Yet  the  character  of  his  face  had  been  at  all  times 
remarkable.  A  cadaverousness  of  complexion  ;  an  eye  large, 
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liquid,  and  luminous  beyond  comparison  ;  lips  somewhat  thin 
and  very  pallid,  but  of  a  surpassingly  beautiful  curve  ;  a  nose  of 
a  delicate  Hebrew  model,  but  with  a  breadth  of  nostril  unusual 
in  similar  formations  ;  a  finely  molded  chin,  speaking,  in  its 
want  of  prominence,  of  a  want  of  moral  energy  ;  hair  of  a  more 
than  weblike  softness  and  tenuity  ;  these  features,  with  an 
inordinate  expansion  above  the  regions  of  the  temple,  made  up 
altogether  a  countenance  not  easily  to  be  forgotten.  And  now 
in  the  mere  exaggeration  of  the  prevailing  character  of  these 
features,  and  of  the  expression  they  were  wont  to  convey,  lay  so 
much  of  change  that  I  doubted  to  whom  I  spoke.  The  now 
ghastly  pallor  of  the  skin,  and  the  now  miraculous  luster  of  the 
eye,  above  all  things  startled  and  even  awed  me.  The  silken 
hair,  too,  had  been  suffered  to  grow  all  unheeded,  and  as,  in  its 
wild  gossamer  texture,  it  floated  rather  than  fell  about  the  face, 
I  could  not,  even  with  effort,  connect  its  Arabesque  expression 
with  any  idea  of  simple  humanity. 

In  the  manner  of  my  friend  I  was  at  once  struck  with  an 
incoherence  —  an  inconsistency  ;  and  I  soon  found  this  to  arise 
from  a  series  of  feeble  and  futile  struggles  to  overcome  an 
habitual  trepidancy  —  an  excessive  nervous  agitation.  For 
something  of  this  nature  I  had  indeed  been  prepared,  no  less 
by  his  letter  than  by  reminiscences  of  certain  boyish  traits,  and 
by  conclusions  deduced  from  his  peculiar  physical  conformation 
and  temperament.  His  action  was  alternately  vivacious  and 
sullen.  His  voice  varied  rapidly  from  a  tremulous  indecision 
(when  the  animal  spirits  seemed  utterly  in  abeyance)  to  that 
species  of  energetic  concision  —  that  abrupt,  weighty,  unhurried, 
and  hollow-sounding  enunciation  —  that  leaden,  self-balanced, 
and  perfectly  modulated  guttural  utterance  which  may  be 
observed  in  the  lost  drunkard,  or  the  irreclaimable  eater  of 
opium,  during  the  periods  of  his  most  intense  excitement. 

It  was  thus  that  he  spoke  of  the  object  of  my  visit,  of  his 
earnest  desire  to  see  me,  and  of  the  solace  he  expected  me  to 
afford  him.  He  entered  at  some  length  into  what  he  conceived 
to  be  the  nature  of  his  malady.  It  was,  he  said,  a  constitutional 
and  a  family  evil,  and  one  for  which  he  despaired  to  find  a 
remedy  —  a  mere  nervous  affection,  he  immediately  added,  which 
would  undoubtedly  soon  pass  off.  It  displayed  itself  in  a  host 
of  unnatural  sensations.  Some  of  these,  as  he  detailed  them, 
interested  and  bewildered  me,  although  perhaps  the  terms  and 
the  general  manner  of  the  narration  had  their  weight.  He 
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suffered  much  from  a  morbid  acuteness  of  the  senses  ;  the  most 
insipid  food  was  alone  endurable  ;  he  could  wear  only  garments 
of  certain  texture  ;  the  odors  of  all  flowers  were  oppressive ; 
his  eyes  were  tortured  by  even  a  faint  light ;  and  there  were 
but  peculiar  sounds,  and  these  from  stringed  instruments,  which 
did  not  inspire  him  with  horror. 

To  an  anomalous  species  of  terror  I  found  him  a  bounden 
slave.  “  I  shall  perish,”  said  he,  “  I  must  perish  in  this  deplor¬ 
able  folly.  Thus,  thus,  and  not  otherwise,  shall  I  be  lost.  I 
dread  the  events  of  the  future,  not  in  themselves,  but  in  their 
results.  1  shudder  at  the  thought  of  any,  even  the  most  trivial 
incident,  which  may  operate  upon  this  intolerable  agitation  of 
soul.  I  have  indeed  no  abhorrence  of  danger,  except  in  its 
absolute  effect  —  in  terror.  In  this  unnerved  —  in  this  pitiable 
condition  —  I  feel  that  the  period  will  sooner  or  later  arrive 
when  I  must  abandon  life  and  reason  together  in  some  struggle 
with  the  grim  phantasm,  Fear.” 

I  learned,  moreover,  at  intervals,  and  through  broken  and 
equivocal  hints,  another  singular  feature  of  his  mental  condi¬ 
tion.  He  was  enchained  by  certain  superstitious  impressions 
in  regard  to  the  dwelling  which  he  tenanted,  and  whence,  for 
many  years,  he  had  never  ventured  forth  —  in  regard  to  an 
influence  whose  supposititious  force  was  conveyed  in  terms  too 
shadowy  here  to  be  restated  —  an  influence  which  some  pecul¬ 
iarities  in  the  mere  form  and  substance  of  his  family  mansion 
had,  by  dint  of  long  sufferance,  he  said,  obtained  over  his  spirit 
—  an  effect  which  the  physique  of  the  gray  walls  and  turrets, 
and  of  the  dim  tarn  into  which  they  all  looked  down,  had  at 
length  brought  about  upon  the  morale  of  his  existence. 

He  admitted,  however,  although  with  hesitation,  that  much 
of  the  peculiar  gloom  which  thus  afflicted  him  could  be  traced 
to  a  more  natural  and  far  more  palpable  origin  —  to  the  severe 
and  long-continued  illness  —  indeed  to  the  evidently  approach¬ 
ing  dissolution  —  of  a  tenderly  beloved  sister  —  his  sole  com¬ 
panion  for  long  years  —  his  last  and  only  relative  on  earth. 
“  Her  decease,”  he  said,  with  a  bitterness  which  I  can  never 
forget,  “would  leave  him  (him  the  hopeless  and  the  frail)  the 
last  of  the  ancient  race  of  the  Ushers.”  While  he  spoke,  the 
lady  Madeline  (for  so  was  she  called)  passed  slowly  through  a 
remote  portion  of  the  apartment,  and,  without  having  noticed 
my  presence,  disappeared.  I  regarded  her  with  an  utter  aston¬ 
ishment  not  unmingled  with  dread  —  and  yet  I  found  it  impos- 
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siblo  to  account  for  such  feelings.  A  sensation  of  stupor 
oppressed  me  as  my  eyes  followed  her  retreating  steps.  When 
a  door  at  length  closed  upon  her,  my  glance  sought  instinctively 
and  eagerly  the  countenance  of  the  brother  —  but  he  had  buried 
his  face  in  his  hands,  and  I  could  only  perceive  that  a  far  more 
than  ordinary  wanness  had  overspread  the  emaciated  fingers 
through  which  trickled  many  passionate  tears. 

The  disease  of  the  lady  Madeline  had  long  baffled  the  skill 
of  her  physicians.  A  settled  apathy,  a  gradual  wasting  away 
of  the  person,  and  frequent  although  transient  affections  of  a 
partially  cataleptical  character,  were  the  unusual  diagnosis. 
Hitherto  she  had  steadily  borne  up  against  the  pressure  of  her 
malady,  and  had  not  betaken  herself  finally  to  bed ;  but,  on  the 
closing  in  of  the  evening  of  my  arrival  at  the  house,  she  suc¬ 
cumbed  (as  her  brother  told  me  at  night  with  inexpressible 
agitation)  to  the  prostrating  power  of  the  destroyer  ;  and  I 
learned  that  the  glimpse  I  had  obtained  of  her  person  would 
thus  probably  be  the  last  I  should  obtain  —  that  the  lady,  at 
least  while  living,  would  be  seen  by  me  no  more. 

For  several  days  ensuing  her  name  was  unmentioned  by 
either  Usher  or  myself  ;  and  during  this  period  I  was  busied 
in  earnest  endeavors  to  alleviate  the  melancholy  of  my  friend. 
We  painted  and  read  together,  or  I  listened,  as  if  in  a  dream, 
to  the  wild  improvisations  of  his  speaking  guitar.  And  thus, 
as  a  closer  and  still  closer  intimacy  admitted  me  more  unre¬ 
servedly  into  the  recesses  of  his  spirit,  the  more  bitterly  did  I 
perceive  the  futility  of  all  attempts  at  cheering  a  mind  from 
which  darkness,  as  if  an  inherent  positive  quality,  poured  forth 
upon  all  objects  of  the  moral  and  physical  universe  in  one  un¬ 
ceasing  radiation  of  gloom. 

1  shall  ever  bear  about  me  a  memory  of  the  many  solemn 
hours  1  thus  spent  alone  with  the  master  of  the  House  of 
Usher.  Yet  I  should  fail  in  any  attempt  to  convey  an  idea 
of  the  exact  character  of  the  studies,  or  of  the  occupations  in 
which  he  involved  me  or  led  me  the  way.  An  excited  and 
highly  distempered  ideality  threw  a  sulphureous  luster  over 
all.  His  long  improvised  dirges  will  ring  forever  in  my  ears. 
Among  other  things,  I  hold  painfully  in  mind  a  certain  sin¬ 
gular  p*erversion  and  amplification  of  the  wild  air  of  the  last 
waltz  of  Yon  Weber.  From  the  paintings  over  which  his 
elaborate  fancy  brooded,  and  which  grew,  touch  by  touch, 
into  vaguenesses  at  which  I  shuddered  the  more  thrillingly, 
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because  I  shuddered  knowing  not  why  ; — from  these  paintings 
(vivid  as  tlieir  images  now  are  before  me)  I  would  in  vain 
endeavor  to  educe  more  than  a  small  portion  which  should  lie 
within  the  compass  of  merely  written  words.  By  the  utter 
simplicity,  by  the  nakedness  of  his  designs,  ho  arrested  and 
overawed  attention.  If  ever  mortal  painted  an  idea,  that 
mortal  was  Roderick  Usher.  For  me,  at  least  —  in  the  cir¬ 
cumstances  then  surrounding  me  —  there  arose  out  of  the 
pure  abstractions  which  the  hypochondriac  contrived  to  throw 
upon  his  canvas  an  intensity  of  intolerable  awe,  no  shadow  of 
which  felt  I  ever  yet  in  the  contemplation  of  the  certainly 
glowing  yet  too  concrete  reveries  of  Fuseli. 

One  of  the  phantasmagoric  conceptions  of  my  friend,  par¬ 
taking  not  so  rigidly  of  the  spirit  of  abstraction,  may  be 
shadowed  forth,  although  feebly,  in  words.  A  small  picture 
presented  the  interior  of  an  immensely  long  and  rectangular 
vault  or  tunnel,  with  low  walls,  smooth,  white,  and  without 
interruption  or  device.  Certain  accessory  points  of  the  de¬ 
sign  served  well  to  convey  the  idea  that  this  excavation  lay 
at  an  exceeding  depth  below  the  surface  of  the  earth.  No 
outlet  was  observed  in  any  portion  of  its  vast  extent,  and  no 
torch  or  other  artificial  source  of  light  was  discernible,  yet 
a  flood  of  intense  rays  rolled  throughout,  and  bathed  the 
whole  in  a  ghastly  and  inappropriate  splendor. 

I  have  just  spoken  of  that  morbid  condition  of  the  auditory 
nerve  which  rendered  all  music  intolerable  to  the  sufferer,  with 
the  exception  of  certain  effects  of  stringed  instruments.  It 
was  perhaps  the  narrow  limits  to  which  he  thus  confined  him¬ 
self  upon  the  guitar  which  gave  birth,  in  great  measure,  to  the 
fantastic  character  of  his  performances.  But  the  fervid  facility 
of  his  impromptus  could  not  be  so  accounted  for.  They  must 
have  been  and  were,  in  the  notes,  as  well  as  in  the  words  of 
his  wild  fantasias  (for  he  not  unfrequently  accompanied  him¬ 
self  with  rhymed  verbal  improvisations),  the  result  of  that 
intense  mental  collectedness  and  concentration  to  which  I 
have  previously  alluded  as  observable  only  in  particular  mo¬ 
ments  of  the  highest  artificial  excitement.  The  words  of  one 
of  these  rhapsodies  I  have  easily  remembered.  I  was  perhaps 
the  more  forcibly  impressed  with  it  as  he  gave  it,  because,  in 
the  under  or  mystic  current  of  its  meaning,  I  fancied  that  I 
perceived,  and  for  the  first  time,  a  full  consciousness  on  the 
part  of  Usher,  of  the  tottering  of  his  lofty  reason  upon  her 
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throne.  The  verses,  which  were  entitled  “  The  Haunted 
Palace,”  ran  very  nearly,  if  not  accurately,  thus  :  — 


i. 

In  the  greenest  of  our  valleys, 

By  good  angels  tenanted, 

Once  a  fair  and  stately  palace  — 
Radiant  palace  —  reared  its  head. 

In  the  monarch  Thought’s  dominion  — 
It  stood  there ! 

Never  seraph  spread  a  pinion 
Over  fabric  half  so  fair. 


n. 

Banners  yellow,  glorious,  golden, 

On  its  roof  did  float  and  flow ; 

(This  —  all  this  —  was  in  the  olden 
Time  long  ago) 

And  every  gentle  air  that  dallied 
In  that  sweet  day, 

Along  the  ramparts  plumed  and  pallid, 
A  winged  odor  went  away. 

in. 

Wanderers  in  that  happy  valley 

Through  two  luminous  windows  saw 

Spirits  moving  musically 
To  a  lute’s  well-tunfed  law, 

Bound  about  a  throne,  where  sitting 
(Porphyrogene !) 

In  state  his  glory  well  befitting 
The  ruler  of  the  realm  was  seen. 


IV. 

And  all  with  pearl  and  ruby  glowing 
Was  the  fair  palace  door, 

Through  which  came  flowing,  flowing,  flowing, 
And  sparkling  evermore, 

A  troop  of  Echoes  whose  sweet  duty 
Was  but  to'  sing, 

In  voices  of  surpassing  beauty, 

The  wit  and  wisdom  of  their  king. 
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y. 

But  evil  things,  in  robes  of  sorrow, 
Assailed  tho  monarch’s  high  estate; 
(Ah,  lot  us  mourn,  for  never  morrow 
Shall  dawn  upon  him,  desolate !) 
And,  round  about  his  home,  tho  glory 
That  blushed  and  bloomed 
Is  but  a  dim  remembered  story 
Of  the  old  time  entombed. 


VI. 

And  travelers  now  within  that  valley, 

Through  tho  red-litton  windows,  see 
Vast  forms  that  move  fantastically 
To  a  discordant  melody ; 

While,  like  a  rapid  ghastly  river 
Through  the  pale  door, 

A  hideous  throng  rush  out  forever, 

And  laugh  —  but  smile  no  more. 

I  well  remember  that  suggestions  arising  from  this  ballad 
led  us  into  a  train  of  thought  wherein  there  became  manifest 
an  opinion  of  Usher’s,  which  I  mention  not  so  much  on  account 
of  its  novelty  (for  other  men  have  thought  thus),  as  on  account 
of  tho  pertinacity  with  which  ho  maintained  it.  This  opinion, 
in  its  general  form,  was  that  of  the  sentience  of  all  vegetable 
things.  But,  in  his  disordered  fancy,  the  idea  had  assumed 
a  more  daring  character,  and  trespassed,  under  certain  con¬ 
ditions,  upon  the  kingdom  of  inorganization.  I  lack  words 
to  express  the  full  extent,  or  the  earnest  abandon  of  his  per¬ 
suasion.  The  belief,  however,  was  connected  (as  I  have  pre¬ 
viously  hinted)  with  tho  gray  stones  of  the  home  of  his 
forefathers.  Tho  conditions  of  the  sentience  bad  been  here, 
ho  imagined,  fulfilled  in  the  method  of  collocation  of  these 
stones  —  in  the  order  of  their  arrangement,  as  well  as  in  that 
of  the  many  /wnyi  which  overspread  them,  and  of  the  decayed 
trees  which  stood  around  —  above  all,  in  the  long,  undisturbed 
endurance  of  this  arrangement,  and  in  its  reduplication  in  the 
still  waters  of  the  tarn,  its  evidence  —  the  evidence  of  the 
sentience  —  was  to  bo  seon,  be  said  (and  I  here  started  as  be 
spoke),  in  the  gradual  yet  certain  condensation  of  an  atmos¬ 
phere  of  their  own  about  tho  waters  and  the  walls.  The 


156 


THE  FALL  OF  THE  HOUSE  OF  USHER. 


result  was  discoverable,  he  added,  in  that  silent  yet  importu¬ 
nate  and  terrible  influence  which  for  centuries  had  molded 
the  destinies  of  his  family,  and  which  made  hivi  what  I  now 
saw  him  —  what  he  was.  Such  opinions  need  no  comment, 
and  I  will  make  none. 

Our  books  —  the  books  which  for  years  had  formed  no 
small  portion  of  the  mental  existence  of  the  invalid  —  were, 
as  might  be  supposed,  in  strict  keeping  with  this  character 
of  phantasm.  We  pored  together  over  such  works  as  the 
“  Ververt  et  Chartreuse”  of  Gresset;  the  “Belphegor”  of 
Machiavelli ;  the  “Heaven  and  Hell”  of  Swedenborg;  the 
“Subterranean  Voyage  of  Nicholas  Klimm,”  by  Holberg ;  the 
“Chiromancy”  of  Robert  Flud,  of  Jean  D’Indagine,  and  of 
De  la  Chambre;  the  “Journey  into  the  Blue  Distance”  of 
Tieck;  and  the  “City  of  the  Sun”  of  Campanula.  One 
favorite  volume  was  a  small  octavo  edition  of  the  “  Directorium 
Inquisitorium,”  by  the  Dominican  Eymeric  de  Gironne ;  and 
there  were  passages  in  “  Pomponius  Mela  ”  about  the  old 
African  Satyrs  and  CEgipans,  over  which  Usher  would  sit 
dreaming  for  hours.  His  chief  delight,  however,  was  found 
in  the  perusal  of  an  exceedingly  rare  and  curious  book  in 
quarto  Gothic  —  the  manual  of  a  forgotten  church  —  the 
“Vigilse  Mortuorum  secundum  Chorum  Ecclesife  Maguntinse.” 

I  could  not  help  thinking  of  the  wild  ritual  of  this  work,  and 
of  its  probable  influence  upon  the  hypochondriac,  when,  one 
evening,  having  informed  me  abruptly  that  the  lady  Madeline 
was  no  more,  he  stated  his  intention  of  preserving  her  corpse 
for  a  fortnight  (previously  to  its  final  interment)  in  one  of  the 
numerous  vaults  within  the  main  walls  of  the  building.  The 
worldly  reason,  however,  assigned  for  this  singular  proceeding 
was  one  which  I  did  not  feel  at  liberty  to  dispute.  I  he  brother 
had  been  led  to  his  resolution  (so  he  told  me)  by  consideration 
of  the  unusual  character  of  the  malady  of  the  deceased,  of  cer¬ 
tain  obtrusive  and  eager  inquiries  on  the  part  of  her  medical 
man,  and  of  the  remote  and  exposed  situation  of  the  burial 
ground  of  the  family.  I  will  not  deny  that  when  I  called  to 
mind  the  sinister  countenance  of  the  person  whom  I  met  upon 
the  staircase  on  the  day  of  my  arrival  at  the  house,  I  had  no 
desire  to  oppose  what  I  regarded  as  at  best  but  a  harmless  and 
by  no  means  an  unnatural  precaution. 

At  the  request  of  Usher,  I  personally  aided  him  in  the 
arrangements  for  the  temporary  entombment.  The  body  hav- 
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ing  been  encoffined,  we  two  alone  bore  it  to  its  rest.  The  vault 
in  which  we  placed  it  (and  which  had  been  so  long  unopened 
that  our  torches,  half  smothered  in  its  oppressive  atmosphere, 
gave  us  little  opportunity  for  investigation)  was  small,  damp, 
and  entirely  without  means  of  admission  for  light,  lying  at 
great  depth  immediately  beneath  that  portion  of  the  building 
in  which  was  my  own  sleeping  apartment.  It  had  been  used 
apparently  in  remote  feudal  times  for  the  worst  purposes  of  a 
donjon  keep,  and  in  later  days  as  a  place  of  deposit  for  powder 
or  some  other  highly  combustible  substance,  as  a  portion  of  its 
floor,  and  the  whole  interior  of  a  long  archway  through  which 
we  reached  it,  were  carefully  sheathed  with  copper.  The  door, 
of  massive  iron,  had  been  also  similarly  protected.  Its  immense 
weight  caused  an  unusually  sharp  grating  sound  as  it  moved 
upon  its  hinges. 

Having  deposited  our  mournful  burden  upon  trestles  within 
this  region  of  horror,  we  partially  turned  aside  the  yet  unscrewed 
lid  of  the  coffin  and  looked  upon  the  face  of  the  tenant.  A 
striking  similitude  between  the  brother  and  sister  now  first 
arrested  my  attention,  and  Usher,  divining  perhaps  my  thoughts, 
murmured  out  some  few  words  from  which  I  learned  that  the 
deceased  and  himself  had  been  twins,  and  that  sympathies  of  a 
scarcely  intelligible  nature  had  always  existed  between  them. 
Our  glances,  however,  rested  not  long  upon  the  dead  —  for  we 
could  not  regard  her  unawed.  The  disease  which  had  thus 
entombed  the  lady  in  the  maturity  of  youth  had  left,  as  usual 
in  all  maladies  of  a  strictly  cataleptical  character,  the  mockery 
of  a  faint  blush  upon  the  bosom  and  the  face,  and  that  suspi¬ 
ciously  lingering  smile  upon  the  lip  which  is  so  terrible  in  death. 
We  replaced  and  screwed  down  the  lid,  and  having  secured  the 
door  of  iron,  made  our  way  with  toil  into  the  scarcely  less  gloomy 
apartments  of  the  upper  portion  of  the  house. 

And  now,  some  days  of  bitter  grief  having  elapsed,  an  observ¬ 
able  change  came  over  the  features  of  the  mental  disorder  of  my 
friend.  His  ordinary  manner  had  vanished.  His  ordinary  occu¬ 
pations  were  neglected  or  forgotten.  He  roamed  from  chamber 
to  chamber  with  hurried,  unequal,  and  objectless  step.  The  pal¬ 
lor  of  his  countenance  had  assumed,  if  possible,  a  more  ghastly 
hue  —  but  the  luminousness  of  his  eye  had  utterly  gone  out.  The 
once  occasional  huskiness  of  his  tone  was  heard  no  more,  and  a 
tremulous  quaver,  as  if  of  extreme  terror,  habitually  characterized 
his  utterance.  There  were  times  indeed  when  I  thought  his 
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unceasingly  agitated  mind  was  laboring  with  some  oppressive 
secret,  to  divulge  which  he  struggled  for  the  necessary  courage. 
At  times  again  I  was  obliged  to  resolve  all  into  the  mere  inex¬ 
plicable  vagaries  of  madness,  for  I  beheld  him  gazing  upon 
vacancy  for  long  hours  in  an  attitude  of  the  profoundest  atten¬ 
tion,  as  if  listening  to  some  imaginary  sound.  It  was  no  won¬ 
der  that  his  condition  terrified  —  that  it  infected  me.  I  felt 
creeping  upon  me,  by  slow  yet  certain  degrees,  the  wild  influ¬ 
ences  of  his  own  fantastic  yet  impressive  superstitions. 

It  was  especially  upon  retiring  to  bed  late  in  the  night  of 
the  seventh  or  eighth  day  after  the  placing  of  the  lady  Made¬ 
line  within  the  donjon  that  I  experienced  the  full  power  of 
such  feelings.  Sleep  came  not  near  my  couch  —  while  the 
hours  waned  and  waned  away.  I  struggled  to  reason  off  the 
nervousness  which  had  dominion  over  me.  I  endeavored  to 
believe  that  much,  if  not  all,  of  what  I  felt  was  due  to  the 
bewildering  influence  of  the  gloomy  furniture  of  the  room  — 
of  the  dark  and  tattered  draperies  which,  tortured  into  motion 
by  the  breath  of  a  rising  tempest,  swayed  fitfully  to  and  fro 
upon  the  walls,  and  rustled  uneasily  about  the  decorations  of 
the  bed.  But  my  efforts  were  fruitless.  An  irrepressible 
tremor  gradually  pervaded  my  frame,  and  at  length  there  sat 
upon  my  very  heart  an  incubus  of  utterly  causeless  alarm. 
Shaking  this  off  with  a  gasp  and  a  struggle,!  uplifted  myself 
upon  the  pillows,  and  peering  earnestly  within  the  intense 
darkness  of  the  chamber,  hearkened  — I  know  not  why,  except 
that  an  instinctive  spirit  prompted  me  to  certain  low  and 
indefinite  sounds  which  came,  through  the  pauses  of  the  storm, 
at  long  intervals,  I  knew  not  whence.  Overpowered  by  an 
intense  sentiment  of  horror,  unaccountable  yet  unendurable,  I 
threw  on  my  clothes  with  haste  (for  I  felt  that  I  should  sleep 
no  more  during  the  night),  and  endeavored  to  arouse  myself 
from  the  pitiable  condition  into  which  I  had  fallen,  by  pacing 
rapidly  to  and  fro  through  the  apartment. 

I  had  taken  but  few  turns  in  this  manner,  when  a  light  step 
on  an  adjoining  staircase  arrested  my  attention.  I  presently 
recognized  it  as  that  of  Usher.  In  an  instant  afterward  he 
rapped  with  a  gentle  touch  at  my  door,  and  entered,  bearing 
a  lamp.  His  countenance  was  as  usual  cadaverously  wan 
but,  moreover,  there  was  a  species  of  mad  hilarity  in  his  eyes 

_ an  evidently  restrained  hysteria  in  his  whole  demeanor.  His 

air  appalled  me  —  but  anything  was  preferable  to  the  solitude 
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which  I  had  so  long  endured,  and  I  even  welcomed  his  presence 
as  a  relief. 

“  And  you  have  not  seen  it  ?  ”  he  said  abruptly,  after  having 
stared  about  him  for  some  moments  in  silence  —  “  you  have  not 
then  seen  it? — but,  stay!  you  shall.”  Thus  speaking,  and 
having  carefully  shaded  his  lamp,  he  hurried  to  one  of  the  case¬ 
ments,  and  threw  it  freely  open  to  the  storm. 

The  impetuous  fury  of  the  entering  gust  nearly  lifted  us 
from  our  feet.  It  was  indeed  a  tempestuous  yet  sternly  beau¬ 
tiful  night,  and  one  wildly  singular  in  its  terror  and  its  beauty. 
A  whirlwind  had  apparently  collected  its  force  in  our  vicinity, 
for  there  were  frequent  and  violent  alterations  in  the  direction 
of  the  wind,  and  the  exceeding  density  of  the  clouds  (which 
hung  so  low  as  to  press  upon  the  turrets  of  the  house)  did  not 
prevent  our  perceiving  the  lifelike  velocity  with  which  they 
flew  careering  from  all  points  against  each  other  without  pass¬ 
ing  away  into  the  distance. 

I  say  that  even  their  exceeding  density  did  not  prevent  our 
perceiving  this  —  yet  we  had  no  glimpse  of  the  moon  or  stars 
—  nor  was  there  any  flashing  forth  of  the  lightning.  But  the 
under  surfaces  of  the  huge  masses  of  agitated  vapor,  as  well  as 
all  terrestrial  objects  immediately  around  us,  were  glowing  in 
the  unnatural  light  of  a  faintly  luminous  and  distinctly  visi¬ 
ble  gaseous  exhalation  which  hung  about  and  enshrouded  the 
mansion. 

“You  must  not  —  you  shall  not  behold  this  !  ”  said  I,  shud- 
deringly,  to  Usher,  as  I  led  him  with  a  gentle  violence  from  the 
window  to  a  seat.  “  These  appearances  which  bewilder  you  are 
merely  electrical  phenomena  not  uncommon,  or  it  may  be  that 
they  have  their  ghastly  origin  in  the  rank  miasma  of  the  tarn. 
Let  us  close  this  casement ;  the  air  is  chilling  and  dangerous 
to  your  frame.  Here  is  one  of  your  favorite  romances.  I  will 
read,  and  you  shall  listen  ;  and  so  we  will  pass  away  this  terrible 
night  together.” 

The  antique  volume  which  I  had  taken  up  was  the  “  Mad 
Trist”  of  Sir  Launcelot  Canning,  but  I  had  called  it  a  favorite 
of  Usher’s  more  in  sad  jest  than  in  earnest ;  for,  in  truth,  there  is 
little  in  its  uncouth  and  unimaginative  prolixity  which  could 
have  had  interest  for  the  lofty  and  spiritual  ideality  of  my 
friend.  It  was,  however,  the  only  book  immediately  at  hand, 
and  I  indulged  a  vague  hope  that  the  excitement  which  now 
agitated  the  hypochondriac  might  find  relief  (for  the  history 
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of  mental  disorder  is  full  of  similar  anomalies)  even  in  the 
extremeness  of  the  folly  which  I  should  read.  Could  I  have 
judged,  indeed,  by  the  wild  overstrained  air  of  vivacity  with 
which  he  hearkened,  or  apparently  hearkened,  to  the  words  of 
the  tale,  I  might  well  have  congratulated  myself  upon  the 
success  of  my  design. 

I  had  arrived  at  that  well-known  portion  of  the  story  where 
Ethelred,  the  hero  of  the  Trist,  having  sought  in  vain  for  peace¬ 
able  admission  into  the  dwelling  of  the  hermit,  proceeds  to  make 
good  an  entrance  by  force.  Here,  it  will  be  remembered,  the 
words  of  the  narrative  run  thus :  — 

“  And  Ethelred,  who  was  by  nature  of  a  doughty  heart,  and 
who  was  now  mighty  withal,  on  account  of  the  powerfulness  of 
the  wine  which  he  had  drunken,  waited  no  longer  to  hold  parley 
with  the  hermit,  who  in  sooth  was  of  an  obstinate  and  maliceful 
turn,  but  feeling  the  rain  upon  his  shoulders,  and  fearing  the 
rising  of  the  tempest,  uplifted  his  mace  outright,  and  with  blows 
made  quickly  room  in  the  plankings  of  the  door  for  his  gaunt- 
leted  hand ;  and  now  pulling  therewith  sturdily,  he  so  cracked 
and  ripped,  and  tore  all  asunder,  that  the  noise  of  the  dry  and 
hollow-sounding  wood  alarumed  and  reverberated  throughout 
the  forest.” 

At  the  termination  of  this  sentence  I  started,  and  for  a 
moment  paused,  for  it  appeared  to  me  (although  I  at  once  con¬ 
cluded  that  my  excited  fancy  had  deceived  me)  that  from  some 
very  remote  portion  of  the  mansion  there  came  indistinctly  to 
my  ears  what  might  have  been,  in  its  exact  similarity  of  char¬ 
acter,  the  echo  (but  a  stifled  and  dull  one  certainly)  of  the  very 
cracking  and  ripping  sound  which  Sir  Launcelot  had  so  par¬ 
ticularly  described.  It  was  beyond  doubt  the  coincidence  alone 
which  had  arrested  my  attention ;  for  amid  the  rattling  of  the 
sashes  of  the  casements,  and  the  ordinary  commingled  noises  of 
the  still  increasing  storm,  the  sound  in  itself  had  nothing  surely 
which  should  have  interested  or  disturbed  me.  I  continued  the 
story  : — 

“  But  the  good  champion  Ethelred,  now  entering  within  the 
door,  was  soon  enraged  and  amazed  to  perceive  no  signal  of  the 
maliceful  hermit ;  but  in  the  stead  thereof,  a  dragon  of  a  scaly 
and  prodigious  demeanor,  and  of  a  fiery  tongue,  which  sate  in 
guard  before  a  palace  of  gold,  with  a  floor  of  silver ;  and  upon 
the  wall  there  hung  a  shield  of  shining  brass  with  this  legend 
enwritten  — 
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‘  Who  entereth  herein,  a  conqueror  hath  bin ; 

Who  slayeth  the  dragon,  the  shield  he  shall  win.’ 

And  Ethelred  uplifted  his  mace,  and  struck  upon  the  head  of 
the  dragon,  which  fell  before  him,  and  gave  up  his  pesty  breath, 
with  a  shriek  so  horrid  and  harsh,  and  withal  so  piercing, 
that  Ethelred  had  fain  to  close  his  ears  with  his  hands  against 
the  dreadful  noise  of  it,  the  like  whereof  was  never  before 
heard.” 

Here  again  I  paused  abruptly,  and  now  with  a  feeling  of 
wild  amazement  —  for  there  could  be  no  doubt  whatever  that  in 
this  instance  I  did  actually  hear  (although  from  what  direction 
it  proceeded  I  found  it  impossible  to  say)  a  low  and  apparently 
distant,  but  harsh,  protracted,  and  most  unusual  screaming  or 
grating  sound  —  the  exact  counterpart  of  what  my  fancy  had 
already  conjured  up  for  the  dragon’s  unnatural  shriek  as  de¬ 
scribed  by  the  romancer. 

Oppressed  as  I  certainly  was  upon  the  occurrence  of  this 
second  and  most  extraordinary  coincidence,  by  a  thousand  con¬ 
flicting  sensations,  in  which  wonder  and  extreme  terror  were 
predominate,  I  still  retained  sufficient  presence  of  mind  to  avoid 
exciting  by  any  observation  the  sensitive  nervousness  of  my 
companion.  I  was  by  no  means  certain  that  he  had  noticed  the 
sounds  in  question,  although,  assuredly,  a  strange  alteration 
had  during  the  last  few  minutes  taken  place  in  his  demeanor. 
From  a  position  fronting  my  own,  he  had  gradually  brought 
round  his  chair,  so  as  to  sit  with  his  face  to  the  door  of  the 
chamber ;  and  thus  I  could  but  partially  perceive  his  features, 
although  I  saw  that  his  lips  trembled  as  if  he  were  murmuring 
inaudibly.  His  head  had  dropped  upon  his  breast,  yet  I  knew 
that  he  was  not  asleep,  from  the  wide  and  rigid  opening  of  the 
eye  as  I  caught  a  glance  of  it  in  profile.  The  motion  of  his 
body  too  was  at  variance  with  this  idea  —  for  he  rocked  from 
side  to  side  with  a  gentle  yet  constant  and  uniform  sway. 
Having  rapidly  taken  notice  of  all  this,  I  resumed  the  narrative 
of  Sir  Launcelot,  which  thus  proceeded  :  — 

“  And  now,  the  champion  having  escaped  from  the  terrible 
fury  of  the  dragon,  bethinking  himself  of  the  brazen  shield,  and 
of  the  breaking  up  of  the  enchantment  which  was  upon  it, 
removed  the  carcase  from  out  of  the  way  before  him,  and 
approached  valorously  over  the  silver  pavement  of  the  castle 
to  where  the  shield  was  upon  the  wall ;  which  in  sooth  tarried 
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not  for  his  full  coming,  hut  fell  down  at  his  feet  upon  the  silver 
floor  with  a  mighty  great  and  terrible  ringing  sound. 

No  sooner  had  these  syllables  passed  my  lips,  than  —  as  if  a 
shield  of  brass  had  indeed  at  the  moment  fallen  heavily  upon  a 
floor  of  silver  —  I  became  aware  of  a  distinct,  hollow,  metallic, 
and  clangorous,  yet  apparently  muffled,  reverberation.  Com¬ 
pletely  unnerved,  I  leaped  to  my  feet,  but  the  measured  rocking 
movement  of  Usher  was  undisturbed.  I  rushed  to  the  chair  m 
which  he  sat.  His  eyes  were  bent  fixedly  before  him,  and 
throughout  his  whole  countenance  there  reigned  a  ston^  i  igid- 
ity.  But,  as  I  placed  my  hand  upon  his  shoulder,  there  came 
a  strong  shudder  over  his  whole  person  ;  a  sickly  smile  quiv¬ 
ered  about  his  lips,  and  I  saw  that  he  spoke  in  a  low,  hurried, 
and  gibbering  murmur,  as  if  unconscious  of  my  presence. 
Bending  closely  over  him,  I  at  length  drank  in  the  hideous 
import  of  his  words. 

“  Not  hear  it  ?  —  yes,  I  hear  it,  and  have  heard  it.  Long  — 

long _ long  —  many  minutes,  many  hours,  many  days,  have  I 

heard  it  — yet  I  dared  not  — oh,  pity  me,  miserable  wretch  that 

I  am  ! _ I  dared  not  —  I  dared  not  speak  !  We  have  put  her 

living  in  the  tomb  !  Said  I  not  that  my  senses  were  acute  ?  I 
now  tell  you  that  I  heard  her  first  feeble  movements  in  the 
hollow  coffin.  T  heard  them — -many,  many  days  ago  —  yet  I 
dared  not  - —  I  dared  not  speak  !  And  now  —  to-night  Ethel- 

red _ ha!  ha! — the  breaking  of  the  hermit’s  door,  and  the 

death  cry  of  the  dragon,  and  the  clangor  of  the.  shield  !  —  say, 
rather,  the  rending  of  her  coffin,  and  the  grating  of  the  iron 
hinges  of  her  prison,  and  her  struggles  within  the  coppered 
archway  of  the  vault.  O  whither  shall  I  fly  ?  Will  she  not  be 
here  anon  ?  Is  she  not  hurrying  to  upbraid  me  for  my  haste  ? 
Have  I  not  heard  her  footstep  on  the  stair?  Do  I  not  distin¬ 
guish  that  heavy  and  horrible  beating  of  her  heart  ?  Madman  . 
Here  he  sprang  furiously  to  his  feet,  and  shrieked  out  his  syl¬ 
lables,  as  if  in  the  effort  he  were  giving  up  his  soul  —  «  Mad¬ 
man  !  I  tell  you  that  she  now  stands  without  the  door  ! 

As  if  in  the  superhuman  energy  of  his  utterance  there  had 
been  found  the  potency  of  a  spell  —  the  huge  antique  panels  to 
which  the  speaker  pointed  threw  slowly  back,  upon  the  instant, 
their  ponderous  and  ebony  jaws.  It  was  the  work  of  the  rush¬ 
ing  gust  —  but  then  without  those  doors  there  did  stand  the 
lofty  and  enshrouded  figure  of  the  lady  Madeline  of  Usher. 
There  was  blood  upon  her  white  robes,  and  the  evidence  of 
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some  bitter  struggle  upon  every  portion  of  her  emaciated  frame. 
For  a  moment  she  remained  trembling  and  reeling  to  and  fro 
upon  the  threshold  —  then,  with  a  low  moaning  cry,  fell  heavily 
inward  upon  the  person  of  her  brother,  and  in  her  violent  and 
now  final  death  agonies,  bore  him  to  the  floor  a  corpse,  and  a 
victim  to  the  terrors  he  had  anticipated. 

From  that  chamber,  and  from  that  mansion,  I  fled  aghast. 
The  storm  was  still  abroad  in  all  its  wrath  as  I  found  myself 
crossing  the  old  causeway.  Suddenly  there  shot  along  the  path 
a  wild  light,  and  I  turned  to  see  whence  a  gleam  so  unusual 
could  have  issued,  for  the  vast  house  and  its  shadows  were 
alone  behind  me.  The  radiance  was  that  of  the  full,  setting, 
and  blood-red  moon,  which  now  shone  vividly  through  that 
once  barely  discernible  fissure,  of  which  I  have  before  spoken 
as  extending  from  the  roof  of  the  building  in  a  zigzag  direction 
to  the  base.  While  I  gazed,  this  fissure  rapidly  widened  ; 
there  came  a  fierce  breath  of  the  whirlwind  ;  the  entire  orb  of 
the  satellite  burst  at  once  upon  my  sight ;  my  brain  reeled  as  I 
saw  the  mighty  walls  rushing  asunder  ;  there  was  a  long  tu¬ 
multuous  shouting  sound  like  the  voice  of  a  thousand  waters, 
and  the  deep  and  dark  tarn  at  my  feet  closed  sullenly  and 
silently  over  the  fragments  of  the  '■'■House  of  Usher.” 

DEATH. 

By  THOMAS  HOOD. 

(For  biographical  sketch,  see  page  226.) 

It  is  not  death,  that  some  time  in  a  sigh 

This  eloquent  breath  shall  take  its  speechless  flight ; 

That  some  time  these  bright  stars,  that  now  reply 
In  sunlight  to  the  sun,  shall  set  in  night, 

That  this  warm  conscious  flesh  shall  perish  quite, 

And  all  life’s  ruddy  springs  forget  to  flow ; 

That  thoughts  shall  cease,  and  the  immortal  sprite 
Be  lapped  in  alien  clay  and  laid  below ;  — 

It  is  not  death  to  know  this ;  but  to  know 

That  pious  thoughts,  which  visit  at  new  graves 
In  tender  pilgrimage,  will  cease  to  go 

So  duly  and  so  oft ;  and  when  grass  waves 
Over  the  past-away,  there  may  be  then 
No  resurrection  in  the  minds  of  men. 
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By  A.  W.  KINGSLAKE. 

(From  “  Eothen.”) 

[Alexander  William  Kingslake  :  An  English  historian ;  born  at  Taunton, 
Devonshire,  August  5,  1809  ;  died  in  London,  January  2, 1891.  He  was  educated 
at  Eton  and  Cambridge  University  ;  was  called  to  the  bar  in  1837  ;  served  in  the 
English  army  at  Algiers  in  1845  and  during  the  Crimean  War  in  1854  ;  and  was 
a  member  of  Parliament  for  Bridgewater,  1857-1869.  His  first  work,  “  Eothen, 
or  Traces  of  Travel  brought  Home  from  the  East,”  was  published  anonymously 
in  1844  and  was  immediately  successful,  reaching  its  fifth  edition  in  1846.  His 
greatest  work  was  “  The  Invasion  of  the  Crimea,  its  Origin  and  an  Account  of  its 
Progress”  (8  vols.,  1863-1887).] 

Beybout  on  its  land  side  is  hemmed  in  by  the  Druses,  who 
occupy  all  the  neighboring  highlands. 

Often  enough  I  saw  the  ghostly  images  of  the  women  with 
their  exalted  horns  stalking  through  the  streets,  and  I  saw  too 
in  traveling  the  affrighted  groups  of  the  mountaineers  as  they 
fled  before  me,  under  the  fear  that  my  party  might  be  a  com¬ 
pany  of  income-tax  commissioners,  or  a  press  gang  enforcing 
the  conscription  for  Mehemet  Ali ;  but  nearly  all  my  knowledge 
of  the  people,  except  in  regard  of  their  mere  costume  and  out¬ 
ward  appearance,  is  drawn  from  books  and  dispatches,  to  which 
I  have  the  honor  to  refer  you. 

I  received  hospitable  welcome  at  Beyrout  from  the  Europeans, 
as  well  as  from  the  Syrian  Christians,  and  I  soon  discovered 
that  their  standing  topic  of  interest  was  the  Lady  Hester  Stan¬ 
hope,  who  lived  in  an  old  convent  on  the  Lebanon  range,  at  the 
distance  of  about  a  day’s  journey  from  the  town.  The  lady’s 
habit  of  refusing  to  see  Europeans  added  the  charm  of  mystery 
to  a  character  which,  even  without  that  aid,  was  sufficiently 
distinguished  to  command  attention. 

Many  years  of  Lady  Hester’s  early  womanhood  had  been 
passed  with  Lady  Chatham  at  Burton  Pynsent,  and  during 
that  inglorious  period  of  the  heroine’s  life,  her  commanding 
character,  and  (as  they  would  have  called  it  in  the  language 
of  those  days)  her  “condescending  kindness”  towards  my 
mother’s  family,  had  increased  in  them  those  strong  feelings 
of  respect  and  attachment  which  her  rank  and  station  alone 
would  have  easily  won  from  people  of  the  middle  class.  You 
may  suppose  how  deeply  the  quiet  women  in  Somersetshire 
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must  have  been  interested,  when  they  slowly  learned  by  vague 
and  uncertain  tidings  that  the  intrepid  girl  who  had  been  used 
to  break  their  vicious  horses  for  them  was  reigning  in  sover¬ 
eignty  over  the  wandering  tribes  of  Western  Asia  !  I  know 
that  her  name  was  made  almost  as  familiar  to  me  in  my  child¬ 
hood  as  the  name  of  Robinson  Crusoe  ;  both  were  associated 
with  the  spirit  of  adventure,  but  whilst  the  imagined  life  of 
the  castaway  mariner  never  failed  to  seem  glaringly  real,  the 
true  story  of  the  Englishwoman  ruling  over  Arabs  ahvays 
sounded  to  me  like  fable.  I  never  had  heard,  nor  indeed,  I 
believe,  had  the  rest  of  the  world  ever  heard,  anything  like  a 
certain  account  of  the  heroine’s  adventures ;  all  I  knew  was 
that  in  one  of  the  drawers  which  were  the  delight  of  my  child¬ 
hood,  along  with  attar  of  roses  and  fragrant  wonders  from 
Hindostan,  there  were  letters  carefully  treasured,  and  trifling 
presents  which  I  was  taught  to  think  valuable  because  they 
had  come  from  the  Queen  of  the  Desert,  who  dwelt  in  tents, 
and  reigned  over  wandering  Arabs. 

The  subject,  however,  died  away,  and  from  the  ending  of 
my  childhood  up  to  the  period  of  my  arrival  in  the  Levant,  I 
had  seldom  ever  heard  a  mentioning  of  the  Lady  Hester  Stan¬ 
hope,  but  now  wherever  I  went  I  was  met  by  the  name  so 
familiar  in  sound,  and  yet  so  full  of  mystery,  from  the  vague, 
fairy-tale  sort  of  idea  which  it  brought  to  my  mind ;  I  heard 
it  too  connected  with  fresh  wonders,  for  it  was  said  that  the 
woman  was  now  acknowledged  as  an  inspired  being  by  the 
people  of  the  mountains,  and  it  was  even  hinted  with  horror 
that  she  claimed  to  be  more  than  a  prophet. 

I  felt  at  once  that  my  mother  would  be  sadly  sorry  to  hear 
that  I  had  been  within  a  day’s  ride  of  her  early  friend  without 
offering  to  see  her,  and  I  therefore  dispatched  a  letter  to  the 
recluse,  mentioning  the  maiden  name  of  my  mother  (whose 
marriage  was  subsequent  to  Lady  Hester’s  departure),  and 
saying  that  if  there  existed  on  the  part  of  her  Ladyship  any 
wish  to  hear  of  her  old  Somersetshire  acquaintance,  I  should 
make  a  point  of  visiting  her.  My  letter  was  sent  by  a  foot 
messenger  who  was  to  take  an  unlimited  time  for  his  journey, 
so  that  it  was  not,  I  think,  until  either  the  third  or  the  fourth 
day  that  the  answer  arrived.  A  couple  of  horsemen 
covered  with  mud  suddenly  dashed  into  the  little  court  of  the 
“  Locanda  ”  in  which  I  was  staying,  bearing  themselves  as 
ostentatiously  as  though  they  were  carrying  a  cartel  from  the 
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Devil  to  the  Angel  Michael.  One  of  these  (the  other  being 
his  attendant)  was  an  Italian  by  birth  (though  now  completely 
orientalized),  who  lived  in  my  Lady’s  establishment  as  doctor 
nominally,  but  practically  as  an  upper  servant ;  he  presented 
me  a  very  kind  and  appropriate  letter  of  invitation. 

It  happened  that  I  was  rather  unwell  at  this  time,  so  that  I 
named  a  more  distant  day  for  my  visit  than  I  should  otherwise 
have  done,  and  after  all,  I  did  not  start  at  the  time  fixed. 
Whilst  still  remaining  at  Beyrout  I  received  this  letter,  which 
certainly  betrays  no  symptom  of  the  pretensions  to  divine 
power  which  were  popularly  attributed  to  the  writer : 

Sir,  —  I  hope  I  shall  be  disappointed  in  seeing  you  on  Wednes¬ 
day,  for  the  late  rains  have  rendered  the  river  Damoor,  if  not  dan¬ 
gerous,  at  least  very  unpleasant  to  pass  for  a  person  who  has  been 
lately  indisposed,  for,  if  the  animal  swims,  you  would  be  immerged 
in  the  waters.  The  weather  will  probably  change  after  the  21st  of 
the  moon,  and  after  a  couple  of  days  the  roads  and  the  river  will  be 
passable ;  therefore  I  shall  expect  you  either  Saturday  or  Monday. 

It  will  be  a  great  satisfaction  to  me  to  have  an  opportunity  of 
inquiring  after  your  mother,  who  was  a  sweet,  lovely  girl  when  I 
knew  her.  Believe  me,  Sir, 

Yours  sincerely, 

Hester  Lucy  Stanhope. 

Early  one  morning  I  started  from  Beyrout.  There  are  no 
regularly  established  relays  of  horses  in  Syria,  at  least  not  in 
the  line  which  I  took,  and  you  therefore  hire  your  cattle  for  the 
whole  journey,  or  at  all  events  for  your  journey  to  some  large 
town.  Under  these  circumstances  you  have  no  occasion  for  a 
Tartar  (whose  principal  utility  consists  in  his  power  to  compel 
the  supply  of  horses).  In  other  respects  the  mode  of  traveling 
through  Syria  differs  very  little  from  that  which  I  have  de¬ 
scribed  as  prevailing  in  Turkey.  I  hired  my  horses  and  mules 
(for  I  had  some  of  both)  for  the  whole  of  the  journey  from 
Beyrout  to  Jerusalem.  The  owner  of  the  beasts  (who  had  a 
couple  of  fellows  under  him)  was  the  most  dignified  member 
of  my  party ;  he  was,  indeed,  a  magnificent  old  man,  and  was 
called  Shereef,  or  “holy,”  — a  title  of  honor,  which,  with  the 
privilege  of  wearing  the  green  turban,  he  well  deserved,  not 
only  from  the  blood  of  the  Prophet  that  glowed  in  his  veins, 
but  from  the  well-known  sanctity  of  his  life,  and  the  length  of 
his  blessed  beard. 
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Mysseri,  of  course,  still  traveled  with  me,  but  the  Arabic 
was  not  one  of  the  seven  languages  which  he  spoke  so  perfectly, 
and  I  was,  therefore,  obliged  to  hire  another  interpreter.  I 
had  no  difficulty  in  finding  a  proper  man  for  the  purpose  —  one 
Demetrius,  —  or,  as  he  was  always  called,  Dthemetri,  a  native 
of  Zante,  who  had  been  tossed  about  by  fortune  in  all  direc¬ 
tions.  He  spoke  the  Arabic  very  well,  and  communicated  with 
me  in  Italian.  The  man  was  a  very  zealous  member  of  the 
Greek  Church.  He  had  been  a  tailor.  He  was  as  ugly  as 
the  devil,  having  a  thoroughly  Tartar  countenance,  which  ex¬ 
pressed  the  agony  of  his  body,  or  mind,  as  the  case  might  be, 
in  the  most  ludicrous  manner  imaginable.  He  embellished  the 
natural  caricature  of  his  person  by  suspending  about  his  neck 
and  shoulders  and  waist  quantities  of  little  bundles  and  parcels 
which  he  thought  too  valuable  to  be  intrusted  to  the  jerking  of 
pack  saddles.  The  mule  that  fell  to  his  lot  on  this  journey, 
every  now  and  then  forgetting  that  his  rider  was  a  saint,  and 
remembering  that  he  was  a  tailor,  took  a  quiet  roll  upon  the 
ground,  and  stretched  his  limbs  calmly  and  lazily,  like  a  good 
man  awaiting  a  sermon.  Dthemetri  never  got  seriously  hurt, 
but  the  subversion  and  dislocation  of  his  bundles  made  him  for 
the  moment  a  sad  spectacle  of  ruin,  and  when  he  regained  his 
legs  his  wrath  with  the  mule  became  very  amusing.  He  always 
addressed  the  beast  in  language  which  implied  that  he,  as  a 
Christian  and  saint,  had  been  personally  insulted  and  oppressed 
by  a  Mahometan  mule.  Dthemetri,  however,  on  the  whole 
proved  to  be  a  most  able  and  capital  servant.  I  suspected  him 
of  now  and  then  leading  me  out  of  my  way  in  order  that  he 
might  have  the  opportunity  of  visiting  the  shrine  of  a  saint, 
and  on  one  occasion,  as  you  will  see  by  and  by,  he  was  induced 
by  religious  motives  to  commit  a  gross  breach  of  duty ;  but 
putting  these  pious  faults  out  of  the  question  (and  they  were 
faults  of  the  right  side),  he  was  always  faithful  and  true  to  me. 

I  left  Saide  (the  Sidon  of  ancient  times)  on  my  right,  and 
about  an  hour,  I  think,  before  sunset  began  to  ascend  one  of 
the  many  low  hills  of  Lebanon.  On  the  summit  before  me  was 
a  broad,  gray  mass  of  irregular  building,  which,  from  its  posi¬ 
tion  as  well  as  from  the  gloomy  blankness  of  its  walls,  gave  the 
idea  of  a  neglected  fortress.  It  had,  in  fact,  been  a  convent  of 
great  size,  and,  like  most  of  the  religious  houses  in  this  part  of 
the  world,  had  been  made  strong  enough  for  opposing  an  inert 
resistance  to  any  mere  casual  band  of  assailants  who  might  be 
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unprovided  with  regular  means  of  attack.  This  was  the  dwell¬ 
ing  place  of  the  Chatham’s  fiery  granddaughter. 

The  aspect  of  the  first  court  which  I  entered  was  such  as  to 
keep  one  in  the  idea  of  having  to  do  with  a  fortress  rather  than 
a  mere  peaceable  dwelling  place.  A  number  of  fierce-looking 
and  ill-clad  Albanian  soldiers  were  hanging  about  the  place, 
and  striving  to  bear  the  curse  of  tranquillity  as  well  as  they 
could ;  two  or  three  of  them,  I  think,  were  smoking  their 
tchibouques,  but  the  rest  of  them  were  lying  torpidly  upon  the 
flat  stones  like  the  bodies  of  departed  brigands.  I  rode  on  to 
an  inner  part  of  the  building  and  at  last,  quitting  my  horses, 
was  conducted  through  a  doorway  that  led  me  at  once  from 
an  open  court  into  an  apartment  on  the  ground  floor.  As  I 
entered,  an  Oriental  figure  in  male  costume  approached  me 
from  the  farther  end  of  the  room  with  many  and  profound 
bows,  but  the  growing  shades  of  evening  prevented  me  from 
distinguishing  the  features  of  the  personage  who  was  receiving 
me  with  this  solemn  welcome.  I  had  always,  however,  under¬ 
stood  that  Lady  Hester  Stanhope  wore  the  male  attire,  and  I 
began  to  utter  in  English  the  common  civilities  that  seemed  to 
be  proper  on  the  commencement  of  a  visit  by  an  uninspired 
mortal  to  a  renowned  Prophetess ;  but  the  figure  which  I 
addressed  only  bowed  so  much  the  more,  prostrating  itself 
almost  to  the  ground,  but  speaking  to  me  never  a  woid.  I 
feebly  strove  not  to  be  outdone  in  gestures  of  respect,  but 
presently  my  bowing  opponent  saw  the  error  under  which  I 
was  acting,  and  suddenly  convinced  me  that  at  all  events  I  was 
not  yet  in  the  presence  of  a  superhuman  being,  by  declaring 
that  he  was  not  “  Miladi,”  but  was  in  fact  nothing  more  or  less 
godlike  than  the  poor  doctor,  who  had  brought  his  mistress 
letter  to  Beyrout. 

Her  Ladyship,  in  the  right  spirit  of  hospitality,  now  sent, 
and  commanded  me  to  repose  for  a  while  after  the  fatigues  of 
my  journey,  and  to  dine. 

The  cuisine  was  of  the  Oriental  kind,  which  is  highly  artifi¬ 
cial,  and  I  thought  it  very  good.  I  rejoiced,  too,  in  the  wine  of 
the  Lebanon. 

Soon  after  the  ending  of  the  dinner,  the  doctor  arrived  with 
Miladi’s  compliments,  and  an  intimation  that  she  would  be 
happy  to  receive  me  if  I  were  so  disposed.  It  had  now  giown 
dark,  and  the  rain  was  falling  heavily,  so  that  I  got  rather  wet 
in  following  my  guide  through  the  open  courts  that  I  had  to 


LADY  HESTER  STANHOPE. 


169 


pass  in  order  to  reach  the  presence  chamber.  At  last  I  was 
ushered  into  a  small  apartment,  which  was  protected  from  the 
drafts  of  air  passing  through  the  doorway  by  a  folding  screen ; 
passing  this,  I  came  alongside  of  a  common  European  sofa,  where 
sat  the  Lady  Prophetess.  She  rose  from  her  seat  very  formally 

—  spoke  to  me  a  few  words  of  welcome,  pointed  to  a  chair  which 
was  placed  exactly  opposite  to  her  sofa,  at  a  couple  of  yards’ 
distance,  and  remained  standing  up  to  the  full  of  her  majestic 
height,  perfectly  still  and  motionless,  until  I  had  taken  my 
appointed  place.  She  then  resumed  her  seat,  not  packing  her¬ 
self  up  according  to  the  mode  of  the  Orientals,  but  allowing  her 
feet  to  rest  on  the  floor  or  the  footstool ;  at  the  moment  of 
seating  herself  she  covered  her  lap  with  a  mass  of  loose  white 
drapery,  which  she  held  in  her  hand.  It  occurred  to  me  at  the 
time  that  she  did  this  in  order  to  avoid  the  awkwardness  of 
sitting  in  manifest  trousers  under  the  eye  of  a  European,  but 
I  can  hardly  fancy  now  that,  with  her  willful  nature,  she  would 
have  brooked  such  a  compromise  as  this. 

The  woman  before  me  had  exactly  the  person  of  a  prophetess 

—  not,  indeed,  of  the  divine  sibyl  imagined  by  Domenichino,  so 
sweetly  distracted  betwixt  love  and  mystery,  but  of  a  good  busi¬ 
nesslike  practical  prophetess,  long  used  to  the  exercise  of  her 
sacred  calling.  I  have  been  told  by  those  who  knew  Lady 
Hester  Stanhope  in  her  youth,  that  any  notion  of  a  resemblance 
betwixt  her  and  the  great  Chatham  must  have  been  fanciful, 
but  at  the  time  of  my  seeing  her,  the  large  commanding  features 
of  the  gaunt  woman,  then  sixty  years  old  or  more,  certainly  re¬ 
minded  me  of  the  statesman  that  lay  dying  in  the  House  of  Lords, 
according  to  Copley’s  picture.  Her  face  was  of  the  most  aston¬ 
ishing  whiteness.  She  wore  a  very  large  turban,  which  seemed 
to  be  of  pale  cashmere  shawls,  so  disposed  as  to  conceal  the  hair ; 
her  dress,  from  the  chin  down  to  the  point  at  which  it  was  con¬ 
cealed  by  the  drapery  which  she  held  over  her  lap,  was  a  mass 
of  white  linen  loosely  folding  —  an  ecclesiastical  sort  of  affair, 

—  more  like  a  surplice  than  any  of  those  blessed  creations  which 
our  souls  love  under  the  names  of  “  dress,”  and  “  frock,”  and 
“bodice,”  and  “collar,”  and  “habit  shirt,”  and  sweet  “chem¬ 
isette.” 

Such  was  the  outward  seeming  of  the  personage  that  sat  be¬ 
fore  me,  and  indeed  she  was  almost  bound  by  the  fame  of  her 
actual  achievements,  as  well  as  by  her  sublime  pretensions,  to 
look  a  little  differently  from  the  rest  of  womankind.  There  had 
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been  something  of  grandeur  in  her  career.  After  the  death  of 
Lady  Chatham,  which  happened  in  1803,  she  lived  under  the 
roof  of  her  uncle,  the  second  Pitt,  and  when  he  resumed  the 
government  in  1804,  she  became  the  dispenser  of  much  patron¬ 
age,  and  sole  Secretary  of  State  for  the  department  of  Treasury 
banquets.  Not  having  seen  the  lady  until  late  in  her  life,  when 
she  was  fired  with  spiritual  ambition,  I  can  hardly  fancy  that 
she  could  have  performed  her  political  duties  in  the  saloons  of 
the  minister  with  much  of  feminine  sweetness  and  patience.  I 
am  told,  however,  that  she  managed  matters  very  well  indeed ; 
perhaps  it  was  better  for  the  lofty-minded  leader  of  the  House 
to  have  his  reception  rooms  guarded  by  this  stately  creature, 
than  by  a  merely  clever  and  managing  woman ;  it  was  fitting 
that  the  wholesome  awe  with  which  he  filled  the  minds  of  the 
country  gentlemen  should  be  aggravated  by  the  presence  of  his 
majestic  niece.  But  the  end  was  approaching.  The  sun.  of 
Austerlitz  showed  the  Czar  madly  sliding  his  splendid  army  like 
a  weaver’s  shuttle,  from  his  right  hand  to  his  left,  under  the 
very  eyes  —  the  deep,  gray,  watchful  eyes  of  Napoleon;  before 
night  came  the  coalition  was  a  vain  thing  —  meet  for  history, 
and  the  heart  of  its  great  author  was  crushed  with  grief  when 
the  terrible  tidings  came  to  his  ears.  In  the  bitterness  of  his 
despair  he  cried  out  to  his  niece,  and  bade  her  “  Roll  up  the 
Map  of  Europe.”  There  was  a  little  more  of  suffering,  and 
at  last,  with  his  swollen  tongue  (so  they  say)  still  mutter¬ 
ing  something  for  England,  he  died  by  the  noblest  of  all 
sorrows. 

Lady  Hester,  meeting  the  calamity  in  her  own  fierce  way, 
seems  to  have  scorned  the  poor  island  that  had  not  enough  of 
God’s  grace  to  keep  the  “  heaven-sent  ”  minister  alive.  I  can 
hardly  tell  why  it  should  be,  but  there  is  a  longing  for  the 
East  very  commonly  felt  by  proud-hearted  people  when  goaded 
by  sorrow.  Lady  Hester  Stanhope  obeyed  this  impulse.  For 
some  time,  I  believe,  she  was  at  Constantinople,  where .  her 
magnificence,  and  near  alliance  to  the  late  minister,  gained 
her  great  influence.  Afterwards  she  passed  into  Syria.  The 
people  of  that  country,  excited  by  the  achievements  of  Sir 
Sydney  Smith,  had  begun  to  imagine  the  possibility  of  their 
land  being  occupied  by  the  English,  and  many  of  them  looked 
upon  Lady  Hester  as  a  princess  who  came  to  prepare  the  way 
for  the  expected  conquest. 

A  couple  of  black  slave  girls  came  at  a  signal,  and  supplied 
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their  mistress,  as  well  as  myself,  with  lighted  tchibouques  and 
coffee. 

The  custom  of  the  East  sanctions,  and  almost  commands, 
some  moments  of  silence  whilst  you  are  inhaling  the  first  few 
breaths  of  the  fragrant  pipe.  The  pause  was  broken,  I  think, 
by  my  Lady,  who  addressed  to  me  some  inquiries  respecting 
my  mother,  and  particularly  as  to  her  marriage  ;  but  before  I 
had  communicated  any  great  amount  of  family  facts,  the  spirit 
of  the  Prophetess  kindled  within  her,  and  presently  (though 
with  all  the  skill  of  a  woman  of  the  world)  she  shuffled  away 
the  subject  of  poor  dear  Somersetshire,  and  bounded  onward 
into  loftier  spheres  of  thought. 

My  old  acquaintance  with  some  of  “the  twelve”  enabled 
me  to  bear  my  part  (of  course  a  very  humble  one)  in  a  con¬ 
versation  relative  to  occult  science.  Milnes  once  spread  a  re¬ 
port  that  every  gang  of  gypsies  was  found  upon  inquiry  to 
have  come  last  from  a  place  to  the  westward,  and  to  be  about 
to  make  the  next  move  in  an  eastern  direction ;  either  there¬ 
fore  they  were  to  be  all  gathered  together  towards  the  rising 
of  the  sun,  by  the  mysterious  finger  of  Providence,  or  else  they 
were  to  revolve  round  the  globe  forever  and  ever.  Both  of 
these  suppositions  were  highly  gratifying,  because  they  were 
both  marvelous,  and  though  the  story  on  which  they  were 
founded  plainly  sprang  from  the  inventive  brain  of  a  poet,  no 
one  had  ever  been  so  odiously  statistical  as  to  attempt  a  con¬ 
tradiction  of  it.  I  now  mentioned  the  story  as  a  report  to 
Lady  Hester  Stanhope,  and  asked  her  if  it  were  true.  I  could 
not  have  touched  upon  any  imaginable  subject  more  deeply 
interesting  to  my  hearer  —  more  closely  akin  to  her  habitual 
train  of  thinking.  She  immediately  threw  off  all  the  restraint 
belonging  to  an  interview  with  a  stranger ;  and  when  she  had 
received  a  few  more  similar  proofs  of  my  aptness  for  the  mar¬ 
velous,  she  went  so  far  as  to  say  that  she  would  adopt  me  as 
her  Sieve  in  occult  science. 

For  hours  and  hours,  this  wondrous  white  woman  poured 
forth  her  speech,  for  the  most  part  concerning  sacred  and  pro¬ 
fane  mysteries.  But  every  now  and  then  she  would  stay  her 
lofty  flight,  and  swoop  down  upon  the  world  again.  When¬ 
ever  this  happened,  I  was  interested  in  her  conversation. 

She  adverted  more  than  once  to  the  period  of  her  lost  sway 
amongst  the  Arabs,  and  mentioned  some  of  the  circumstances 
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that  aided  her  in  obtaining  influence  with  the  wandering  tribes. 
The  Bedouin,  so  often  engaged  in  irregular  warfare,  strains  his 
eyes  to  the  horizon  in  search  of  a  coming  enemy,  just  as  habitu¬ 
ally  as  the  sailor  keeps  his  “bright  lookout”  for  a  strange  sail. 
In  the  absence  of  telescopes,  a  far-reaching  sight  is  highly 
valued,  and  Lady  Hester  possessed  this  quality  to  an  extraor¬ 
dinary  degree.  She  told  me  that  on  one  occasion,  when  there 
was  good  reason  to  expect  a  hostile  attack,  great  excitement 
was  felt  in  the  camp  by  the  report  of  a  far-seeing  Arab,  who 
declared  that  he  could  just  distinguish  some  moving  objects 
upon  the  very  farthest  point  within  the  reach  of  his  eyes. 
Lady  Hester  was  consulted,  and  she  instantly  assured  her 
comrades  in  arms  that  there  were  indeed  a  number  of  horses 
within  sight,  but  that  they  were  without  riders.  The  assertion 
proved  to  be  correct,  and  from  that  time  forth  her  superiority 
over  all  others  in  respect  of  far  sight  remained  undisputed. 

Lady  Hester  related  to  me  this  other  anecdote  of  her  Arab 
life.  It  was  when  the  heroic  qualities  of  the  Englishwoman 
were  just  beginning  to  be  felt  amongst  the  people  of  the  desert, 
that  she  was  marching  one  day,  along  with  the  forces  of  the 
tribe  to  which  she  had  allied  herself.  She  perceived  that  prep¬ 
arations  for  an  engagement  were  going  on,  and  upon  her  mak¬ 
ing  inquiry  as  to  the  cause,  the  Sheik  at  first  affected  mystery 
and  concealment,  but  at  last  confessed  that  war  had  been  de¬ 
clared  against  his  tribe  on  account  of  its  alliance  with  the  Eng¬ 
lish  princess,  and  that  they  were  now  unfortunately  about  to 
be  attacked  by  a  very  superior  force.  He  made  it  appear  that 
Lady  Hester  was  the  sole  cause  of  hostility  betwixt  his  tribe 
and  the  impending  enemy,  and  that  his  sacred  duty  of  protect¬ 
ing  the  Englishwoman  whom  he  had  admitted  as  his  guest  was 
the  only  obstacle  which  prevented  an  amicable  arrangement  of 
the  dispute.  The  Sheik  hinted  that  his  tribe  was  likely  to 
sustain  an  almost  overwhelming  blow,  but  at  the  same  time 
declared  that  no  fear  of  the  consequences,  however  terrible  to 
him  and  his  whole  people,  should  induce  him  to  dream  of 
abandoning  his  illustrious  guest.  The  heroine  instantly  took 
her  part :  it  was  not  for  her  to  be  a  source  of  danger  to  her 
friends,  but  rather  to  her  enemies  ;  so  she  resolved  to  turn  away 
from  the  people,  and  trust  for  help  to  none,  save  only  her 
haughty  self.  The  Sheiks  affected  to  dissuade  her  from  so 
rash  a  course,  and  fairly  told  her  that  although  they  (having 
been  freed  from  her  presence)  would  be  able  to  make  good 


LADY  HESTER  STANHOPE. 


173 


terms  for  themselves,  yet  that  there  was  no  means  of  allaying 
the  hostility  felt  towards  her,  and  that  the  whole  face  of  the 
desert  would  be  swept  by  the  horsemen  of  her  enemies  so  care¬ 
fully  as  to  make  her  escape  into  other  districts  almost  impos¬ 
sible.  The  brave  woman  was  not  to  be  moved  by  terrors  of 
this  kind,  and  bidding  farewell  to  the  tribe  which  had  honored 
and  protected  her,  she  turned  her  horse’s  head  and  rode  straight 
away  from  them,  without  friend  or  follower.  Hours  had  elapsed, 
and  for  some  time  she  had  been  alone  in  the  center  of  the  round 
horizon,  when  her  quick  eye  perceived  some  horsemen  in  the  dis¬ 
tance.  The  party  came  nearer  and  nearer  ;  soon  it  was  plain 
that  they  were  making  towards  her,  and  presently  some  hun¬ 
dreds  of  Bedouins,  fully  armed,  galloped  up  to  her,  ferociously 
shouting,  and  apparently  intending  to  take  her  life  at  the  instant 
with  their  pointed  spears.  Her  face  at  the  time  was  covered 
with  the  yashmack ,  according  to  Eastern  usage,  but  at  the 
moment  when  the  foremost  of  the  horsemen  had  all  but  reached 
her  with  their  spears,  she  stood  up  in  her  stirrups  —  withdrew 
the  yashmack  that  veiled  the  terrors  of  her  countenance  — 
waved  her  arm  slowly  and  disdainfully,  and  cried  out  with  a 
loud  voice,  “Avaunt !  ”  The  horsemen  recoiled  from  her  glance, 
but  not  in  terror.  The  threatening  yells  of  the  assailants  were 
suddenly  changed  for  loud  shouts  of  joy  and  admiration  at  the 
bravery  of  the  stately  Englishwoman,  and  festive  gunshots 
were  fired  on  all  sides  around  her  honored  head.  The  truth 
was  that  the  party  belonged  to  the  tribe  with  which  she  had 
allied  herself,  and  that  the  threatened  attack,  as  well  as  the 
pretended  apprehension  of  an  engagement,  had  been  contrived 
for  the  mere  purpose  of  testing  her  courage.  The  day  ended 
in  a  great  feast  prepared  to  do  honor  to  the  heroine,  and  from 
that  time  her  power  over  the  minds  of  the  people  grew  rapidly. 
Lady  Hester  related  this  story  with  great  spirit,  and  I  recollect 
that  she  put  up  her  yashmack  for  a  moment,  in  order  to  give 
me  a  better  idea  of  the  effect  which  she  produced  by  suddenly 
revealing  the  awfulness  of  her  countenance. 

Speaking  of  Ibrahim  Pasha,  Lady  Hester  said  that  he  was 
a  bold,  bad  man,  and  was  possessed  of  some  of  those  common 
and  wicked  magical  arts  upon  which  she  looked  down  with  so 
much  contempt ;  she  said,  for  instance,  that  Ibrahim’s  life  was 
charmed  against  balls  and  steel,  and  that  after  a  battle  he  loosened 
the  folds  of  his  shawl  and  shook  out  the  bullets  like  dust. 
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Lady  Hester  told  me  that  since  her  residence  at  Djoun  she 
had  been  attacked  by  a  terrible  illness,  which  rendered  her  for 
a  long  time  perfectly  helpless  ;  all  her  attendants  fled  and  left 
her  to  perish.  Whilst  she  lay  thus  alone  and  quite  unable  to 
rise,  robbers  came  and  carried  away  her  property.  She  told 
me  that  they  actually  unroofed  a  great  part  of  the  building, 
and  employed  engines  with  pulleys  for  the  purpose  of  hoisting 
out  such  of  her  valuables  as  were  too  bulky  to  pass  through 
doors.  It  would  seem  that  before  this  catastrophe  Lady  Hester 
had  been  rich  in  the  possession  of  Eastern  luxuries,  for  she 
told  me  that  when  the  chiefs  of  the  Ottoman  force  took  refuge 
with  her  after  the  fall  of  Acre  they  brought  their  wives  also  in 
great  numbers.  To  all  of  these  Lady  Hester,  as  she  said,  pre¬ 
sented  magnificent  dresses,  but  her  generosity  occasioned  strife 
only  instead  of  gratitude  :  for  every  woman  who  fancied  her 
present  less  splendid  than  that  of  another  with  equal  or  less 
pretension  became  absolutely  furious.  All  these  audacious 
guests  had  now  been  got  rid  of,  but  the  Albanian  soldiers,  who 
had  taken  refuge  with  Lady  Hester  at  the  same  time,  still  re¬ 
mained  under  her  protection. 

In  truth,  this  half-ruined  convent,  guarded  by  the  proud 
heart  of  an  English  gentlewoman,  was  the  only  spot  through¬ 
out  all  Syria  and  Palestine  in  which  the  will  of  Mehemet  Ali 
and  his  fierce  lieutenant  was  not  the  law.  More  than  once  had 
the  Pasha  of  Egypt  commanded  that  Ibrahim  should  have  the 
Albanians  delivered  up  to  him,  but  this  white  woman  of  the 
mountain  (grown  classical,  not  by  books,  but  by  very  pride) 
answered  only  with  a  disdainful  invitation  to  “  come  and  take 
them.”  Whether  it  was  that  Ibrahim  was  acted  upon  by  any 
superstitious  dread  of  interfering  with  the  Prophetess  (a  notion 
not  at  all  incompatible  with  his  character  as  an  able  Oriental 
commander),  or  that  he  feared  the  ridicule  of  putting  himself 
in  collision  with  a  gentlewoman,  he  certainly  never  ventured 
to  attack  the  sanctuary,  and  so  long  as  the  Chatham’s  grand¬ 
daughter  breathed  a  breath  of  life,  there  was  always  this  one 
hillock,  and  that,  too,  in  the  midst  of  a  most  populous  district, 
which  stood  out  and  kept  its  freedom.  Mehemet  Ali  used  to 
say,  I  am  told,  that  the  Englishwoman  had  given  him  more 
trouble  than  all  the  insurgent  people  of  Syria  and  Palestine. 
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By  BARON  J(5ZSEF  EOTVOS. 

(From  “The  Village  Notary.”) 

[Baron  J6zsep  Eotvos,  a  Hungarian  novelist,  statesman,  and  orator, 
was  born  at  Budapest,  September  3, 1813.  He  began  his  literary  career  with 
poems  and  tragedies,  which  were  universally  admired  ;  and  then  published,  at 
different  epochs  in  his  life,  the  novels  “The  Carthusian  ”  (1838),  “The  Village 
Notary  ”  (1844),  and  “Hungary  in  1514 ”  (1847).  He  was  for  many  years  minis¬ 
ter  of  worship  and  education,  and  won  the  gratitude  of  his  countrymen  by  his 
political  acts.  He  died  at  Budapest,  February  2,  1871.] 

It  was  but  natural  that  while  the  Conservative  party  at 
Tissaret  made  so  many  preparations  for  the  election,  Mr.  Ban- 
tornyi’s  cooks  and  butlers  should  be  equally  busy.  Tserepesh 
was  the  seat  of  Bantornyi’s  party,  whose  number  surpassed 
those  of  Rety’s  adherents.  Almost  all  the  great  landowners 
of  the  county,  with  the  exception  of  Kishlaki,  Shoskuty,  and 
Slatzanek,  resorted  to  Tserepesh.  Their  enthusiasm  (to  judge 
from  the  noise  they  made)  was  unbounded,  and  their  chief 
strength  consisted  in  the  support  of  the  younger  and  conse¬ 
quently  more  liberal  members  of  the  community.  But  Mr. 
Kriver,  who  sided  with  either  party,  had  his  reasons  for  doubt¬ 
ing  the  ultimate  success  of  the  Bantornyis.  He  was  aware 
that  excepting  himself,  the  prothonotary,  and  a  few  vice  jus¬ 
tices,  all  the  placemen  of  the  county  belonged  to  the  Conserva¬ 
tive  party,  which  did  the  more  credit  to  their  disinterestedness 
and  foresight,  as  it  was  well  known  that  Bantornyi  was  leagued 
with  men  who,  like  himself,  aspired  for  the  first  time  to  the 
honors  and  cares  of  office,  a  policy  whose  edge  will  sometimes 
turn  against  him  who  uses  it.  Besides  (and  this  was  indeed 
Mr.  Ivriver’s  chief  ground  of  doubt),  Bantornyi’s  party  had 
resolved  to  act  upon  the  mind  of  the  Cortes  by  persuasion,  and 
to  eschew  bribery.  This  sublime  but  rather  impractical  idea 
emanated  from  Tengelyi,  whose  motion  to  that  effect  was  so 
zealously  supported  by  Bantornyi’s  friends  (excepting  always 
the  candidates  for  office)  that  the  recorder’s  eloquence  and 
Bantornyi’s  entreaties  were  of  no  avail  against  this  virtuous 
resolution  of  theirs.  In  justice  to  Bantornyi  we  ought  to  say 
that  he  and  his  family  strove  to  make  up  for  this  fault,  and  his 
noble  friends  were  never  in  want  of  either  wine  or  brandy ; 


176 


A  HUNGARIAN  ELECTION. 


but  this  rash  resolution,  which  the  Retys  published  with  their 
own  commentaries,  was  nevertheless  a  serious  drawback  to  the 
success  of  the  party.  Well  might  the  Bantornyis  agitate  for 
the  emancipation  of  the  Jews  (so  the  Rety  party  said)  since 
they  were  stingier  than  a  thousand  Jews  ;  they  despised  the 
nobility  because  they  refused  to  treat  its  members.  Bantornyi’s 
secret  donations  were  fairly  smothered  by  these  public  calum¬ 
nies.  Kriver  was  perfectly  justified  in  protesting  that  what 
the  party  wanted  was  the  power  of  publicity.  Rety’s  men,  on 
the  other  hand,  perambulated  the  villages ;  they  bore  gaudy 
flags  ;  they  had  their  houses  of  resort ;  they  distributed  feathers 
among  the  men  and  ribbons  among  the  women ;  the  very  chil¬ 
dren  in  the  streets  were  gained  over  to  them.  Every  noble 
fellow  knew  that  it  would  be  three  zwanzigers  in  his  pocket 
if  Rety  was  returned.  And  the  Bantornyis  walked  about 
empty-handed,  appealing  to  moral  force  !  They  had  not  even 
the  ghost  of  a  chance ;  the  candidates  for  office  became  dis¬ 
satisfied  and  talked  of  effecting  a  compromise  with  the  enemy, 
and  there  is  no  saying  what  they  might  have  done  but  for 
a  most  unexpected  event,  which  caused  them  to  rally  round 
their  leader. 

The  lord  lieutenant  wrote  to  inform  Mr.  Bantornyi  of  his 
intention  to  visit  the  county,  and  of  staying  a  night  at  Tsere- 
pesh.  The  letter  which  contained  this  welcome  intelligence 
was  in  his  Excellency’s  own  handwriting,  and  the  sensation 
produced  in  the  county  was  of  course  immense.  The  lord 
lieutenant  had  always  taken  up  his  quarters  in  Rety’s  house. 
Now  Rety  was  a  renegade.  An  old  Liberal,  he  had  joined  the 
Conservative  party.  And  the  lord  lieutenant,  scorning  Rety’s 
proffered  hospitality,  turns  to  the  house  of  his  antagonist. 
His  Excellency  was  a  Liberal  at  heart,  and  that  was  the  secret 
—  at  least  in  the  opinion  of  the  Tserepesh  people.  The  Rety 
party  were  a  little  shocked.  They  said,  of  course,  that  his  Ex¬ 
cellency  consulted  but  his  own  convenience  ;  that  Bantornyi’s 
house  was  the  most  convenient  place  on  that  road,  and  that  the 
inns  in  that  part  of  the  county  were  villainous  ;  but  in  their 
inmost  souls  they  denounced  this  step  as  the  greatest  political 
fault  which  his  Excellency  could  have  committed,  and  which, 
they  were  sure,  must  lead  to  his  downfall.  The  anti-bribery 
party  were  positive  that  the  high  functionary  was  aware  of  the 
despicable  means  which  the  Retys  employed  to  get  their  chief 
returned,  and  that  he  claimed  Bantornyi’s  hospitality  only  to 
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express  his  disgust  at  the  unlawful  practices  of  bribery  and 
corruption.  It  need  scarcely  be  said  that  Tengelyi  was  a  zeal¬ 
ous  supporter  of  the  latter  opinion.  But  whatever  reasons  the 
Count  Maroshvolgyi  had  for  going  to  Tserepesh,  certain  it  is 
that  the  news  of  his  coming  gave  the  Bantornyis  hopes,  and 
more  than  hopes,  of  success.  It  steadied  the  wavering  ranks 
of  their  partisans  and  recruited  their  number  by  a  crowd  of 
would-be  candidates.  The  day  appointed  for  the  Count’s 
arrival  saw  the  house  of  Bantornyis  thronged  with  anti-bribery 
men ;  and  though  his  Excellency  was  not  expected  before 
nightfall,  it  was  all  but  impossible  to  cross  the  hall  at  nine 
o’clock  in  the  morning. 

Bantornyi’s  house  was  one  of  those  buildings  with  which 
every  traveler  in  Hungary  must  be  acquainted.  It  was  a 
castellated  mansion  with  nine  windows ;  a  large  gate  in  the 
middle,  and  a  tower  at  each  of  its  four  corners.  The  interior 
of  these  buildings  is  always  the  same.  An  ascent  of  three 
stone  steps  leads  you  to  the  gate,  and  walking  through  a  large 
stone-paved  hall  you  enter  the  dining  room,  to  the  right  of 
which  are  the  apartments  of  the  lady  of  the  house,  and  to  the 
left  the  rooms  destined  for  the  use  of  the  landlord  and  his 
guests.  Bantornyi’s  castle  was  built  on  this  plan  ;  but  ever 
since  the  return  from  England  of  Mr.  Jacob  —  or  James  Ban- 
tornyi  —  (for  he  delighted  most  in  the  English  reading  of  his 
name)  Mr.  Lajosh  Bantornyi  had  come  to  be  a  stranger  in  his 
own  house. 

There  is  in  England  a  very  peculiar  thing  which  is  commonly 
known  by  the  name  of  comfort.  Mr.  James  had  made  deep  in¬ 
vestigations  into  the  nature  and  qualities  of  this  peculiar  Brit¬ 
ish  “thing”  (as  he  called  it).  Indeed  he  had  come  to  under¬ 
stand  and  master  it.  The  “thing,”  viz.  comfort,  is  chiefly 
composed  of  three  things  :  first,  that  a  man’s  home  be  built  as 
irregularly  as  possible ;  secondly,  that  there  be  an  abundance 
of  small  galleries  and  narrow  passages,  and  no  lack  of  steps 
near  the  doors  of  the  rooms ;  and,  thirdly,  that  the  street  door 
be  fashioned  with  a  Bramah  lock  and  key.  Curtains  and  low 
armchairs  are  capital  things  in  their  way  ;  but  most  indispen¬ 
sable  are  some  truly  English  fireplaces  fit  for  burning  coal,  for 
it  is  the  smoke  of  coal  which  gives  a  zest  to  English  comfort. 
When  Mr.  James  Bantornyi  returned  from  England,  he  rebuilt 
the  family  mansion  on  a  plan  which  was  suggested  by  “  Lou¬ 
don’s  Encyclopedia  of  Cottage  Architecture.”  The  new  build- 
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ing  which  did  so  much  honor  to  his  taste  was  not  above  one 
story  high  ;  but  one  of  the  old  towers,  which  communicated 
with  the  new  house,  was  built  higher,  and  (in  spite  of  Mr. 
Lajosh’s  protests)  provided  with  a  wooden  staircase.  A 
veranda  was  constructed  on  that  side  of  the  house  which 
fronted  the  garden,  and  an  antechamber  and  a  billiard  room 
were  built  in  the  yard.  The  giant  oaks  of  an  English  park 
were  indeed  but  indifferently  imitated  by  a  few  Mashanza  apple 
trees ;  but  the  garden  walls,  which  Mr.  James  caused  to  be 
painted  red  and  yellow,  gave  a  tolerable  idea  of  the  unpainted 
walls  of  an  English  landscape.  The  stables  were,  of  course, 
condemned  to  similar  improvements  ;  and  the  grooms  were 
threatened  with  instant  dismissal  if  they  presumed  to  do  their 
work  without  that  peculiar  hissing  noise  which  English  grooms 
are  wont  to  make  in  the  exercise  of  their  professional  avoca¬ 
tions.  Stairs,  steps,  passages,  verandas,  curtains,  fireplaces, 
and  armchairs  —  in  short,  everything  was  there ;  and  the 
Bramah  lock  was  famous  throughout  the  county  ;  for  once 
upon  a  time,  when  Mr.  James  had  gone  to  Pesth,  the  street 
door  was  found  to  be  locked,  and  the  key  (by  some  inexplicable 
mischance)  lost ;  nor  could  the  family  enter  the  house  or  leave 
it  in  any  other  way  than  by  climbing  through  the  windows  of 
the  veranda,  until  Mr.  James,  who  had  the  other  key  fastened 
to  his  watch  chain,  returned  from  his  journey  and  opened  the 
jjoor.  The  old  castle,  which  was  inhabited  by  Mr.  Lajosh,  had 
escaped  most  of  these  improvements;  but  Mr.  James  caused 
his  elder  brother  to  consent  to  some  alterations  being  made  in 
the  dining  room.  It  was  moreover  pronounced  to  be  a  high 
crime  and  misdemeanor  to  smoke  in  any  part  of  the  house. 

While  Mr.  Lajosh  Bantornyi  was  busy  in  receiving  and 
complimenting  his  guests,  his  brother  James  and  Mr.  Kriver 
were  walking  in  the  garden.  James  was  evidently  out  of 
spirits.  He  shook  his  head,  stood  still,  walked  and  shook  his 
head  again,  beat  his  boots  with  a  hunting  whip,  and  replied  to 
the  recorder’s  remarks  with  “ most  true”  “ yes”  “ indeed”  and 
other  expressions  of  English  parliamentary  language. 

“  I  am  sure,”  said  Mr.  Kriver,  in  a  whisper,  “  I  am  sure  we 
are  losing  our  labor  unless  we  have  a  committee  room  and  some 
flags.  Your  spending  money  is  of  no  use.  Your  brother’s 
popularity  will  not  do  him  any  good.  They  take  your  money, 
but  they  don’t  come  to  the  election,  and  if  they  come,  they  are 
kidnaped  by  Rety’s  party.” 
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“  You  are  right,  my  friend ,  which  means,  I  agree  with  you ; 
but  what  the  devil  shall  we  do  ?  ” 

“  Induce  your  brother  to  get  up  some  English  affair,  some 
moting  or  meeting ,  or  some  such  thing.” 

“  Meeting ,  from  to  meet ,  which  means  that  people  meet.  I 
hope  you  understand  the  derivation  of  the  word  !  ” 

“  That’s  it !  We  ought  to  get  up  something  like  a  meeting 
where  people  meet  and  drink.” 

“  You  are  mistaken.  That  drinking  business  is  altogether 
a  different  affair  :  they  call  it  a  ‘  political  dinner .’  But  you 
meet  to  discuss  a  question ;  and  people  sign  their  names  to 
petitions  by  hundreds  of  thousands  and  more,  and  such  a  peti¬ 
tion  tells  upon  the  government.  I  attended  such  a  meeting  at 
Glasgow,  but - ” 

Nothing  can  equal  the  horror  which  Mr.  Kriver  felt  when 
he  saw  Mr.  James  prepared  to  favor  him  with  a  sketch  of  his 
travels.  “  Ah  !  I  know,”  said  the  recorder,  quickly,  “  you,  too, 
signed  the  petition  ;  it  was  when  you  made  that  agitation  about 
the  Poor  Law.  But  to  return  to  what  I  was  saying,  we  ought 
to  give  a  political  dinner,  and  you  ought  to  make  a  speech,  and 
state  the  principles  of  the  party.” 

“No  ;  they  drink  the  king’s  health  first,  and  the  health  of 
the  members  of  the  royal  family,  for  the  dynasty  ought  to  be 
honored.  A  man  is  at  liberty  to  say  of  the  government  what¬ 
ever  he  pleases  ;  but  the  king,  you  know,  the  king  must  be 

honored.  That’s  the  liberty  of  an  Englishman.  Next - ” 

“The  lord  lieutenant.” 

“  Shocking !  You  are  quite  in  the  dark  about  it.  After 
the  royal  family  we  must  have  some  class  toasts  ;  for  example, 
the  Church,  army,  and  navy.” 

“  I’m  afraid  those  toasts  would  do  little  good.  There  is  a 
strong  feeling  against  the  Papists ;  that  toast  of  the  Church 
is  enough  to  send  all  our  Protestants  to  —  Rety.” 

“  You  are  quite  right.  Our  Dissenters  hate  our  High 
Church  as  much  as  the  English  Dissenters  hate  theirs.  But 
I  don’t  see  why  we  should  not  toast  ‘the  Church.’  Every  man 
drinks  to  his  own  Church;  but  if  they  were  to  accuse  us  of 
sympathy  for  the  Roman  Catholics,  where’s  the  harm  ?  Only 
think  how  closely  the  Whigs  were  leagued  with  O’Connell  !  ” 
“My  friend,”  said  Mr.  Kriver,  “you  know  England;  but 
I  know  this  country.  Our  countrymen  cannot  understand  and 
appreciate  your  ideas.” 
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“  Yes !  ”  said  Mr.  James,  highly  flattered,  “  I  am  sure  they 
cannot.  But  the  army  we  must  have.” 

u  Of  course,  if  you  wish  it.  But  the  great  thing  is  to  make 
it  a  regular,  downright,  out-and-out  drinking  bout.” 

“  But  what  in  the  world  are  we  to  do  ?  My  brother  and  I 
have  gone  all  lengths.  We  have  spent  a  year’s  income  on  this 
confounded  election.” 

“Nor  is  money  the  thing  we  want,  if  we  can  but  make  some 
grand  demonstration.  But  unless  our  people  get  their  feathers 
and  colors,  we  are  winged.  Do  but  induce  your  brother  to  act 
like  a  man ;  we  are  sure  to  win  the  day.” 

“  W e  have  promised  to  employ  none  but  honorable 

means- - ” 

“To  get  the  majority.  But  the  means  which  I  propose  are, 
in  my  opinion,  most  honorable.  Is  there  anything  dishonor¬ 
able  in  hospitality  ?  ” 

“  Certainly  not ;  and  I  grant  you  the  resolution  admits  of 
various  interpretations.  But  some  people  there  are  who  do 
not  think  so.” 

“Nonsense!  When  we  passed  that  silly  resolution,  there 
were  indeed  lots  of  fools  that  voted  with  Tengelyi ;  but  why 
did  they  do  it  ?  Because  they  were  not  booked  for  a  place, 
and  because  they  were  afraid  for  their  money.  But  with  your 
own  money  you  are  quite  at  liberty  to  buy  as  many  Cortes  as 
you  please.” 

“  But  Tengelyi !  ” 

“  Tengelyi !  What  of  him  ?  And  suppose  he  were  to  leave 
us,  what  then  ?  He  is  an  honest  man,  I  grant  you  ;  but  after 
all,  he  is  only  a  village  notary.” 

“  His  influence  is  great,  especially  with  the  clergy ;  and  if 
he  were  to  oppose  us - ” 

“  Oppose  us  ?  Impossible  !  Tengelyi  is  more  impracticable 
than  any  man  ever  was.  No  matter  whether  you  insult  him  or 
flatter  him,  you  lose  your  pains.  The  good  man  fancies  that  a 
village  notary’s  conviction  goes  beyond  everything.  Besides, 
he  will  never  vote  for  Rety’s  party ;  and  if  he  votes  for  them, 
I  know  of  something  that  will  play  the  devil  with  his  influence.  * 
“  Well  ?  ” 

“Tengelyi,”  whispered  Kriver,  “is  not  a  nobleman.” 

“Not  a - !  Can  it  be  possible  ? ” 

“I  am  sure  of  it.  You  know  that  fellow  Catspaw  is  a 
crony  of  mine.  Old  Rety  was  Tengelyi’s  friend,  though  they 
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hate  one  another  now ;  and  old  Rety  knows  all  Tengelyi’s 
secrets.  Catspaw  told  me  that  the  notary  has  not  a  rag  of 
paper  to  prove  his  noble  descent  by.  The  prothonotary,  too, 
is  aware  of  it,  though  he  keeps  his  counsel ;  and  so  do  we,  if 
he  votes  for  us.  But  if  he  turns  against  us,  we  have  him  close 
enough  in  a  corner.” 

The  prothonotary,  who  at  this  moment  came  up,  confirmed 
Mr.  Kriver’s  statement ;  and  Mr.  James  pledged  his  word  as 
a  gentleman  to  hoist  the  colors  of  the  party,  and  to  invite  the 
whole  county  to  a  political  dinner. 

The  day  passed  amidst  Mr.  James’  varied,  and  indeed  in¬ 
teresting,  accounts  of  the  Doncaster  races,  and  the  debates  of 
the  English  parliament  —  accounts  which  were  given  seriatim 
to  small  knots  of  guests  in  every  corner  of  every  room  in  the 
house  :  while  Mrs.  James  Bantornyi  was  busy  superintending 
the  arrangement  of  the  apartments  destined  for  the  lord  lieu¬ 
tenant’s  use.  In  the  evening  Mr.  Lajosh  Bantornyi  was  in  a 
state  of  great  excitement.  He  walked  restlessly  to  and  fro, 
pulled  out  his  watch,  and  looked  at  it.  He  walked  out  into 
the  park  and  came  back  again,  addressing  every  one  he  met 
with  :  “  Really  his  Excellency  ought  to  be  here  by  this  time  !  ” 
Whereupon  some  of  the  guests  said  :  “  Yes,  so  he  ought !  ”  and 
others  protested  that  his  Excellency  must  have  been  detained 
on  the  road.  The  words  of  contra  and  pagat  ultimo  rang  from 
the  card  table  ;  and  the  noise  of  a  political  discussion,  in  which 
no  less  than  thirty  persons  joined,  intent  on  reconciling  twelve 
opinions  on  four  different  subjects,  drowned  the  complaints  of 
Mr.  Lajosh  Bantornyi.  But  Mr.  James,  who  saw  and  pitied 
his  brother's  distress,  mounted  his  horse,  and,  accompanied  by 
two  torchbearers,  set  out  to  meet  the  lord  lieutenant  on  the 
road.  He  was  scarcely  gone  when  the  din  of  an  angry  dis¬ 
cussion  broke  through  the  dense  cloud  of  smoke  which  envel¬ 
oped  the  card  tables. 

“  Mr.  Sheriff,  this  is  unsupportable  ;  this  is  !  ”  cried  a  man 
with  a  sallow  and  somewhat  dirty  face.  It  was  Mr.  Janoshy, 
an  assessor,  and  a  man  of  influence.  “  Mr.  Sheriff,  I  won’t 
stand  it.  Penzeshy  has  saved  his  pagat !  ” 

“  Has  he,  indeed  ?  Well  then,  there  is  no  help  for  it,  if  he 
has  saved  it.” 

“  But  I  covered  it.” 

“  But  why  did  you  cover  it  ?  ” 

“Because  I  have  eight  taroks.” 
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“  Eight  taroks !  Why  then,  in  the  name  of  h — 11,  did  you 
not  take  it  ?  ” 

“  Why,  what  did  you  lead  spades  for  ?  ” 

“  What  the  deuce  do  you  mean,  sir  ?  ” 

“  Clubs,  sir  !  It  was  your  bounden  duty,  sir,  to  lead  clubs, 
sir,”  said  Janoshy,  very  fiercely. 

“  Clubs  be - !  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me,  sir,  that  I  ought 

to  have  played  my  king  ?  I’d  see  you - ” 

“  I  appeal  to  you  !  ”  cried  Janoshy,  addressing  Penzesliy,  who 
was  shuffling  the  cards,  while  the  company  thronged  round 
the  table. 

“  Go  on  !  ”  said  Mr.  Kriver. 

“  This  is  not  fair  play !  ”  cried  Janoshy. 

“  I  play  to  please  myself  and  not  you,”  retorted  the  sheriff. 
“  Then  you  ought  to  play  by  yourself,  but  not  for  my  money  !  ” 
“  Here’s  your  stake  !  take  it  and  welcome  !  ” 

“  I  won’t  stand  it.  By  G — d  I  won’t !  ”  cried  Mr.  Janoshy, 
jumping  up.  “  You,  sir  !  you  take  the  money  back,  or  give  it 
to  your  servant  (poor  fellow  !  it’s  little  enough  he  gets) ;  but 
don’t  talk  to  me  in  that  way,  sir  !  I  won’t  stand  it,  sir  !  ” 

Here  the  altercation  was  interrupted  by  the  general  inter¬ 
ference  of  every  man  in  the  room,  and  in  the  confusion  of 
tongues  which  ensued,  nothing  was  heard  but  the  words, 
“  pagat  —  sheriff  —  good  manners  —  tons  les  trois  ”  —  until 
Shoskuty,  in  a  blue  dress  embroidered  with  gold  (for  every¬ 
body  was  in  full  dress),  entered  the  room.  He  silenced  the 
most  noisy  by  being  noisier  still.  “  Domini  spectabiles  !  ”  cried 
Shoskuty,  “  for  God’s  sake  be  quiet,  Mr.  Janoshy  is  quite 
hoarse,  and  I  am  sure  his  Excellency  is  coming.  That  con¬ 
founded  pagat !  —  only  think  of  his  Excellency  !  —  though  it 
was  saved  —  for  after  all  we  are  but  mortal  men  !  —  I  am  sure 
he  is  hoarse  ;  ”  and  thus  he  went  on,  when  of  a  sudden  the 
doors  of  the  apartment  were  flung  open  and  a  servant  rushed 
in,  shouting,  “  His  Excellency  is  at  the  door  !  ” 

“Is  he?  Goodness  me  —  where’s  my  saber?”  cried  Sho¬ 
skuty,  running  to  the  antechamber  which  served  as  a  temporary 
arsenal,  while  the  rest  of  the  company  ran  into  the  next  room, 
where  they  fought  for  their  pelisses. 

“  I  do  pray,  domino  spectabilis!  but  this  is  mine.  It’s  green 
with  ermine  !  ”  cried  the  recorder,  stopping  one  of  the  assessors 
who  had  just  donned  his  pelisse,  and  who  turned  to  look  for 
his  sword.  The  assessor  protested  with  great  indignation,  and 
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the  recorder  was  at  length  compelled  to  admit  his  mistake. 
Disgusted  as  he  was,  he  dropped  his  kalpac,  which  was  imme¬ 
diately  trodden  down  by  the  crowd. 

“  ’Sblood  !  where  is  my  sword  ?  Terrem  tette  !  ”  shouted 
Janoshy,  making  vain  endeavors  to  push  forward  into  the 
sword  room,  while  Shoskuty,  who  had  secured  his  weapon,  was 
equally  unsuccessful  in  his  struggles  to  obtain  his  pelisse. 

“  But  I  pray  !  I  do  pray  !  I  am  the  speaker  of  the  deputa¬ 
tion — blue  and  gold  —  I  must  have  it  — do  but  consider!” 
groaned  the  worthy  baron.  His  endeavors  were  at  length 
crowned  with  success,  and  he  possessed  himself  of  a  pelisse 
which  certainly  bore  some  similarity  to  his  own.  Throwing 
it  over  his  shoulders,  Baron  Shoskuty  did  his  best  to  add  to 
the  general  confusion  by  entreating  the  gentlemen  to  be  quick, 
“  for,”  added  he,  “  his  Excellency  has  just  arrived !  ” 

The  lord  lieutenant’s  carriage  had  by  this  time  advanced 
to  the  park  palings,  where  the  schoolboys  and  the  peasantry 
greeted  its  arrival  with  maddening  “  Eljens  !  ”  The  coachman 
was  in  the  act  of  turning  the  corner  of  the  gate,  when  the 
quick  flash  and  the  awful  roar  of  artillery  burst  forth  from 
the  ditch  at  the  roadside.  His  Excellency  was  surprised ;  so 
were  the  horses.  They  shied  and  overturned  the  carriage. 
The  torch-bearing  horsemen  galloped  about,  frightening  the 
village  out  of  its  propriety,  as  the  foxes  did,  when  Samson 
made  them  torchbearers  to  the  Philistines.  Mr.  James,  fol¬ 
lowing  the  impulse  of  the  moment,  came  down  over  his  horse’s 
head ;  the  deputation,  who  were  waiting  in  Bantornyi’s  hall, 
wrung  their  hands  with  horror.  At  length  the  horses  ceased 
rearing  and  plunging ;  and  as  the  danger  of  being  kicked  by 
them  was  now  fairly  over,  the  company  to  a  man  rushed  to 
welcome  their  beloved  lord  lieutenant. 

The  deputation  was  splendid,  at  least  in  the  Hungarian 
acceptation  of  the  word,  for  all  the  dresses  of  all  its  members 
were  richly  embroidered.  Shoskuty,  in  a  short  blue  jacket 
frogged  and  corded  and  fringed  with  gold,  and  with  his  red 
face  glowing  under  the  weight  of  a  white  and  metal-covered 
kalpac,  felt  that  the  dignity  of  a  whole  county  was  represented 
by  his  resplendent  person.  Thrice  did  he  bow  to  his  Excel¬ 
lency,  and  thrice  did  the  deputation  rattle  their  spurs  and 
imitate  the  movement  of  their  leader,  who,  taking  his  speech 
from  the  pocket  of  his  cloak,  addressed  the  high  functionary 
with  a  voice  tremulous  with  emotion. 
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“  At  length,  glorious  man,  hast  thou  entered  the  circle  of 
thy  admirers,  and  the  hearts  which  hitherto  sighed  for  thee 
beat  joyfully  in  thy  presence  !  ” 

His  Excellency  unfolded  a  handkerchief  ready  for  use ; 
the  members  of  the  deputation  cried,  “  Helyesh  !  ”  and  the 
curate  of  a  neighboring  village,  who  had  joined  the  deputa¬ 
tion,  became  excited  and  nervous.  The  speaker  went  on. 

“  Respect  and  gratitude  follow  thy  shadow  ;  and  within  the 
borders  of  thy  county  there  is  no  man  but  glories  in  the  con¬ 
sciousness  that  thou  art  his  superior.” 

“  He  talks  in  print !  he  does  indeed,”  whispered  an  assessor. 
“  I  beg  your  pardon,”  said  the  curate,  very  nervously,  “  it 
was  I  who  made  that  speech.” 

“  Tantoene  animis  ccelestibus  ircef  These  parsons  are  dread¬ 
fully  jealous,”  said  the  assessor.  Shoskuty,  turning  a  leaf  of 
his  manuscript,  proceeded  :  — 

“  The  flock  which  now  stands  before  thee  ”  —  here  the 
members  of  the  deputation  looked  surprised,  and  shook  their 
heads  —  “  is  but  a  small  part  of  that  numerous  herd  which 
feeds  on  thy  pastures;  and  he  who  introduces  them  to  thy 
notice  ”  —  Shoskuty  himself  was  vastly  astonished  —  “  is  not 
better  than  the  rest :  though  he  wears  thy  coat,  he  were  lost 
but  for  thy  guidance  and  correction.” 

The  audience  whispered  among  themselves,  and  the  lord 
lieutenant  could  not  help  smiling. 

“For  God’s  sake,  what  are  you  about?”  whispered  Mr. 
Kriver.  “  Turn  a  leaf  !  ”  Baron  Shoskuty,  turning  a  leaf, 
and  looking  the  picture  of  blank  despair,  continued  :  — 

“  Here  thou  seekest  vainly  for  science  —  vainly  for  patriotic 
merits  —  vainly  dost  thou  seek  for  all  that  mankind  have  a 

right  to  be  proud  of - ” 

The  members  of  the  deputation  became  unruly. 

“  They  are  peasants,  thou  beholdest - ” 

Here  a  storm  of  indignation  burst  forth. 

“In  their  Sunday  dresses - ” 

“  Are  you  mad,  Baron  Shoskuty  ?  ” 

“  But  good  Christians,  all  of  them,”  sighed  the  wretched 
baron,  with  angelic  meekness :  “  there  is  not  a  single  heretic 
among  my  flock.” 

“  He  is  mad  !  let  us  cheer  !  —  Eljen  !  Eljen  !  ” 

“  Somebody  has  given  me  the  wrong  pelisse  !  ”  said  Sho¬ 
skuty,  making  his  retreat ;  while  the  lord  lieutenant  replied  to 
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the  address  to  the  best  of  his  abilities,  that  is  to  say,  very  badly, 
for  he  was  half  choked  with  suppressed  laughter. 

But  the  curate,  who  had  displayed  so  unusual  a  degree  of 
nervousness  at  the  commencement  of  the  address,  followed 
Shoskuty  to  the  next  room,  whither  that  worthy  man  fled  to 
bemoan  his  defeat. 

“  Sir,  how  dare  you  steal  my  speech  !  ”  cried  the  curate. 

“  Leave  me  alone  !  I  am  a  ruined  man,  and  all  through 
you  !  ” 

“Well,  sir;  this  is  well.  You  steal  my  speech,  and  read 
it.  Now  what  am  I  to  do  ?  I  made  that  speech,  and  a  deal  of 
trouble  it  gave  me.  Now  what  am  I  to  tell  the  bishop  at  his 
visitation  on  Monday  next  ?  ” 

“  But,  in  the  name  of  heaven,  why  did  you  take  my 
cloak  ?  ” 

“  Your  cloak  ?  ” 

“Yes  ;  my  cloak.  I  am  sure  my  speech  is  in  your  pocket.” 

The  curate  searched  the  pockets  of  the  pelisse  and  produced 
a  manuscript.  “  Dear  me  !  ”  said  he,  wringing  his  hands  ;  “  it 
is  your  cloak.”  And  the  discomfited  orators  were  very  sad, 
and  would  not  be  comforted. 
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And  when  we  had  gone  through  the  little  wood,  we  sud¬ 
denly  saw  the  Streckelberg  before  us,  covered  with  people,  and 
the  pile  and  stake  upon  the  top.  Thereat  my  senses  left  me, 
and  my  sweet  lamb  was  not  much  better  ;  for  she  bent  to  and 
fro  like  a  reed,  and  stretching  her  bound  hands  toward  heaven, 
she  once  more  cried  out  :  — 

“Rex  tremendae  majestatis! 

Qui  salvandos  salvas  gratis, 

Salva  me,  fons  pietatis  !  ” 

And  behold,  scarce  had  she  spoken  these  words,  when  the 
sun  came  out  and  formed  a  rainbow  right  over  the  mountain 
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most  pleasant  to  behold ;  and  it  is  clear  that  this  was  a  sign 
from  the  merciful  God,  such  as  he  often  gives  us,  but  which 
we  blind  and  unbelieving  men  do  not  rightly  mark.  Neither 
did  my  child  heed  it ;  for  albeit  she  thought  upon  that  first 
rainbow  which  shadowed  forth  our  troubles,  yet  it  seemed  to 
her  impossible  that  she  could  now  be  saved,  wherefore  she  grew 
so  faint  that  she  no  longer  heeded  the  blessed  sign  of  mercy, 
and  her  head  fell  forwards  (for  she  could  no  longer  lean  it 
upon  me,  seeing  that  I  lay  my  length  at  the  bottom  of  the 
cart)  till  her  garland  almost  touched  my  worthy  gossip  his 
knees.  Thereupon  he  bade  the  driver  stop  for  a  moment,  and 
pulled  out  a  small  flask  filled  with  wine,  which  he  always  car¬ 
ries  in  his  pocket  when  witches  are  to  be  burnt,  in  order  to 
comfort  them  therewith  in  their  terror.  (Henceforth  I  my¬ 
self  will  ever  do  the  like,  for  this  fashion  of  my  dear  gossip 
pleases  me  well.)  He  first  poured  some  of  this  wine  down 
my  throat,  and  afterwards  down  my  child’s  ;  and  we  had 
scarce  come  to  ourselves  again,  when  a  fearful  noise  and  tu¬ 
mult  arose  among  the  people  behind  us,  and  they  not  only  cried 
out  in  deadly  fear,  “  The  Sheriff  is  come  back  !  the  Sheriff  is 
come  again !  ”  but  as  they  could  neither  run  away  forwards  or 
backwards  (being  afraid  of  the  ghost  behind  and  of  my  child 
before  them),  they  ran  on  either  side,  some  rushing  into  the 
coppice,  and  others  wading  into  the  Achterwater  up  to  their 
necks.  Item, ,  as  soon  as  Dom.  Camerarius  saw  the  ghost  come 
out  of  the  coppice  with  a  gray  hat  and  a  gray  feather,  such  as 
the  Sheriff  wore,  riding  on  the  gray  charger,  he  crept  under 
a  bundle  of  straw  in  the  cart,  and  Dom.  Consul  cursed  my 
child  again,  and  bade  the  coachmen  drive  on  as  madly  as  they 
could,  even  should  all  the  horses  die  of  it,  when  the  impudent 
constable  behind  us  called  to  him,  “  It  is  not  the  Sheriff,  but 
the  young  lord  of  Nienkerken,  who  will  surely  seek  to  save  the 
witch:  shall  I,  then,  cut  her  throat  with  my  sword?”  At 
these  fearful  words  my  child  and  I  came  to  ourselves  again, 
and  the  fellow  had  already  lift  up  his  naked  sword  to  smite 
her,  seeing  Dom.  Consul  had  made  him  a  sign  with  his  hand, 
when  my  dear  gossip,  who  saw  it,  pulled  my  child  with  all  his 
strength  back  into  his  lap.  (May  God  reward  him  on  the  day 
of  judgment,  for  I  never  can.)  The  villain  would  have  stabbed 
her  as  she  lay  in  his  lap  ;  but  the  young  lord  was  already  there, 
and  seeing  what  he  was  about  to  do,  thrust  the  boar  spear  which 
he  held  in  his  hand  in  between  the  constable’s  shoulders,  so 
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that  he  fell  headlong  on  the  earth,  and  his  own  sword,  by  the 
guidance  of  the  most  righteous  God,  went  into  his  ribs  on  one 
side,  and  out  again  at  the  other.  He  lay  there  and  bellowed, 
but  the  young  lord  heeded  him  not,  but  said  to  my  child, 
“  Sweet  maid,  God  be  praised  that  you  are  safe  !  ”  When, 
however,  he  saw  her  bound  hands,  he  gnashed  his  teeth,  and, 
cursing  her  judges,  he  jumped  off  his  horse,  and  cut  the  rope 
with  his  sword,  which  he  held  in  his  right  hand,  took  her  hand 
in  his,  and  said,  “  Alas,  sweet  maid,  how  have  I  sorrowed  for 
you  !  but  I  could  not  save  you,  as  I  myself  also  lay  in  chains, 
which  you  may  see  from  my  looks.” 

But  my  child  could  answer  him  never  a  word,  and  fell  into 
a  swound  again  for  joy ;  howbeit,  she  soon  came  to  herself 
again,  seeing  my  dear  gossip  still  had  a  little  wine  by  him. 
Meanwhile  the  dear  young  lord  did  me  some  injustice,  which, 
however,  I  freely  forgive  him;  for  he  railed  at  me  and  called 
me  an  old  woman,  who  could  do  naught  save  weep  and  wail. 
Why  had  I  not  journeyed  after  the  Swedish  king,  or  why  had  I 
not  gone  to  Mellenthin  myself  to  fetch  his  testimony,  as  I  knew 
right  well  what  he  thought  about  witchcraft  ?  (But,  blessed 
God,  how  could  I  do  otherwise  than  believe  the  judge,  who  had 
been  there  ?  Others,  besides  old  women,  would  have  done  the 
same  ;  and  I  never  once  thought  of  the  Swedish  king  ;  and  say, 
dear  reader,  how  could  I  have  journeyed  after  him,  and  left 
my  own  child  ?  But  young  folks  do  not  think  of  these  things, 
seeing  they  know  not  what  a  father  feels.) 

Meanwhile,  however,  Dom.  Camerarius,  having  heard  that  it 
was  the  young  lord,  had  again  crept  out  from  beneath  the  straw, 
item  Dom.  Consul  had  jumped  down  from  the  coach  and  ran 
towards  us,  railing  at  him  loudly,  and  asking  him  by  what 
power  and  authority  he  acted  thus,  seeing  that  he  himself  had 
heretofore  denounced  the  ungodly  witch  ?  But  the  young  lord 
pointed  with  his  sword  to  his  people,  who  now  came  riding  out 
of  the  coppice,  about  eighteen  strong,  armed  with  sabers,  pikes, 
and  muskets,  and  said,  “  There  is  my  authority,  and  I  would  let 
you  feel  it  on  your  back  if  I  did  not  know  that  you  were  but 
a  stupid  ass.  When  did  you  hear  any  testimony  from  me 
against  this  virtuous  maiden?  You  lie  in  your  throat  if  you 
say  you  did.  ”  And  as  Dom.  Consul  stood  and  straightway  fore¬ 
swore  himself,  the  young  lord,  to  the  astonishment  of  all,  re¬ 
lated  as  follows  :  That  as  soon  as  he  heard  of  the  misfortune 
which  had  befallen  me  and  my  child,  he  ordered  his  horse  to  be 
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saddled  forthwith,  in  order  to  ride  to  Pudgla  to  bear  witness 
to  our  innocence.  .  .  . 

When  the  worthy  young  lord  had  stated  this  before  Dom. 
Consul  and  all  the  people,  which  flocked  together  on  hearing 
that  the  young  lord  was  no  ghost,  I  felt  as  though  a  millstone 
had  been  taken  off  my  heart ;  and  seeing  that  the  people  (who 
had  already  pulled  the  constable  from  under  the  cart,  and 
crowded  round  him,  like  a  swarm  of  bees)  cried  to  me  that  he 
was  dying,  but  desired  first  to  confess  somewhat  to  me,  I 
jumped  from  the  cart  as  lightly  as  a  young  bachelor,  and 
called  to  Dom.  Consul  and  the  young  lord  to  go  with  me,  see¬ 
ing  that  I  could  easily  guess  what  he  had  on  his  mind.  He 
sat  upon  a  stone,  and  the  blood  gushed  from  his  side  like  a 
fountain  (now  that  they  had  drawn  out  the  sword)  ;  he  whim¬ 
pered  on  seeing  me,  and  said  that  he  had  in  truth  hearkened 
behind  the  door  to  all  that  old  Lizzie  had  confessed  to  me, 
namely,  that  she  herself,  together  with  the  Sheriff,  had  worked 
all  the  witchcraft  on  man  and  beast,  to  frighten  my  poor  child 
and  force  her  to  play  the  wanton.  That  he  had  hidden  this, 
seeing  that  the  Sheriff  had  promised  him  a  great  reward  for  so 
doing ;  but  that  he  would  now  confess  it  freely,  since  God  had 
brought  my  child  her  innocence  to  light.  Wherefore  he  be¬ 
sought  my  child  and  myself  to  forgive  him.  And  when  Dom. 
Consul  shook  his  head,  and  asked  whether  he  would  live  and 
die  on  the  truth  of  this  confession,  he  answered,  “Yes  !  ”  and 
straightway  fell  on  his  side  to  the  earth  and  gave  up  the  ghost. 

Meanwhile  time  hung  heavy  with  the  people  on  the  moun¬ 
tain,  who  had  come  from  Coserow,  from  Zitze,  from  Gnitze, 
etc.,  to  see  my  child  burnt,  and  they  all  came  running  down 
the  hill  in  long  rows  like  geese,  one  after  the  other,  to  see 
what  had  happened.  And  among  them  was  my  plowman, 
Claus  Neels.  When  the  worthy  fellow  saw  and  heard  what 
had  befallen  us,  he  began  to  weep  aloud  for  joy  ;  and  straight¬ 
way  he  too  told  what  he  had  heard  the  Sheriff  say  to  old  Lizzie 
in  the  garden,  and  how  he  had  promised  her  a  pig  in  the  room 
of  her  own  little  pig,  which  she  had  herself  bewitched  to  death 
in  order  to  bring  my  child  into  evil  repute.  Summa :  all  that 
I  have  noted  above,  and  which  till  datum  he  had  kept  to  him¬ 
self  for  fear  of  the  question.  Hereat  all  the  people  marveled, 
and  greatly  bewailed  her  misfortunes  ;  and  many  came,  among 
them  old  Paasch,  and  would  have  kissed  my  daughter  her 
hands  and  feet,  as  also  mine  own,  and  praised  us  now  as  much 
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as  they  had  before  reviled  us.  But  thus  it  ever  is  with  the 
people.  Wherefore  my  departed  father  used  to  say :  — 

“  The  people’s  hate  is  death, 

Their  love  a  passing  breath !  ” 

My  dear  gossip  ceased  not  from  fondling  my  child,  holding 
her  in  his  lap,  and  weeping  over  her  like  a  father  (for  I  could 
not  have  wept  more  myself  than  he  wept).  Howbeit,  she  her¬ 
self  wept  not,  but  begged  the  young  lord  to  send  one  of  his 
horsemen  to  her  faithful  old  maidservant  at  Pudgla,  to  tell 
her  what  had  befallen  us,  which  he  straightway  did  to  please 
her.  But  the  worshipful  court  (for  Dom.  Camerarius  and  the 
scriba  had  now  plucked  up  a  heart,  and  had  come  down  from 
the  coach)  was  not  yet  satisfied,  and  Dom.  Consul  began  to  tell 
the  young  lord  about  the  bewitched  bridge,  which  none  other 
save  my  daughter  could  have  bewitched.  Hereto  the  young 
lord  gave  answer  that  this  was  indeed  a  strange  thing,  inas¬ 
much  as  his  own  horse  had  also  broken  a  leg  thereon,  where¬ 
upon  he  had  taken  the  Sheriff  his  horse,  which  he  saw  tied  up 
at  the  mill ;  but  he  did  not  think  that  this  could  be  laid  to  the 
charge  of  the  maiden,  but  that  it  came  about  by  natural  means, 
as  he  had  half  discovered  already,  although  he  had  not  had 
time  to  search  the  matter  thoroughly.  Wherefore  he  besought 
the  worshipful  court  and  all  the  people,  together  with  my  child 
herself,  to  return  back  thither,  where,  with  God’s  help,  he  would 
clear  her  from  this  suspicion  also,  and  prove  her  perfect  innocence 
before  them  all. 

Thereunto  the  worshipful  court  agreed ;  and  the  young 
lord,  having  given  the  Sheriff  his  gray  charger  to  my  plow¬ 
man  to  carry  the  corpse,  which  had  been  laid  across  the  horse’s 
neck,  to  Coserow,  the  young  lord  got  into  the  cart  by  us,  but 
did  not  seat  himself  beside  my  child,  but  backward  by  my  dear 
gossip ;  moreover,  he  bade  one  of  his  own  people  drive  us  in¬ 
stead  of  the  old  coachman,  and  thus  we  turned  back  in  God  his 
name.  Gustos  Benzensis ,  who,  with  the  children,  had  run  in 
among  the  vetches  by  the  wayside  (my  defunct  Custos  would 
not  have  done  so,  he  had  more  courage),  went  on  before  again 
with  the  young  folks,  and  by  command  of  his  reverence  the 
pastor  led  the  Ambrosian  Te  Deum ,  which  deeply  moved  us  all, 
more  especially  my  child,  insomuch  that  her  book  was  wetted 
with  her  tears,  and  she  at  length  laid  it  down  and  said,  at  the 
same  time  giving  her  hand  to  the  young  lord,  “  How  can  I 
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thank  God  and  you  for  that  which  you  have  done  for  me  this 
day  ?  ”  Whereupon  the  young  lord  answered,  saying,  “I  have 
greater  cause  to  thank  God  than  yourself,  sweet  maid,  seeing 
that  you  have  suffered  in  your  dungeon  unjustly,  but  I  justly, 
inasmuch  as  by  my  thoughtlessness  I  brought  this  misery  upon 
you.  Believe  me  that  this  morning  when,  in  my  donjon  keep, 
I  first  heard  the  sound  of  the  dead  bell,  I  thought  to  have  died  ; 
and  when  it  tolled  for  the  third  time,  I  should  have  gone  dis¬ 
traught  in  my  grief,  had  not  the  Almighty  God  at  that  moment 
taken  the  life  of  my  strange  father,  so  that  your  innocent  life 
should  be  saved  by  me.  Wherefore  I  have  vowed  a  new  tower, 
and  whatsoe’er  beside  may  be  needful,  to  the  blessed  house  of 
God  ;  for  naught  more  bitter  could  have  befallen  me  on  earth 
than  your  death,  sweet  maid  and  naught  more  sweet  than  your 
life!”  .  .  . 

Meanwhile  we  were  come  to  the  bridge  again,  and  all  the 
folks  stood  still,  and  gazed  open-mouthed,  when  the  young 
lord  jumped  down  from  the  cart,  and  after  stabbing  his  horse, 
which  still  lay  kicking  on  the  bridge,  went  on  his  knees,  and 
felt  here  and  there  with  his  hand.  At  length  he  called  to  the 
worshipful  court  to  draw  near,  for  that  he  had  found  out  the 
witchcraft.  But  none  save  Dom.  Consul  and  a  few  fellows  out 
of  the  crowd,  among  whom  was  old  Paasch,  would  follow  him  ; 
item,  my  dear  gossip  and  myself,  and  the  young  lord  showed  us 
a  lump  of  tallow  about  the  size  of  a  large  walnut,  which  lay  on 
the  ground,  and  wherewith  the  whole  bridge  had  been  smeared, 
so  that  it  looked  quite  white,  but  which  all  the  folks  in  their 
fright  had  taken  for  flour  out  of  the  mill ;  item ,  with  some 
other  materia ,  but  what  it  was  we  could  not  find  out.  Soon 
after  a  fellow  found  another  bit  of  tallow,  and  showed  it  to  the 
people  ;  whereupon  I  cried,  “  Aha  !  none  hath  done  this  but 
that  ungodly  miller’s  man,  in  revenge  for  the  stripes  which  the 
Sheriff  gave  him  for  reviling  my  child.”  Whereupon  I  told 
what  he  done,  and  Dom.  Consul ,  who  also  had  heard  thereof, 
straightway  sent  for  the  miller. 

He,  however,  did  as  though  he  knew  naught  of  the  matter, 
and  only  said  that  his  man  had  left  his  service  about  an  hour 
ago.  But  a  young  lass,  the  miller’s  maidservant,  said  that 
that  very  morning,  before  daybreak,  when  she  had  got  up  to 
let  out  the  cattle,  she  had  seen  the  man  scouring  the  bridge. 
But  that  she  had  given  it  no  further  heed,  and  had  gone  to 
sleep  for  another  hour ;  and  she  pretended  to  know  no  more 
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than  the  miller  whither  the  rascal  was  gone.  When  the  young 
lord  had  heard  this  news,  he  got  up  into  the  cart,  and  began  to 
address  the  people,  seeking  to  persuade  them  no  longer  to  be¬ 
lieve  in  witchcraft,  now  that  they  had  seen  what  it  really  was. 
When  I  heard  this,  I  was  horror-stricken  (as  was  but  right)  in 
my  conscience  as  a  priest,  and  I  got  upon  the  cart  wheel  and 
whispered  into  his  ear,  for  God  his  sake,  to  leave  this  materia , 
seeing  that  if  the  people  no  longer  feared  the  devil,  neither 
would  they  fear  our  Lord  God. 

The  dear  young  lord  forthwith  did  as  I  would  have  him,  and 
only  asked  the  people  whether  they  now  held  my  child  to  be 
perfectly  innocent  ?  and  when  they  had  answered  “  Yes  !  ”  he 
begged  them  to  go  quietly  home,  and  to  thank  God  that  he  had 
saved  innocent  blood.  That  he,  too,  would  now  return  home, 
and  that  he  hoped  that  none  would  molest  me  and  my  child  if  he 
let  us  return  to  Coserow  alone.  Hereupon  he  turned  hastily 
towards  her,  took  her  hand  and  said:  “Farewell,  sweet  maid, 
I  trust  that  I  shall  soon  clear  your  honor  before  the  world,  hut 
do  you  thank  God  therefore,  not  me.”  He  then  did  the  like  to 
me  and  to  my  dear  gossip,  whereupon  he  jumped  down  from 
the  cart,  and  went  and  sat  beside  Dom.  Consul  in  his  coach. 
The  latter  also  spake  a  few  words  to  the  people,  and  likewise 
begged  my  child  and  me  to  forgive  him  (and  I  must  say  it  to 
his  honor,  that  the  tears  ran  down  his  cheeks  the  while),  but 
he  was  so  hurried  by  the  young  lord  that  he  brake  short  his 
discourse,  and  they  drove  off  over  the  little  bridge,  without  so 
much  as  looking  back.  Only  Dom.  Consul  looked  round  once, 
and  called  out  to  me  that  in  his  hurry  he  had  forgotten  to  tell 
the  executioner  that  no  one  was  to  be  burned  to-day  :  I  was 
therefore  to  send  the  churchwarden  of  Uekeritze  up  the  moun¬ 
tain  to  say  so  in  his  name  ;  the  which  I  did.  And  the  blood¬ 
hound  was  still  on  the  mountain,  albeit  he  had  long  since  heard 
what  had  befallen  ;  and  when  the  bailiff  gave  him  the  orders  of 
the  worshipful  court,  he  began  to  curse  so  fearfully  that  it  might 
have  awakened  the  dead ;  moreover,  he  plucked  off  his  cap, 
and  trampled  it  underfoot,  so  that  any  one  might  have  guessed 
what  he  felt. 

But  to  return  to  ourselves,  my  child  sat  as  still  and  as  white 
as  a  pillar  of  salt,  after  the  young  lord  had  left  her  so  suddenly 
and  so  unawares,  but  she  was  somewhat  comforted  when  the 
old  maidservant  came  running,  with  her  coats  tucked  up  to  her 
knees,  and  carrying  her  shoes  and  stockings  in  her  hand.  We 
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heard  her  afar  off,  as  the  mill  had  stopped,  blubbering  for  joy, 
and  she  fell  at  least  three  times  on  the  bridge,  but  at  last  she 
got  over  safe,  and  kissed  now  mine  and  now  my  child  her  hands 
and  feet  ;  begging  us  only  not  to  turn  her  away,  but  to  keep 
her  until  her  life’s  end  ;  the  which  we  promised  to  do.  She 
had  to  climb  up  behind  where  the  impudent  constable  had  sat, 
seeing  that  my  dear  gossip  would  not  leave  me  until  I  should 
be  back  in  mine  own  manse.  And  as  the  young  lord  his  servant 
had  got  up  behind  the  coach,  old  Paasch  drove  us  home,  and  all 
the  folks  who  had  waited  till  datum  ran  beside  the  cart,  praising 
and  pitying  as  much  as  they  had  before  scorned  and  reviled  us. 
Scarce,  however,  had  we  passed  through  Uekeritze,  when  we 
again  heard  cries  of  “  Here  comes  the  young  lord,  here  comes 
the  young  lord  !  ”  so  that  my  child  started  up  for  joy,  and 
became  as  red  as  a  rose ;  but  some  of  the  folks  ran  into  the 
buckwheat,  by  the  road,  again,  thinking  it  was  another  ghost. 
It  was,  however,  in  truth  the  young  lord  who  galloped  up  on 
a  black  horse,  calling  out  as  he  drew  near  us,  “Notwithstand¬ 
ing  the  haste  I  am  in,  sweet  maid,  I  must  return  and  give  you 
safe  conduct  home,  seeing  that  I  have  just  heard  that  the  filthy 
people  reviled  you  by  the  way,  and  I  know  not  whether  you 
are  yet  safe.”  Hereupon  he  urged  old  Paasch  to  mend  his 
pace,  and  as  his  kicking  and  trampling  did  not  even  make  the 
horses  trot,  the  young  lord  struck  the  saddle  horse  from  time 
to  time  with  the  flat  of  his  sword,  so  that  we  soon  reached  the 
village  and  the  manse.  Howbeit,  when  I  prayed  him  to  dis¬ 
mount  awhile,  he  would  not,  but  excused  himself,  saying  that 
he  must  still  ride  through  Uzedom  to  Anclam,  but  charged  old 
Paasch,  who  was  our  bailiff,  to  watch  over  my  child  as  the 
apple  of  his  eye,  and  should  anything  unusual  happen  he  was 
straightway  to  inform  the  town  clerk  at  Pudgla,  or  Bom.  Con¬ 
sul  at  Uzedom,  thereof ;  and  when  Paasch  had  promised  to  do 
this,  he  waved  his  hand  to  us  and  galloped  off  as  fast  as  he 
could. 

But  before  he  got  round  the  corner  by  Pagel  his  house,  he 
turned  back  for  the  third  time ;  and  when  we  wondered 
thereat,  he  said  we  must  forgive  him,  seeing  his  thoughts 
wandered  to-day. 

That  I  had  formerly  told  him  that  I  still  had  my  patent 
of  nobility,  the  which  he  begged  me  to  lend  him  for  a  time. 
Hereupon  I  answered  that  I  must  first  seek  for  it,  and  that  he 
had  best  dismount  the  while.  But  he  would  not,  and  again 
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excused  himself,  saying  he  had  no  time.  He  therefore  stayed 
without  the  door  until  I  brought  him  the  patent,  whereupon  he 
thanked  me  and  said,  “  Do  not  wonder  hereat,  you  will  soon  see 
what  my  purpose  is.”  Whereupon  he  struck  his  spurs  into  his 
horse’s  sides,  and  did  not  come  back  again. 


BREAK,  BREAK,  BREAK. 

By  ALFRED  TENNYSON. 

Break,  break,  break, 

On  thy  cold  gray  stones,  0  sea ! 

And  I  would  that  my  tongue  could  utter 
The  thoughts  that  arise  in  me. 

0  well  for  the  fisherman’s  boy, 

That  he  shouts  with  his  sister  at  play ! 

O  well  for  the  sailor  lad, 

That  he  sings  in  his  boat  on  the  bay ! 

And  the  stately  ships  go  on 
To  their  haven  under  the  hill ; 

But  0  for  the  touch  of  a  vanished  hand, 

And  the  sound  of  a  voice  that  is  still ! 

f 

Break,  break,  break, 

At  the  foot  of  thy  crags,  O  sea ! 

But  the  tender  grace  of  a  day  that  is  dead 
Will  never  come  back  to  me. 

MARTIN  CHUZZLEWIT  IN  NEW  YORK. 

By  CHARLES  DICKENS. 

(A  caricature  inspired  by  Dickens’  first  and  rather  unhappy  visit  to  America.) 

[Charles  Dickens,  one  of  the  greatest  novelists  and  humorists  of  the  world, 
was  horn  February  7,  1812,  at  Portsea,  Eng.  His  father  being  unprosperous,  he 
had  no  regular  education  and  much  hardship  ;  at  fourteen  became  an  attorney’s 
clerk,  and  at  seventeen  a  reporter.  His  first  short  story  appeared  in  December, 
1833  ;  the  collected  “  Sketches  by  Boz  ”  in  1836,  which  also  saw  the  first  number  of 
“The  Pickwick  Papers,”  finished  in  November,  1837.  There  followed  “  Oliver 
Twist,”  “Nicholas  Nickleby,”  “Master  Humphrey’s  Clock”  (finally  dissolved 
VOL.  XXIV.  — 13 
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into  the  “Old  Curiosity  Shop”  and  “Barnaby  Rudge ”),  the  “American 
Notes,”  “  Martin  Chuzzlewit,”  the  “Christmas  Carol”  (other  Christmas  stories 
followed  later),  “Notes  from  Italy,”  “  Dombey  and  Son,”  “David  Copper- 
field,”  “Bleak  House,”  “Hard  Times,”  “Little  Dorrit,”  “Great  Expecta¬ 
tions,”  “A  Tale  of  Two  Cities,”  “Our  Mutual  Friend,”  and  the  unfinished 
“  Edwin  Drood.”  Several  of  these,  and  his  “  Uncommercial  Traveller”  papers, 
appeared  in  All  the  Year  Bound ,  which  he  edited.  He  died  June  9,  1870.] 


Some  trifling  excitement  prevailed  upon  the  very  brink  and 
margin  of  the  land  of  liberty  ;  for  an  alderman  had  been  elected 
the  day  before,  and  Party  Feeling  naturally  running  rather 
high  on  such  an  exciting  occasion,  the  friends  of  the  disap¬ 
pointed  candidate  had  found  it  necessary  to  assert  the  great 
Principles  of  Purity  of  Election  and  Freedom  of  Opinion  by 
breaking  a  few  legs  and  arms,  and  furthermore  pursuing  one 
obnoxious  gentleman  through  the  streets  with  the  design  of 
slitting  his  nose.  These  good-humored  little  outbursts  of  the 
popular  fancy  were  not  in  themselves  sufficiently  remarkable  to 
create  any  great  stir,  after  the  lapse  of  a  whole  night ;  but  they 
found  fresh  life  and  notoriety  in  the  breath  of  the  newsboys, 
who  not  only  proclaimed  them  with  shrill  yells  in  all  the  high¬ 
ways  and  byways  of  the  town,  upon  the  wharves  and  among 
the  shipping,  but  on  the  deck  and  down  in  the  cabins  of  the 
steamboat ;  which,  before  she  touched  the  shore,  was  boarded 
and  overrun  by  a  legion  of  those  young  citizens. 

“Here’s  this  morning’s  New  York  Sewer!”  cried  one. 
“Here’s  this  morning’s  New  York  Stabler!  Here’s  the  New 
York  Family  Spy!  Here’s  the  New  York  Private  Listener! 
Here’s  the  New  York  Peeper  !  Here’s  the  New  York  Plunderer ! 
Here’s  the  New  York  Keyhole  Reporter!  Here’s  the  New  York 
Rowdy  Journal!  Here’s  all  the  New  York  papers !  Here’s 
full  particulars  of  the  patriotic  locofoco  movement  yesterday,  in 
which  the  whigs  was  so  chawed  up  ;  and  the  last  Alabama 
gouging  case ;  and  the  interesting  Arkansas  dooel  with  bowie 
knives ;  and  all  the  Political,  Commercial,  and  Fashionable 
News.  Here  they  are  !  Here  they  are  !  Here’s  the  papers, 
here’s  the  papers  !  ” 

“  Here’s  the  Sewer!  ”  cried  another.  “  Here’s  the  New  York 
Sewer!  Here’s  some  of  the  twelfth  thousand  of  to-day’s  Sewer , 
with  the  best  accounts  of  the  markets,  and  all  the  shipping 
news,  and  four  whole  columns  of  country  correspondence,  and 
a  full  account  of  the  Ball  at  Mrs.  White’s  last  night,  where  all 
the  beauty  and  fashion  of  New  York  was  assembled;  with  the 
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Sewer's  own  particulars  of  tlie  private  lives  of  all  the  ladies 
that  was  there  !  Here’s  the  Sewer!  Here’s  some  of  the  twelfth 
thousand  of  the  New  York  Sewer!  Here’s  the  Sewer  s  exposure 
of  the  Wall  Street  Gang,  and  the  Server's  exposure  of  the  Wash¬ 
ington  Gang,  and  the  Sewer  s  exclusive  account  of  a  flagrant  act 
of  dishonesty  committed  by  the  Secretary  of  State  when  he  was 
eight  years  old  ;  now  communicated,  at  a  great  expense,  by  his 
own  nurse.  Here’s  the  Sewer!  Here’s  the  New  York  Sewer ,  in 
its  twelfth  thousand,  with  a  whole  column  of  New  Yorkers  to  be 
shown  up,  and  all  their  names  printed !  Here’s  the  Sewer's 
article  upon  the  Judge  that  tried  him,  day  afore  yesterday,  fox- 
libel,  and  the  Sewer's  tribute  to  the  independent  Jury  that 
didn’t  convict  him,  and  the  Sewer's  account  of  what  they  might 
have  expected  if  they  had  !  Here’s  the  Sewer ,  here’s  the  Sewer! 
Here’s  the  wide-awake  Sewer;  always  on  the  lookout;  the 
leading  Journal  of  the  United  States,  now  in  its  twelfth  thou¬ 
sand,  and  still  a  printing  off.  Here’s  the  New  York  Sewer  !  ” 

“  It  is  in  such  enlightened  means,”  said  a  voice  almost  in 
Martin’s  ear,  “  that  the  bubbling  passions  of  my  country  find  a 
vent.” 

Martin  turned  involuntarily,  and  saw,  standing  close  at  his 
side,  a  sallow  gentleman,  with  sunken  cheeks,  black  hair,  small 
twinkling  eyes,  and  a  singular  expression  hovering  about  that 
region  of  his  face,  which  was  not  a  frown,  nor  a  leer,  and  yet 
might  have  been  mistaken  at  the  first  glance  for  either.  Indeed 
it  would  have  been  difficult,  on  a  much  closer  acquaintance,  to 
describe  it  in  any  more  satisfactory  terms  than  as  a  mixed  ex¬ 
pression  of  vulgar  cunning  and  conceit.  This  gentleman  wore 
a  rather  broad-brimmed  hat  for  the  greater  wisdom  of  his 
appearance,  and  had  his  arms  folded  for  the  greater  impressive¬ 
ness  of  his  attitude.  He  was  somewhat  shabbily  dressed  in  a 
blue  surtout  reaching  nearly  to  his  ankles,  short  loose  trousers 
of  the  same  color,  and  a  faded  buff  waistcoat,  through  which  a 
discolored  shirt  frill  struggled  to  force  itself  into  notice,  as 
asserting  an  equality  of  civil  rights  with  the  other  portions  of 
his  dress,  and  maintaining  a  declaration  of  Independence  on  its 
own  account.  His  feet,  which  were  of  unusually  large  propor¬ 
tions,  were  leisurely  crossed  before  him  as  he  half  leaned  against, 
half  sat  upon,  the  steamboat’s  bulwai’k  ;  and  his  thick  cane, 
shod  with  a  mighty  ferule  at  one  end  and  armed  with  a  great 
metal  knob  at  the  other,  depended  from  a  line  and  tassel  on  his 
wrist.  Thus  attired,  and  thus  composed  into  an  aspect  of  great 
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profundity,  the  gentleman  twitched  up  the  right-hand  corner  of 
his  mouth  and  his  right  eye,  simultaneously,  and  said,  once 
more  :  — 

“  It  is  in  such  enlightened  means,  that  the  bubbling  passions 
of  my  country  find  a  vent.” 

As  he  looked  at  Martin,  and  nobody  else  was  by,  Martin 
inclined  his  head,  and  said  :  — 

“  You  allude  to - ?  ” 

“  To  the  Palladium  of  rational  Liberty  at  home,  sir,  and  the 
dread  of  Foreign  oppression  abroad,”  returned  the  gentleman, 
as  he  pointed  with  his  cane  to  an  uncommonly  dirty  newsboy 
with  one  eye.  “  To  the  Envy  of  the  world,  sir,  and  the  leaders 
of  Human  Civilization.  Let  me  ask  you,  sir,”  he  added,  bring¬ 
ing  the  ferule  of  his  stick  heavily  upon  the  deck  with  the  air  of 
a  man  who  must  not  be  equivocated  with,  “  how  do  you  like  my 
Country  ?  ” 

“  I  am  hardly  prepared  to  answer  that  question,”  said  Mar¬ 
tin,  “  seeing  that  I  have  not  been  ashore.  ” 

“Well,  I  should  expect  you  were  not  prepared,  sir,”  said 
the  gentleman,  “to  behold  such  signs  of  National  Prosperity  as 
those  ?  ” 

He  pointed  to  the  vessels  lying  at  the  wharves  ;  and  then 
gave  a  vague  flourish  with  his  stick,  as  if  he  would  include  the 
air  and  water,  generally,  in  this  remark. 

“Really,”  said  Martin,  “I  don’t  know.  Yes.  I  think  I 
was.” 

The  gentleman  glanced  at  him  with  a  knowing  look,  and 
said  he  liked  his  policy.  It  was  natural,  he  said,  and  it  pleased 
him  as  a  philosopher  to  observe  the  prejudices  of  human  nature. 

“You  have  brought,  I  see,  sir,”  he  said,  turning  round 
towards  Martin,  and  resting  his  chin  on  the  top  of  his  stick, 
“the  usual  amount  of  misery  and  poverty  and  ignorance  and 
crime,  to  be  located  in  the  bosom  of  the  great  Republic.  W ell, 
sir  !  let  ’em  come  on  in  shiploads  from  the  old  country. 
When  vessels  are  about  to  founder,  the  rats  are  said  to  leave 
’em.  There  is  considerable  of  truth,  I  find,  in  that  remark.” 

“  The  old  ship  will  keep  afloat  a  year  or  two  longer  yet, 
perhaps,”  said  Martin  with  a  smile,  partly  occasioned  by  what 
the  gentleman  said,  and  partly  by  his  manner  of  saying  it, 
which  was  odd  enough,  for  he  emphasized  all  the  small  words 
and  syllables  in  his  discourse,  and  left  the  others  to  take  care 
of  themselves,  as  if  he  thought  the  larger  parts  of  speech  could 


MARTIN  CHUZZLEWIT, 


197 


be  trusted  alone,  but  the  little  ones  required  to  be  constantly 
looked  after. 

“Hope  is  said  by  the  poet,”  observed  the  gentleman,  “to 
be  the  nurse  of  Young  Desire.” 

Martin  signified  that  he  had  heard  of  the  cardinal  virtue  in 
question  serving  occasionally  in  that  domestic  capacity. 

“  She  will  not  rear  her  infant  in  the  present  instance,  sir, 
you’ll  find,”  observed  the  gentleman. 

“Time  will  show,”  said  Martin. 

The  gentleman  nodded  his  head  gravely  and  said,  “  What 
is  your  name,  sir  ?  ” 

Martin  told  him. 

“  How  old  are  you,  sir  ?  ” 

Martin  told  him. 

“  What  is  your  profession,  sir  ?  ” 

Martin  told  him  that,  also. 

“  What  is  your  destination,  sir  ?  ”  inquired  the  gentleman. 

“  Really,”  said  Martin,  laughing,  “  I  can’t  satisfy  you  in 
that  particular,  for  I  don’t  know  it  myself.” 

“  Yes  ?  ”  said  the  gentleman. 

“No,”  said  Martin. 

The  gentleman  adjusted  his  cane  under  his  left  arm,  and 
took  a  more  deliberate  and  complete  survey  of  Martin  than  he 
had  yet  had  leisure  to  make.  When  he  had  completed  his  in¬ 
spection,  he  put  out  his  right  hand,  shook  Martin’s  hand,  and 
said  :  — 

“  My  name  is  Colonel  Diver,  sir.  I  am  the  Editor  of  the 
New  York  Rowdy  Journal .” 

Martin  received  the  communication  with  that  degree  of 
respect  which  an  announcement  so  distinguished  appeared  to 
demand. 

“  The  New  York  Rowdy  Journal,  sir,”  resumed  the  colonel, 
“  is,  as  I  expect  you  know,  the  organ  of  our  aristocracy  in  this 
city.” 

“Oh!  there  is  an  aristocracy  here,  then?”  said  Martin. 
“  Of  what  is  it  composed  ?  ” 

“Of  intelligence,  sir,”  replied  the  colonel;  “of  intelligence 
and  virtue.  And  of  their  necessary  consequence  in  this  repub¬ 
lic.  Dollars,  sir.” 

Martin  was  very  glad  to  hear  this,  feeling  well  assured  that 
if  intelligence  and  virtue  led,  as  a  matter  of  course,  to  the  ac¬ 
quisition  of  dollars,  he  would  speedily  become  a  great  capitalist. 
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He  was  about  to  express  the  gratification  such  news  afforded 
him,  when  he  was  interrupted  by  the  captain  of  the  ship,  who 
came  up  at  the  moment  to  shake  hands  with  the  colonel ;  and 
who,  seeing  a  well-dressed  stranger  on  the  deck  (for  Martin 
had  thrown  aside  his  cloak),  shook  hands  with  him  also.  This 
was  an  unspeakable  relief  to  Martin,  who,  in  spite  of  the 
acknowledged  supremacy  of  intelligence  and  virtue  in  that 
happy  country,  would  have  been  deeply  mortified  to  appear  be¬ 
fore  Colonel  Diver  in  the  poor  character  of  a  steerage  passenger. 

“Well,  cap’en  !  ”  said  the  colonel. 

“  Well,  colonel  !  ”  cried  the  captain.  “  You’re  looking  most 
uncommon  bright,  sir.  I  can  hardly  realize  its  being  you,  and 
that’s  a  fact.” 

“  A  good  passage,  cap’en  ?  ”  inquired  the  colonel,  taking  him 
aside. 

“Well,  now  !  It  was  a  pretty  spanking  run,  sir,”  said,  or 
rather  sung,  the  captain,  who  was  a  genuine  New  Englander, 
“  con-siderin’  the  weather.” 

“  Yes  ?  ”  said  the  colonel. 

“Well!  It  was,  sir,”  said  the  captain.  “I’ve  just  now 
sent  a  boy  up  to  your  office  with  the  passenger  list,  colonel.” 

“You  haven’t  got  another  boy  to  spare,  p’raps,  cap’en?” 
said  the  colonel,  in  a  tone  almost  amounting  to  severity. 

“  I  guess  there  air  a  dozen  if  you  want  ’em,  colonel,”  said 
the  captain. 

“  One  moderate  big  ’un  could  convey  a  dozen  of  champagne, 
perhaps,”  observed  the  colonel,  musing,  “to  my  office.  You 
said  a  spanking  run,  I  think  ?  ” 

“  Well,  so  I  did,”  was  the  reply. 

“  It’s  very  nigh,  you  know,”  observed  the  colonel.  “  I’m 
glad  it  was  a  spanking  run,  cap’en.  Don’t  mind  about  quarts 
if  you’re  short  of  ’em.  The  boy  can  as  well  bring  four  and 
twenty  pints,  and  travel  twice  as  once.  —  A  first-rate  spanker, 
cap’en,  was  it  ?  Yes  ?  ” 

“  A  most  e— tarnal  spanker,”  said  the  skipper. 

“  I  admire  at  your  good  fortun,  cap’en.  You  might  loan  me 
a  corkscrew  at  the  same  time,  and  half  a  dozen  glasses  if  you 
liked.  However  bad  the  elements  combine  against  my  country’s 
noble  packet  ship,  the  ‘Screw,’  sir,”  said  the  colonel,  turning  to 
Martin,  and  drawing  a  flourish  on  the  surface  of  the  deck  with 
his  cane,  “  her  passage  either  way  is  almost  certain  to  eventuate 
a  spanker !  ” 
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The  captain,  who  had  the  Seiver  below  at  that  moment, 
lunching  expensively  in  one  cabin,  while  the  amiable  Stabler 
was  drinking  himself  into  a  state  of  blind  madness  in  another, 
took  a  cordial  leave  of  his  friend  the  colonel,  and  hurried  away 
to  dispatch  the  champagne,  well  knowing  (as  it  afterwards 
appeared)  that  if  he  failed  to  conciliate  the  editor  of  the  Rowdy 
Journal ,  that  potentate  would  denounce  him  and  his  ship  in 
large  capitals  before  he  was  a  day  older ;  and  would  probably 
assault  the  memory  of  his  mother  also,  who  had  not  been  dead 
more  than  twenty  years.  The  colonel  being  again  left  alone 
with  Martin,  checked  him  as  he  was  moving  away,  and  offered, 
in  consideration  of  his  being  an  Englishman,  to  show  him  the 
town  and  to  introduce  him,  if  such  were  his  desire,  to  a  genteel 
boarding  house.  But  before  they  entered  on  these  proceedings 
(he  said),  he  would  beseech  the  honor  of  his  company  at  the 
office  of  the  Rowdy  Journal ,  to  partake  of  a  bottle  of  champagne 
of  his  own  importation. 

All  this  was  so  extremely  kind  and  hospitable,  that  Martin, 
though  it  was  quite  early  in  the  morning,  readily  acquiesced. 
So,  instructing  Mark,  who  was  deeply  engaged  with  his  friend 
and  her  three  children,  that  when  he  had  done  assisting  them, 
and  had  cleared  the  baggage,  he  was  to  wait  for  further  orders 
at  the  Rowdy  Journal  office,  Martin  accompanied  his  new  friend 
on  shore. 

They  made  their  way  as  they  best  could  through  the  melan¬ 
choly  crowd  of  emigrants  upon  the  wharf,  who,  grouped  about 
their  beds  and  boxes,  with  the  bare  ground  below  them  and  the 
bare  sky  above,  might  have  fallen  from  another  planet,  for  any¬ 
thing  they  knew  of  the  country  ;  and  walked  for  some  short 
distance  along  a  busy  street,  bounded  on  one  side  by  the  quays 
and  shipping ;  and  on  the  other  by  a  long  row  of  staring  red¬ 
brick  storehouses  and  offices,  ornamented  with  more  black 

boards  and  white  letters,  and  more  white  boards  and  black 

letters,  than  Martin  had  ever  seen  before,  in  fifty  times  the 

space.  Presently  they  turned  up  a  narrow  street,  and  pres¬ 

ently  into  other  narrow  streets,  until  at  last  they  stopped  before 
a  house  whereon  was  painted  in  great  characters,  Rowdy 
■Journal. 

The  colonel,  who  had  walked  the  whole  way  with  one  hand 
in  his  breast,  his  head  occasionally  wagging  from  side  to  side, 
and  his  hat  thrown  back  upon  his  ears,  like  a  man  who  was 
oppressed  to  inconvenience  by  a  sense  of  his  own  greatness, 
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led  the  way  up  a  dark  and  dirty  flight  of  stairs  into  a  room  of 
similar  character,  all  littered  and  bestrewn  with  odds  and  ends 
of  newspapers  and  other  crumpled  fragments,  both  in  proof  and 
manuscript.  Behind  a  mangy  old  writing  table  in  this  apart¬ 
ment,  sat  a  figure  with  a  stump  of  a  pen  in  its  mouth  and  a 
great  pair  of  scissors  in  its  right  hand,  clipping  and  slicing  at  a 
file  of  Rowdy  Journals  ;  and  it  was  such  a  laughable  figure  that 
Martin  had  some  difficulty  in  preserving  his  gravity,  though 
conscious  of  the  close  observation  of  Colonel  Diver. 

The  individual  who  sat  clipping  and  slicing  as  aforesaid  at 
the  Rowdy  Journals  was  a  small  young  gentleman  of  very 
juvenile  appearance,  and  unwholesomely  pale  in  the  face  ;  partly 
perhaps,  from  intense  thought,  but  partly,  there  is  no  doubt, 
from  the  excessive  use  of  tobacco,  which  he  was  at  that  mo¬ 
ment  chewing  vigorously.  He  wore  his  shirt  collar  turned 
down  over  a  black  ribbon ;  and  his  lank  hair,  a  fragile  crop, 
was  not  only  smoothed  and  parted  back  from  his  brow,  that 
none  of  the  Poetry  of  his  aspect  might  be  lost,  but  had,  here 
and  there,  been  grubbed  up  by  the  roots,  which  accounted  for 
his  loftiest  developments  being  somewhat  pimply.  He  had 
that  order  of  nose  on  which  the  envy  of  mankind  has  bestowed 
the  appellation  “  snub,”  and  it  was  very  much  turned  up  at  the 
end,  as  with  a  lofty  scorn.  Upon  the  upper  lip  of  this  young 
gentleman  were  tokens  of  a  sandy  down,  so  very,  very  smooth 
and  scant,  that,  though  encouraged  to  the  utmost,  it  looked 
more  like  a  recent  trace  of  gingerbread,  than  the  fair  promise 
of  a  mustache  ;  and  this  conjecture,  his  apparently  tender  age 
went  far  to  strengthen.  He  was  intent  upon  his  work.  Every 
time  he  snapped  the  great  pair  of  scissors,  he  made  a  corre¬ 
sponding  motion  with  his  jaws,  which  gave  him  a  very  terrible 
appearance. 

Martin  was  not  long  in  determining  within  himself  that 
this  must  be  Colonel  Diver’s  son,  the  hope  of  the  family,  and 
future  mainspring  of  the  Rowdy  Journals.  Indeed  he  had 
begun  to  say  that  he  presumed  this  was  the  colonel’s  little 
boy,  and  that  it  was  very  pleasant  to  see  him  playing  at  Editor 
in  all  the  guilelessness  of  childhood,  when  the  colonel  proudly 
interposed  and  said  :  — 

“My  War  Correspondent,  sir.  Mr.  Jefferson  Brick  !  ” 

Martin  could  not  help  starting  at  this  unexpected  announce¬ 
ment,  and  the  consciousness  of  the  irretrievable  mistake  he  had 
nearly  made. 
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Mr.  Brick  seemed  pleased  with  the  sensation  he  produced 
upon  the  stranger,  and  shook  hands  with  him,  with  an  air  of 
patronage  designed  to  reassure  him,  and  to  let  him  know  that 
there  was  no  occasion  to  be  frightened,  for  he  (Brick)  wouldn’t 
hurt  him. 

“You  have  heard  of  Jefferson  Brick,  I  see,  sir,”  quoth  the 
colonel,  with  a  smile.  “  England  has  heard  of  Jefferson  Brick, 
Europe  has  heard  of  Jefferson  Brick.  Let  me  see.  When  did 
you  leave  England,  sir  ?  ” 

“  Five  weeks  ago,”  replied  Martin. 

“Five  weeks  ago,”  repeated  the  colonel,  thoughtfully  ;  as 
he  took  his  seat  upon  the  table  and  swung  his  legs.  “Now  let 
me  ask  you,  sir,  which  of  Mr.  Brick’s  articles  had  become  at 
that  time  the  most  obnoxious  to  the  British  Parliament  and  the 
Court  of  Saint  James’s  ?  ” 

“Upon  my  word,”  said  Martin,  “I - ” 

“  I  have  reason  to  know,  sir,”  interrupted  the  colonel,  “  that 
the  aristocratic  circles  of  your  country  quail  before  the  name 
of  Jefferson  Brick.  I  should  like  to  be  informed,  sir,  from 
your  lips,  which  of  his  sentiments  has  struck  the  deadliest 
blow - ” 

“  At  the  hundred  heads  of  the  Hydra  of  Corruption  now 
groveling  in  the  dust  beneath  the  lance  of  Reason,  and  spout¬ 
ing  up  to  the  universal  arch  above  us  its  sanguinary  gore,” 
said  Mr.  Brick,  putting  on  a  little  blue  cloth  cap  with  a  glazed 
front,  and  quoting  his  last  article. 

“  The  libation  of  freedom,  Brick,”  hinted  the  colonel. 

“  Must  sometimes  be  quaffed  in  blood,  colonel,”  cried  Brick. 
And  when  he  said  “  blood,”  he  gave  the  great  pair  of  scissors 
a  sharp  snap,  as  if  they  said  blood  too,  and  were  quite  of  his 
opinion. 

This  done,  they  both  looked  at  Martin,  pausing  for  a  reply. 
“  Upon  my  life,”  said  Martin,  who  had  by  this  time  quite 
recovered  his  usual  coolness,  “  I  can’t  give  you  any  satisfactory 

information  about  it ;  for  the  truth  is  that  I - ” 

“  Stop  !  ”  cried  the  colonel,  glancing  sternly  at  his  war  cor¬ 
respondent,  and  giving  his  head  one  shake  after  every  sentence. 
“That  you  never  heard  of  Jefferson  Brick,  sir.  That  you  never 
read  Jefferson  Brick,  sir.  That  you  never  saw  the  Rowdy 
Journal ,  sir.  That  you  never  knew,  sir,  of  its  mighty  influence 
upon  the  cabinets  of  Eu — rope.  Yes?  ” 

“  That’s  what  I  was  about  to  observe,  certainly,”  said 
Martin. 
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“Keep  cool,  Jefferson,”  said  the  colonel,  gravely.  “Don’t 
bust  !  oh,  you  Europeans  !  Arter  that,  let’s  have  a  glass  of 
wine  !  ”  So  saying,  he  got  down  from  the  table,  and  produced, 
from  a  basket  outside  the  door,  a  bottle  of  champagne,  and  three 
glasses. 

“Mr.  Jefferson  Brick,  sir,”  said  the  colonel,  filling  Martin’s 
glass  and  his  own,  and  pushing  the  bottle  to  that  gentleman, 
“  will  give  us  a  sentiment.” 

“Well,  sir  !  ”  cried  the  war  correspondent,  “since  you  have 
concluded  to  call  upon  me,  I  will  respond.  I  will  give  you, 
sir,  the  Rowdy  Journal  and  its  brethren ;  the  well  of  Truth, 
whose  waters  are  black  from  being  composed  of  printers’  ink, 
but  are  quite  clear  enough  for  my  country  to  behold  the  shadow 
of  her  Destiny  reflected  in.” 

“  Hear,  hear  !  ”  cried  the  colonel,  with  great  complacency. 
“  There  are  flowery  components,  sir,  in  the  language  of  my 
friend  ?  ” 

“Very  much  so,  indeed,”  said  Martin. 

“  There  is  to-day’s  Rowdy ,  sir,”  observed  the  colonel,  hand¬ 
ing  him  a  paper.  “You’ll  find  Jefferson  Brick  at  his  usual 
post  in  the  van  of  human  civilization  and  moral  purity.” 

The  colonel  was  by  this  time  seated  on  the  table  again. 
Mr.  Brick  also  took  up  a  position  on  that  same  piece  of  fur¬ 
niture  ;  and  they  fell  to  drinking  pretty  hard.  They  often 
looked  at  Martin  as  he  read  the  paper,  and  then  at  each  other. 
When  he  laid  it  down,  which  was  not  until  they  had  finished  a 
second  bottle,  the  colonel  asked  him  what  he  thought  of  it. 

“  Why,  it’s  horribly  personal,”  said  Martin. 

The  colonel  seemed  much  flattered  by  this  remark,  and 
said  he  hoped  it  was. 

“We  are  independent  here,  sir,”  said  Mr.  Jefferson  Brick. 
“We  do  as  we  like.” 

“  If  I  may  judge  from  this  specimen,”  returned  Martin, 
“  there  must  be  a  few  thousands  here,  rather  the  reverse  of 
independent,  who  do  as  they  don’t  like.” 

“Well!  They  yield  to  the  mighty  mind  of  the  Popular 
Instructor,  sir,”  said  the  colonel.  “  They  rile  up,  sometimes ; 
but  in  general  we  have  a  hold  upon  our  citizens,  both  in  public 
and  in  private  life,  which  is  as  much  one  of  the  ennobling 
institutions  of  our  happy  country  as - ” 

“  As  nigger  slavery  itself,”  suggested  Mr.  Brick. 

“  En — tirely  so,”  remarked  the  colonel. 
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“  Pray,”  said  Martin,  after  some  hesitation,  “  may  I  venture 
to  ask,  with  reference  to  a  case  I  observe  in  this  paper  of  yours, 
whether  the  popular  instructor  often  deals  in  —  I  am  at  a  loss 
to  express  it  without  giving  you  offense  —  in  forgery  ?  In 
forged  letters,  for  instance,”  he  pursued,  for  the  colonel  was 
perfectly  calm  and  quite  at  his  ease,  “  solemnly  purporting  to 
have  been  written  at  recent  periods  by  living  men  ?  ” 

“  Well,  sir  !  ”  replied  the  colonel.  “  It  does,  now  and  then.” 

“  And  the  popular  instructed  ;  what  do  they  do  ?  ”  asked 
Martin. 

“  Buy  ’em,”  said  the  colonel. 

Mr.  Jefferson  Brick  expectorated  and  laughed;  the  former 
copiously,  the  latter  approvingly. 

“  Buy  ’em  by  hundreds  of  thousands,”  resumed  the  colonel. 
“We  are  a  smart  people  here,  and  can  appreciate  smartness.” 

“  Is  smartness  American  for  forgery  ?  ”  asked  Martin. 

“Well!”  said  the  colonel,  “I  expect  it’s  American  for  a 
good  many  things  that  you  call  by  other  names.  But  you 
can’t  help  yourselves  in  Europe.  We  can.” 

“  And  do,  sometimes,”  thought  Martin.  “  You  help  your¬ 
selves  with  very  little  ceremony,  too  !  ” 

“  At  all  events,  whatever  name  we  choose  to  employ,”  said 
the  colonel,  stooping  down  to  roll  the  third  empty  bottle  into  a 
corner  after  the  other  two,  “  I  suppose  the  art  of  forgery  was 
not  invented  here,  sir  ?  ” 

“  I  suppose  not,”  replied  Martin. 

“Nor  any  other  kind  of  smartness,  I  reckon?” 

“  Invented  !  No,  I  presume  not.” 

“Well!”  said  the  colonel,  “then  we  got  it  all  from  the 
old  country,  and  the  old  country’s  to  blame  for  it,  and  not  the 
new  ’un.  There’s  an  end  of  that.  Now,  if  Mr.  Jefferson  Brick 
and  you  will  be  so  good  as  clear,  I’ll  come  out  last,  and  lock 
the  door.” 

Rightly  interpreting  this  as  the  signal  for  their  departure, 
Martin  walked  downstairs  after  the  war  correspondent,  who 
preceded  him  with  great  majesty.  The  colonel  following,  they 
left  the  Rowdy  Journal  office  and  walked  forth  into  the  streets, 
Martin  feeling  doubtful  whether  he  ought  to  kick  the  colonel 
for  having  presumed  to  speak  to  him,  or  whether  it  came 
within  the  bounds  of  possibility  that  he  and  his  establishment 
could  be  among  the  boasted  usages  of  that  regenerated  land. 

It  was  clear  that  Colonel  Diver,  in  the  security  of  his  strong 
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position,  and  in  his  perfect  understanding  of  the  public  senti¬ 
ment,  cared  very  little  what  Martin  or  anybody  else  thought 
about  him.  His  high-spiced  wares  were  made  to  sell,  and  they 
sold ;  and  his  thousands  of  readers  could  as  rationally  charge 
their  delight  in  filth  upon  him,  as  a  glutton  can  shift  upon  his 
cook  the  responsibility  of  his  beastly  excess.  Nothing  would 
have  delighted  the  colonel  more  than  to  be  told  that  no  such 
man  as  he  could  walk  in  high  success  the  streets  of  any  other 
country  in  the  world ;  for  that  would  only  have  been  a  logical 
assurance  to  him  of  the  correct  adaptation  of  his  labors  to  the 
prevailing  taste,  and  of  his  being  strictly  and  peculiarly  a 
national  feature  of  America. 

They  walked  a  mile  or  more  along  a  handsome  street  which 
the  colonel  said  was  called  Broadway,  and  which  Mr.  Jefferson 
Brick  said  “whipped  the  universe.”  Turning,  at  length,  into 
one  of  the  numerous  streets  which  branched  from  this  main 
thoroughfare,  they  stopped  before  a  rather  mean-looking  house 
with  jalousie  blinds  to  every  window ;  a  flight  of  steps  before 
the  green  street  door ;  a  shining  white  ornament  on  the  rails  on 
either  side  like  a  petrified  pineapple,  polished  ;  a  little  oblong 
plate  of  the  same  material  over  the  knocker,  whereon  the  name 
of  “  Pawkins  ”  was  engraved  ;  and  four  accidental  pigs  looking 
down  the  area. 

The  colonel  knocked  at  this  house  with  the  air  of  a  man 
who  lived  there  ;  and  an  Irish  girl  popped  her  head  out  of  one 
of  the  top  windows  to  see  who  it  was.  Pending  her  journey 
downstairs,  the  pigs  were  joined  by  two  or  three  friends  from 
the  next  street,  in  company  with  whom  they  lay  down  sociably 
in  the  gutter. 

“  Is  the  major  indoors  ?  ”  inquired  the  colonel,  as  he  entered. 

“  Is  it  the  master,  sir  ?  ”  returned  the  girl,  with  a  hesitation 
which  seemed  to  imply  that  they  were  rather  flush  of  majors 
in  that  establishment. 

“  The  master  !  ”  said  Colonel  Diver,  stopping  short  and 
looking  round  at  his  war  correspondent. 

“  Oh  !  The  depressing  institutions  of  that  British  empire, 
colonel,”  said  Jefferson  Brick.  “  Master  !  ” 

“  What’s  the  matter  with  the  word  ?  ”  asked  Martin. 

“  I  should  hope  it  was  never  heard  in  our  country,  sir : 
that’s  all,”  said  Jefferson  Brick:  “except  when  it  is  used  by 
some  degraded  Help,  as  new  to  the  blessings  of  our  form  of 
government  as  this  Help  is.  There  are  no  masters  here.” 
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“  All  ‘  owners,’  are  they  ?  ”  said  Martin. 

Mr.  Jefferson  Brick  followed  in  the  Rowdy  Journal's  foot¬ 
steps  without  returning  any  answer.  Martin  took  the  same 
course,  thinking  as  he  went,  that  perhaps  the  free  and  independ¬ 
ent  citizens,  who  in  their  moral  elevation,  owned  the  colonel 
for  their  master,  might  render  better  homage  to  the  goddess, 
Liberty,  in  nightly  dreams  upon  the  oven  of  a  Russian  Serf. 

The  colonel  led  the  way  into  a  room  at  the  back  of  the 
house  upon  the  ground  floor,  light,  and  of  fair  dimensions,  but 
exquisitely  uncomfortable,  having  nothing  in  it  but  the  four 
cold  white  walls  and  ceiling,  a  mean  carpet,  a  dreary  waste  of 
dining  table  reaching  from  end  to  end,  and  a  bewildering  col¬ 
lection  of  cane-bottomed  chairs.  In  a  further  region  of  this 
banqueting  hall  was  a  stove,  garnished  on  either  side  with  a 
great  brass  spittoon,  and  shaped  in  itself  like  three  little  iron 
barrels  set  up  on  end  in  a  fender,  and  joined  together  on  the 
principle  of  the  Siamese  Twins.  Before  it,  swinging  himself  in 
a  rocking  chair,  lounged  a  large  gentleman  with  his  hat  on,  who 
amused  himself  by  spitting  alternately  into  the  spittoon  on  the 
right  hand  of  the  stove,  and  the  spittoon  on  the  left,  and  then 
working  his  way  back  again  in  the  same  order.  A  negro  lad  in 
a  soiled  white  jacket  was  busily  engaged  in  placing  on  the  table 
two  long  rows  of  knives  and  forks,  relieved  at  intervals  by  jugs 
of  water ;  and  as  he  traveled  down  one  side  of  this  festive 
board,  he  straightened  with  his  dirty  hands  the  dirtier  cloth, 
which  was  all  askew,  and  had  not  been  removed  since  breakfast. 
The  atmosphere  of  this  room  was  rendered  intensely  hot  and 
stifling  by  the  stove ;  but  being  further  flavored  by  a  sickly 
gush  of  soup  from  the  kitchen,  and  by  such  remote  suggestions 
of  tobacco  as  lingered  within  the  brazen  receptacles  already 
mentioned,  it  became,  to  a  stranger’s  senses,  almost  insup¬ 
portable. 

The  gentleman  in  the  rocking  chair  having  his  back  towards 
them,  and  being  much  engaged  in  his  intellectual  pastime,  was 
not  aware  of  their  approach  until  the  colonel  walking  up  to  the 
stove,  contributed  his  mite  towards  the  support  of  the  left-hand 
spittoon,  just  as  the  major  —  for  it  was  the  major —  bore  down 
upon  it.  Major  Pawkins  then  reserved  his  fire,  and  looking 
upward,  said,  with  a  peculiar  air  of  quiet  weariness,  like  a  man 
who  had  been  up  all  night  —  an  air  which  Martin  had  already 
observed  both  in  the  colonel  and  Mr.  Jefferson  Brick  — 

“  Well,  colonel  !  ” 
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“  Here  is  a  gentleman  from  England,  Major,”  the  colonel 
replied,  “who  has  concluded  to  locate  himself  here  if  the 
amount  of  compensation  suits  him.” 

“I  am  glad  to  see  you,  sir,”  observed  the  major,  shaking 
hands  with  Martin,  and  not  moving  a  muscle  of  his  face. 
“  You  are  pretty  bright,  I  hope  ?  ” 

“  Never  better,”  said  Martin. 

“You  are  never  likely  to  be,”  returned  the  major.  “You  will 
see  the  sun  shine  here." 

“  I  think  I  remember  to  have  seen  it  shine  at  home  some¬ 
times,”  said  Martin,  smiling. 

“  I  think  not,”  replied  the  major.  He  said  so  with  a  stoical 
indifference  certainly,  but  still  in  a  tone  of  firmness  which  ad¬ 
mitted  of  no  further  dispute  on  that  point.  When  he  had  thus 
settled  the  question,  he  put  his  hat  a  little  on  one  side  for  the 
greater  convenience  of  scratching  his  head,  and  saluted  Mr. 
Jefferson  Brick  with  a  lazy  nod. 

Major  Pawkins  (a  gentleman  of  Pennsylvanian  origin)  was 
distinguished  by  a  very  large  skull,  and  a  great  mass  of  yellow 
forehead  ;  in  deference  to  which  commodities,  it  was  currently 
held  in  barrooms  and  other  such  places  of  resort,  that  the 
major  was  a  man  of  huge  sagacity.  He  was  further  to  be 
known  by  a  heavy  eye  and  a  dull  slow  manner  ;  and  for  being 
a  man  of  that  kind  who,  mentally  speaking,  requires  a  deal  of 
room  to  turn  himself  in.  But,  in  trading  on  his  stock  of  wis¬ 
dom,  he  invariably  proceeded  on  the  principle  of  putting  all  the 
goods  he  had  (and  more)  into  his  window ;  and  that  went  a 
great  way  with  his  constituency  of  admirers.  It  went  a  great 
way,  perhaps,  with  Mr.  Jefferson  Brick,  who  took  occasion  to 
whisper  in  Martin’s  ear  :  — 

“  One  of  the  most  remarkable  men  in  our  country,  sir !  ” 

It  must  not  be  supposed,  however,  that  the  perpetual  ex¬ 
hibition  in  the  market  place  of  all  his  stock  in  trade  for  sale  or 
hire  was  the  major’s  sole  claim  to  a  very  large  share  of  sym¬ 
pathy  and  support.  He  was  a  great  politician  ;  and  the  one 
article  of  his  creed,  in  reference  to  all  public  obligations  in¬ 
volving  the  good  faith  and  integrity  of  his  country,  was,  “  Run 
a  moist  pen  slick  through  everything,  and  start  fresh.”  This 
made  him  a  patriot.  In  commercial  affairs  he  was  a  bold  specu¬ 
lator.  In  plainer  words,  he  had  a  most  distinguished  genius 
for  swindling,  and  could  start  a  bank,  or  negotiate  a  loan,  or 
form  a  land-jobbing  company  (entailing  ruin,  pestilence,  and 
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death  on  hundreds  of  families),  with  any  gifted  creature  in  the 
Union.  This  made  him  an  admirable  man  of  business.  He 
could  hang  about  a  barroom,  discussing  the  affairs  of  the 
nation,  for  twelve  hours  together ;  and  in  that  time  could  hold 
forth  with  more  intolerable  dullness,  chew  more  tobacco,  smoke 
more  tobacco,  drink  more  rum  toddy,  mint  julep,  gin  sling,  and 
cocktail,  than  any  private  gentleman  of  his  acquaintance.  This 
made  him  an  orator  and  a  man  of  the  people.  In  a  word,  the 
major  was  a  rising  character,  and  a  popular  character,  and  was 
in  a  fair  way  to  be  sent  by  the  popular  party  to  the  State  House 
of  New  York,  if  not  in  the  end  to  Washington  itself.  But  as 
a  man’s  private  prosperity  does  not  always  keep  pace  with  his 
patriotic  devotion  to  public  affairs ;  and  as  fraudulent  trans¬ 
actions  have  their  downs  as  well  as  ups,  the  major  was  oc¬ 
casionally  under  a  cloud.  Hence,  just  now,  Mrs.  Pawkins 
kept  a  boarding  house,  and  Major  Pawkins  rather  “  loafed  ” 
his  time  away,  than  otherwise. 

“  You  have  come  to  visit  our  country,  sir,  at  a  season  of 
great  commercial  depression,”  said  the  major. 

“  At  an  alarming  crisis,”  said  the  colonel. 

“At  a  period  of  unprecedented  stagnation,”  said  Mr.  Jeffer¬ 
son  Brick. 

“  I  am  sorry  to  hear  that,”  returned  Martin.  “  It’s  not 
likely  to  last,  I  hope  ?  ” 

Martin  knew  nothing  about  America,  or  he  would  have 
known  perfectly  well  that  if  its  individual  citizens,  to  a  man, 
are  to  be  believed,  it  always  is  depressed,  and  always  is  stag¬ 
nated,  and  always  is  at  an  alarming  crisis,  and  never  was  other¬ 
wise  ;  though  as  a  body  they  are  ready  to  make  oath  upon  the 
Evangelists  at  any  hour  of  the  day  or  night,  that  it  is  the  most 
thriving  and  prosperous  of  all  countries  on  the  habitable  globe. 

“  It’s  not  likely  to  last,  I  hope  ?  ”  said  Martin. 

“  Well !  ”  returned  the  major,  “  I  expect  we  shall  get  along 
somehow,  and  come  right  in  the  end.” 

“We  are  an  elastic  country,”  said  the  Roivdy  Journal. 

“We  are  a  young  lion,”  said  Mr.  Jefferson  Brick. 

“We  have  revivifying  and  vigorous  principles  within  our¬ 
selves,”  observed  the  major.  “  Shall  we  drink  a  bitter  afore 
dinner,  colonel?  ” 

The  colonel  assenting  to  this  proposal  with  great  alacrity, 
Major  Pawkins  proposed  an  adjournment  to  a  neighboring  bar¬ 
room,  which,  as  he  observed,  was  “  only  in  the  next  block-” 
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He  then  referred  Martin  to  Mrs.  Pawkins  for  all  particulars 
connected  with  the  rate  of  board  and  lodging,  and  informed 
him  that  he  would  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  that  lady  at  din¬ 
ner,  which  would  soon  be  ready,  as  the  dinner  hour  was  two 
o’clock,  and  it  only  wanted  a  quarter  now.  This  reminded 
him  that  if  the  bitter  were  to  be  taken  at  all,  there  was  no  time 
to  lose  ;  so  he  walked  off  without  more  ado,  and  left  them  to 
follow  if  they  thought  proper. 

When  the  major  rose  from  his  rocking  chair  before  the  stove 
and  so  disturbed  the  hot  air  and  balmy  whiff  of  soup  which 
fanned  their  brows,  the  odor  of  stale  tobacco  became  so  de¬ 
cidedly  prevalent  as  to  leave  no  doubt  of  its  proceeding  mainly 
from  that  gentleman’s  attire.  Indeed,  as  Martin  walked  behind 
him  to  the  barroom,  he  could  not  help  thinking  that  the  great 
square  major,  in  his  listlessness  and  languor,  looked  very  much 
like  a  stale  weed  himself :  such  as  might  be  hoed  out  of  the 
public  garden,  with  great  advantage  to  the  decent  growth  of 
that  preserve,  and  tossed  on  some  congenial  dunghill. 

They  encountered  more  weeds  in  the  barroom,  some  of 
whom  (being  thirsty  souls  as  well  as  dirty)  were  pretty  stale 
in  one  sense,  and  pretty  fresh  in  another.  Among  them  was  a 
gentleman  who,  as  Martin  gathered  from  the  conversation  that 
took  place  over  the  bitter,  started  that  afternoon  for  the  Far 
West  on  a  six  months’  business  tour;  and  who,  as  his  outfit 
and  equipment  for  this  journey,  had  just  such  another  shiny 
hat  and  just  such  another  little  pale  valise,  as  had  composed 
the  luggage  of  the  gentleman  who  came  from  England  in  the 
“  Screw.” 

They  were  walking  back  very  leisurely,  Martin  arm  in  arm 
with  Mr.  Jefferson  Brick,  and  the  major  and  the  colonel  side  by 
side  before  them,  when,  as  they  came  within  a  house  or  two  of 
the  major’s  residence,  they  heard  a  bell  ringing  violently.  The 
instant  this  sound  struck  upon  their  ears,  the  colonel  and  the 
major  darted  off,  dashed  up  the  steps  and  in  at  the  street  door 
(which  stood  ajar)  like  lunatics ;  while  Mr.  Jefferson  Brick, 
detaching  his  arm  from  Martin’s,  made  a  precipitate  dive  in  the 
same  direction,  and  vanished  also. 

“  Good  heaven  !  ”  thought  Martin.  “  The  premises  are  on 
fire  !  It  was  an  alarm  bell !  ” 

But  there  was  no  smoke  to  be  seen,  nor  any  flame,  nor  was 
there  any  smell  of  fire.  As  Martin  faltered  on  the  pavement, 
three  more  gentlemen,  with  horror  and  agitation  depicted  in 
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their  faces,  came  plunging  wildly  round  the  street  corner  ;  jostled 
each  other  on  the  steps ;  struggled  for  an  instant ;  and  rushed 
into  the  house,  in  a  confused  heap  of  arms  and  legs.  Unable  to 
hear  it  any  longer,  Martin  followed.  Even  in  his  rapid  prog¬ 
ress,  he  was  run  down,  thrust  aside,  and  passed,  by  two  more 
gentlemen,  stark  mad,  as  it  appeared,  with  fierce  excitement. 

“  Where  is  it?  ”  cried  Martin,  breathlessly,  to  a  negro  whom 
he  encountered  in  the  passage. 

“  In  a  eatin’  room,  sa.  Kernell,  sa,  him  kep  a  seat  ’side 
himself,  sa.” 

“  A  seat !  ”  cried  Martin. 

“For  a  dinner,  sa.” 

Martin  stared  at  him  for  a  moment,  and  burst  into  a  hearty 
laugh ;  to  which  the  negro,  out  of  his  natural  good  humor  and 
desire  to  please,  so  heartily  responded,  that  his  teeth  shone  like 
a  gleam  of  light.  “  You’re  the  pleasantest  fellow  I  have  seen 
yet,”  said  Martin,  clapping  him  on  the  back,  “  and  give  me  a 
better  appetite  than  bitters.” 

With  this  sentiment  he  walked  into  the  dining  room  and 
slipped  into  a  chair  next  the  colonel,  which  that  gentleman  (by 
this  time  nearly  through  his  dinner)  had  turned  down  in  re¬ 
serve  for  him,  with  its  back  against  the  table. 

It  was  a  numerous  company,  eighteen  or  twenty  perhaps. 
Of  these  some  five  or  six  were  ladies,  who  sat  wedged  together 
in  a  little  phalanx  by  themselves.  All  the  knives  and  forks 
were  working  away  at  a  rate  that  was  quite  alarming  ;  very 
few  words  were  spoken  ;  and  everybody  seemed  to  eat  his  ut¬ 
most  in  self-defense,  as  if  a  famine  were  expected  to  set  in  be¬ 
fore  breakfast  time  to-morrow  morning,  and  it  had  become  high 
time  to  assert  the  first  law  of  nature.  The  poultry,  which  may 
perhaps  be  considered  to  have  formed  the  staple  of  the  enter¬ 
tainment  —  for  there  was  a  turkey  at  the  top,  a  pair  of  ducks  at 
the  bottom,  and  two  fowls  in  the  middle  —  disappeared  as  rap¬ 
idly  as  if  every  bird  had  had  the  use  of  its  wings,  and  had  flown 
in  desperation  down  a  human  throat.  The  oysters,  stewed  and 
pickled,  leaped  from  their  capacious  reservoirs,  and  slid  by 
scores  into  the  mouths  of  the  assembly.  The  sharpest  pickles 
vanished,  whole  cucumbers  at  once,  like  sugar  plums,  and  no 
man  winked  his  eye.  Great  heaps  of  indigestible  matter  melted 
away  as  ice  before  the  sun.  It  was  a  solemn  and  an  awful 
thing  to  see.  Dyspeptic  individuals  bolted  their  food  in 
wedges ;  feeding  not  themselves,  but  broods  of  nightmares  who 
vol.  xxiv.  — 14 
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were  continually  standing  at  livery  within  them.  Spare  men, 
with  lank  and  rigid  cheeks,  came  out  unsatisfied  from  the 
destruction  of  heavy  dishes,  and  glared  with  watchful .  eyes 
upon  the  pastry.  What  Mrs.  Pawkins  felt  each  day  at  dinner 
time  is  hidden  from  all  human  knowledge.  But  she  had  one 
comfort.  It  was  very  soon  over. 

When  the  colonel  had  finished  his  dinner,  which  event  took 
place  while  Martin,  who  had  sent  his  plate  for  some  turkey,  was 
waiting  to  begin,  he  asked  him  what  he  thought  of  the  boarders, 
who  were  from  all  parts  of  the  Union,  and  whether  he  would 
like  to  know  any  particulars  concerning  them. 

«  Pray,”  said  Martin,  “  who  was  that  sickly  little  girl  oppo¬ 
site,  with  the  tight  round  eyes?  I  don’t  see  anybody  here  who 
looks  like  her  mother,  or  who  seems  to  have  charge  of  her.” 

“  Do  you  mean  the  matron  in  blue,  sir  ?  ”  asked  the  colonel, 
with  emphasis.  “That  is  Mrs.  Jefferson  Brick,  sir.” 

“  No,  no,”  said  Martin,  “  I  mean  the  little  girl,  like  a  doll ; 
directly  opposite.” 

“Well,  sir!”  cried  the  colonel.  “  That  is  Mrs.  Jefferson 
Brick.” 

Martin  glanced  at  the  colonel’s  face,  but  he  was  quite  serious. 

“  Bless  my  soul !  I  suppose  there  will  be  a  young  Brick 
then,  one  of  these  days?”  said  Martin. 

“  There  are  two  young  Bricks  already,  sir,”  returned  the 

colonel. 

The  matron  looked  so  uncommonly  like  a  child  herself,  that 
Martin  could  not  help  saying  as  much.  “  Yes,  sir,”  returned 
the  colonel,  “  but  some  institutions  develop  human  natur : 
others  re — tard  it. 

“Jefferson  Brick,”  he  observed  after  a  short  silence,  in  com¬ 
mendation  of  his  correspondent,  “  is  one  of  the  most  remarkable 
men  in  our  country,  sir  !  ” 

This  had  passed  almost  in  a  whisper,  for  the  distinguished 
gentleman  alluded  to  sat  on  Martin’s  other  hand. 

“  Pray,  Mr.  Brick,”  said  Martin,  turning  to  him  and  asking 
a  question  more  for  conversation’s  sake  than  from  any  feeling 
of  interest  in  its  subject,  “who  is  that”  —  he  was  going  to  say 
“  young  ”  but  thought  it  prudent  to  eschew  the  word  —  “  that 
very  short  gentleman  yonder,  with  the  red  nose  ?  ” 

“That  is  Pro — fessor  Mullit,  sir,”  replied  Jefferson. 

“  May  I  ask  what  he  is  Professor  of  ?  ”  asked  Martin. 

“Of  education,  sir,”  said  Jefferson  Brick. 
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“A  sort  of  schoolmaster,  possibly?”  Martin  ventured  to 
observe. 

“  He  is  a  man  of  fine  moral  elements,  sir,  and  not  commonly 
endowed,”  said  the  war  correspondent.  “  He  felt  it  necessary, 
at  the  last  election  for  President,  to  repudiate  and  denounce  his 
father,  who  voted  on  the  wrong  interest.  He  has  since  written 
some  powerful  pamphlets,  under  the  signature  of  ‘  Suturb,’  or 
Brutus  reversed.  He  is  one  of  the  most  remarkable  men  in  our 
country,  sir.” 

“  There  seem  to  be  plenty  of  ’em,”  thought  Martin,  “  at  any 
rate.” 

Pursuing  his  inquiries,  Martin  found  that  there  were  no 
fewer  than  four  majors  present,  two  colonels,  one  general,  and 
a  captain,  so  that  he  could  not  help  thinking  how  strongly 
officered  the  American  militia  must  be  :  and  wondering  very 
much  whether  the  officers  commanded  each  other ;  or  if  they 
did  not,  where  on  earth  the  privates  came  from.  There  seemed 
to  be  no  man  there  without  a  title ;  for  those  who  had  not  at¬ 
tained  to  military  honors  were  either  doctors,  professors,  or 
reverends.  Three  very  hard  and  disagreeable  gentlemen  were 
on  missions  from  neighboring  States  ;  one  on  monetary  affairs, 
one  on  political,  one  on  sectarian.  Among  the  ladies,  there 
were  Mrs.  Pawkins,  who  was  very  straight,  bony,  and  silent  ; 
and  a  wiry-faced  old  damsel,  who  held  strong  sentiments  touch¬ 
ing  the  rights  of  women,  and  had  diffused  the  same  in  lectures  ; 
but  the  rest  were  strangely  devoid  of  individual  traits  of  char¬ 
acter,  insomuch  that  any  one  of  them  might  have  changed  minds 
with  the  other,  and  nobody  would  have  found  it  out.  These, 
by  the  way,  were  the  only  members  of  the  party  who  did  not 
appear  to  be  among  the  most  remarkable  people  in  the  country. 

Several  of  the  gentlemen  got  up,  one  by  one,  and  walked  off 
as  they  swallowed  their  last  morsel,  pausing  generally  by  the 
stove  for  a  minute  or  so  to  refresh  themselves  at  the  brass  spit¬ 
toons.  A  few  sedentary  characters,  however,  remained  at  table 
full  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  and  did  not  rise  until  the  ladies  rose, 
when  all  stood  up. 

“  Where  are  they  going  ?  ”  asked  Martin,  in  the  ear  of  Mr. 
Jefferson  Brick. 

“To  their  bedrooms,  sir.” 

“  Is  there  no  dessert,  or  other  interval  of  conversation  ?  ” 
asked  Martin,  who  was  disposed  to  enjoy  himself  after  his 
long  voyage. 
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“We  are  a  busy  people  here,  sir,  and  have  no  time  for 
that,”  was  the  reply. 

So  the  ladies  passed  out  in  single  file,  Mr.  Jefferson  Brick 
and  such  other  married  gentlemen  as  were  left,  acknowledging 
the  departure  of  their  other  halves  by  a  nod  ;  and  there  was  an 
end  of  them.  Martin  thought  this  an  uncomfortable  custom, 
but  he  kept  his  opinion  to  himself  for  the  present,  being 
anxious  to  hear,  and  inform  himself,  by  the  conversation  of  the 
busy  gentlemen,  who  now  lounged  about  the  stove  as  if  a  great 
weight  had  been  taken  off  their  minds  by  the  withdrawal  of 
the  other  sex,  and  who  made  a  plentiful  use  of  the  spittoons 
and  their  toothpicks. 

It  was  rather  barren  of  interest,  to  say  the  truth  ;  and  the 
greater  part  of  it  may  be  summed  up  in  one  word.  Dollars. 
All  their  cares,  hopes,  joys,  affections,  virtues,  and  associations 
seemed  to  be  melted  down  into  dollars.  Whatever  the  chance 
contributions  that  fell  into  the  slow  caldron  of  their  talk,  they 
made  the  gruel  thick  and  slab  with  dollars.  Men  were  weighed 
by  their  dollars,  measures  gauged  by  their  dollars ;  life  was 
auctioneered,  appraised,  put  up,  and  knocked  down  for  its 
dollars.  The  next  respectable  thing  to  dollars  was  any  venture 
having  their  attainment  for  its  end.  The  more  of  that  worth¬ 
less  ballast,  honor  and  fair  dealing,  which  any  man  cast  over¬ 
board  from  the  ship  of  his  Good  Name  and  Good  Intent,  the 
more  ample  stowage  room  he  had  for  dollars.  Make  commerce 
one  huge  lie  and  mighty  theft.  Deface  the  banner  of  the  nation 
for  an  idle  rag ;  pollute  it  star  by  star  ;  and  cut  out  stripe  by 
stripe  as  from  the  arm  of  a  degraded  soldier.  Do  anything  for 
dollars  !  What  is  a  flag  to  them  ! 

One  who  rides  at  all  hazards  of  limb  and  life  in  the  chase  of 
a  fox,  will  prefer  to  ride  recklessly  at  most  times.  So  it  was 
with  these  gentlemen.  He  was  the  greatest  patriot,  in  their 
eyes,  who  brawled  the  loudest,  and  who  cared  the  least  for 
decency.  He  was  their  champion,  who  in  the  brutal  fury  of 
his  own  pursuit  could  cast  no  stigma  upon  them,  for  the  hot 
knavery  of  theirs.  Thus,  Martin  learned  in  the  five  minutes’ 
straggling  talk  about  the  stove,  that  to  carry  pistols  into  legis¬ 
lative  assemblies,  and  swords  in  sticks,  and  other  such  peaceful 
toys ;  to  seize  opponents  by  the  throat,  as  dogs  or  rats  might 
do ;  to  bluster,  bully,  and  overbear  by  personal  assailment ; 
were  glowing  deeds.  Not  thrusts  and  stabs  at  Freedom,  strik- 
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ing  far  deeper  into  her  House  of  Life  than  any  sultan’s  scimitar 
could  reach  ;  but  rare  incense  on  her  altars,  having  a  grateful 
scent  in  patriotic  nostrils,  and  curling  upward  to  the  seventh 
heaven  of  Fame. 
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By  SYLVESTER  JUDD. 

(From  “Margaret.”) 

[Sylvester  Judd:  An  American  author;  born  at  Westhampton,  Mass., 
July  23,  1813  ;  died  at  Augusta,  Me.,  January  20,  1853.  His  father  was  a 
noted  antiquarian.  The  son  was  graduated  from  Yale  in  1836  and  from  Harvard 
Divinity  School  in  1840.  He  was  pastor  of  the  Unitarian  church  at  Augusta, 
Me.,  from  1840  until  his  death.  His  greatest  work,  “  Margaret :  A  Tale  of  the 
Real  and  Ideal,”  waspublished  in  1845.  His  subsequent  works  include  :  “  Philio  : 
an  Evangeliad”  (1850),  “Richard  Edney,  and  the  Governor’s  Family  ”  (1860), 
“The  Church:  in  a  Series  of  Discourses”  (1854),  and  “The  White  Hills,”  a 
tragedy  in  five  acts,  left  in  manuscript.  ] 

It  was  a  Sabbath  morning,  a  June  Sabbath  morning,  a  June 
Sabbath  morning  in  New  England. 

Margaret  had  never  been  to  Meeting ;  the  family  did  not 
go.  If  there  were  no  other  indisposing  causes,  Pluck  himself 
expressly  forbade  the  practice,  and  trained  his  children  to  very 
different  habits  and  feelings.  They  did  not  work  on  the  Sab¬ 
bath,  but  idled  and  drank.  Margaret  had  no  quilling,  or  card¬ 
ing,  or  going  after  rum  to  do  ;  she  was  wont  to  sally  into  the 
woods,  clamber  up  the  Head  and  tend  her  flowers  ;  or  Chilion 
played  and  she  sang,  he  whittled  trellises  for  her  vines,  mended 
her  cages,  sailed  with  her  on  the  Pond.  She  heard  the  bell 
ring  in  the  morning,  she  saw  Obed  and  his  mother  go  by  to 
meeting,  and  she  had  sometimes  wished  to  go  too,  but  her 
father  would  never  consent ;  so  that  the  Sabbath,  although  not 
more  than  two  miles  off,  was  no  more  to  her  than  is  one  half 
the  world  to  the  other  half. 

From  the  private  record  of  Deacon  Hadlock  we  take  the 
following  :  — 

State  vs.  Didymus  Hart. 

Stafford,  ss.  Be  it  remembered,  that  on  the  nineteenth  day  of 
August,  one  thousand  seven  hundred  and  seventy-eight,  Didymus 
Hart  of  Livingston,  in  the  County  of  Stafford,  shoemaker  and  laborer, 
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is  brought  before  me,  Nathan  Hadlock,  Esq.,  a  Justice  of  Peace  for 
and  within  the  aforesaid  county,  by  Hopestill  Cutts,  Constable  of 
Livingston  aforesaid,  by  warrant  issued  by  me,  the  said  Justice,  on 
the  day  aforesaid,  against  the  said  Didymus  Hart,  at  Livingston 
aforesaid,  on  the  twelfth  day  of  May  last,  being  the  Lord’s  day,  did 
walk,  recreate,  and  disport  himself  on  the  south  side  of  the  Pond 
lying  in  the  West  District,  so  called,  of  Livingston  aforesaid;  which 
is  contrary  to  the  law  of  this  State  made  and  provided  in  such  cases, 
and  against  the  peace  of  this  State,  all  which  is  to  the  evil  example 
of  all  others  in  like  case  offending. 

Wherefore  [witnesses  being  heard,  etc.],  it  doth  appear  to 
me,  the  said  Justice,  that  the  said  Didymus  Hart  sit  in  the  stocks 
for  two  hours. 

Pluck  was  disposed  of  in  the  manner  prescribed,  very  much 
to  the  entertainment  of  the  boys,  who  spattered  him  with  eggs, 
the  disturbance  and  exasperation  of  his  wife,  who  preferred  that 
all  inflictions  her  husband  received  should  come  from  herself, 
and  quite  resented  the  interference  of  others,  and  his  own 
chagrin  and  vexation  ;  especially  as  the  informer  in  the  case 
was  Otis  Joy,  father  of  Zenas,  a  Breakneck,  whose  friendship 
he  did  not  value,  and  Cutts,  the  executive  officer,  was  the  vil¬ 
lage  shoemaker,  and  no  agreeable  rival,  and  the  Justice  was 
Deacon  Hadlock.  By  way  of  redress,  he  chose  to  keep  from 
meeting  entirely,  and  suffered  none  under  his  control  to  go. 

But  Chilion  and  Nimrod  both  urged  that  Margaret  might 
attend  church  at  least  once  in  her  life,  and  her  father  at  length 
consented.  .  .  . 

Margaret  started  away  with  a  dreamy  sense  of  mystery 
attaching  to  the  Meeting,  like  a  snowstorm  by  moonlight,  and 
a  lively  feeling  of  childish  curiosity.  On  the  smooth  in  front 
of  the  house,  her  little  white  and  yellow  chickens  were  peeping 
and  dodging  under  the  low  mallows  with  its  bluish  rose-colored 
flowers,  the  star -tipped  hedge  mustard,  and  pink-tufted  smart- 
weed,  and  picking  off  the  blue  and  green  flies  that  were  sun- 
ning  on  the  leaves  ;  and  they  did  not  seem  to  mind  her.  Hash 
had  taken  Bull  into  the  woods,  and  Chilion  told  her  she  would 
not  need  him.  Dick,  her  squirrel,  and  Robin,  were  disposed  to 
follow,  but  her  mother  called  them  back.  A  little  yellow-poll, 
perched  in  the  Butternut,  whistled  after  her,  “  Whooee  whee 
whee  whee  whittiteetee — as  soon  as  I  get  this  green  caterpillar, 
I  will  go  too.”  A  rusty  wren  screamed  out  to  her,  “  Os’s’s’  chip¬ 
per  w’  w’  w’  wow  wow  wow  —  O  shame,  Molly,  I  am  going  to 
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rob  an  oriole’s  nest,  I  wouldn’t  go  to  Meeting.”  She  entered 
the  Mowing ;  a  bobolink  clung  tiltering  to  the  breezy  tip  of  a 
white  birch,  and  said,  “  Pee  wuh’  wuh’  ch’  tut,  tut,  tee  tee 
wuh’  wuh’  wdle  wdle  pee  wee  a  a  wdle  dee  dee  —  now  Molly 
here  are  red  clover,  yellow  buttercups,  white  daisies,  and  straw¬ 
berries  in  the  grass  ;  ecod  !  how  the  wind  blows  !  what  a  grand 
time  we  shall  have,  let  us  stay  here  to-day.”  A  grass  finch 
skippered  to  the  top  of  a  stump,  and  thrusting  up  its  bill,  cried 
out,  “Chee  chee  chee  up  chip’  chip’  chipperway  ouble  wee  — 
glad  you  are  going,  you’ll  get  good  to-day,  don’t  stop,  the  bell 
is  tolling.”  She  thought  of  the  murderer,  snatched  a  large 
handful  of  flowers,  and  hurried  on,  driven  forward  as  it  were 
by  a  breeze  of  gladness  in  her  own  thoughts  and  of  vernal 
aroma  from  the  fields.  She  gathered  the  large  bindweed,  that 
lay  on  its  back  floating  over  the  lot,  like  pond  lilies,  with  its 
red  and  white  cups  turned  to  the  sun  ;  and  also,  the  beauti¬ 
ful  purple  cran’s  bill,  and  blue-eyed  grass.  She  came  to  the 
shadows  of  the  woods  that  skirted  the  Mowing,  where  she  got 
bunchberries,  and  star-of-Bethlehems.  She  entered  a  cool, 
grassy  recess  in  the  forest,  where  were  beds  of  purple  twin 
flower,  yellow  stargrass,  blue  violets,  and  mosses  growing 
together,  familylike,  under  the  stately  three-leaved  ferns  that 
overhung  them  like  elm  trees,  while  above  were  the  birches 
and  walnuts.  A  blackcap  k’ d’  chanked,  k’ d’  chanked,  over  her 
head,  and  a  wood  thrush  whoot  whoot  whooted  ting  a  ring 
tinged  in  earnest  unison,  “We  are  going  to  have  a  meeting 
here  to-day,  a  little  titmouse  is  coming  to  be  christened,  won’t 
you  stop  ?  ”  But  a  woodpecker  rapped  and  rattled  over  among 
the  chestnuts,  and  on  she  went.  She  crossed  the  Tree  Bridge, 
and  followed  the  brook  that  flowed  with  a  winsome  glee,  and 
while  she  looked  at  the  flies  and  spiders  dancing  on  the  dark 
water,  she  heard  a  little  yellow-throated  flycatcher,  mournfully 
saying,  “  Preeo,  preea  preeeeo  preeeea  —  pray,  Margaret,  you’ll 
lose  your  soul  if  you  don’t ;  ”  and  she  saw  a  wood  pewee  up 
among  the  branches,  with  her  dark  head  bowed  over,  plain¬ 
tively  singing,  “  P’  p’  ee  ee  ou  wee,  p’  p’  ee  ee  ou  wee’  —  Jesus  be 
true  to  you,  Margaret,  I  have  lost  my  love,  and  my  heart  is  sad, 
a  blue  angel  come  down  from  the  skies,  and  fold  us  both  in  his 
soft  feathers.”  Here  she  got  the  white-clustering  baneberry, 
and  the  little  nodding  buff  cucumber  root. 

The  Via  Dolorosa  became  to  Margaret  to-day  a  via  jucun- 
dissima,  a  very  pleasant  way.  Through  what  some  would 
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consider  rough  woods  and  bleak  pasture  land,  in  a  little  sheep- 
track,  crooked  and  sometimes  steep,  over  her  hung  like  a  white 
cloud  the  wild  thorn  tree,  large  gold-dusted  cymes  of  viburnums, 
rose-blooming  lambkill,  and  other  sorts,  suggested  all  she  knew, 
and  more  than  she  knew,  of  the  Gardens  of  Princes.  The 
feathery  moss  on  the  old  rocks,  dewy  and  glistening,  was  full  of 
fairy  feeling.  A  chorus  of  flycatchers,  as  in  ancient  Greek  wor 
ship,  from  their  invisible  gallery  in  the  greenwood,  responded 
one  to  another ;  —  “  Whee  whoo  whee,  wee  woo  woo  wee,  whee 
whoo,  whoo  whoo  wee — God  bless  the  little  Margaret  !  How 
glad  we  are  she  is  going  to  Meeting  at  last.  She  shall  have 
berries,  nut  cakes,  and  good  preaching.  The  little  Isabel  and  Job 
Luce  are  there.  How  do  you  think  she  will  like  Miss  Amy  ?  ” 

Emerging  in  Deacon  Hadlock’s  Pasture,  she  added  to  her 
stock  red  sorrel  blossoms,  pink  azaleas,  and  sprigs  of  penny¬ 
royal.  Then  she  sorted  her  collection,  tying  the  different  par¬ 
cels  with  spears  of  grass.  The  Town  was  before  her  silent  and 
motionless,  save  the  neighing  of  horses  and  squads  of  dogs  that 
traipsed  to  and  fro  on  the  Green.  The  sky  was  blue  and  ten¬ 
der  ;  the  clouds  in  white  veils,  like  nuns,  worshiped  in  the 
sunbeams ;  the  woods  behind  murmured  their  reverence ;  and 
birds  sang  psalms.  All  these  sights,  sounds,  odors,  suggestions, 
were  not,  possibly,  distinguished  by  Margaret,  in  their  sharp 
individuality,  or  realized  in  the  bulk  of  their  shade,  sense,  and 
character.  She  had  not  learned  to  criticise,  she  only  knew 
how  to  feel.  A  new  indefinable  sensation  of  joy  and  hope  was 
deepened  within  her,  and  a  single  concentration  of  all  best  in¬ 
fluences  swelled  her  bosom.  She  took  off  her  hat  and  pricked 
grass-heads  and  bluebells  in  the  band,  and  went  on.  The 
intangible  presence  of  God  was  in  her  soul,  the  universal  voice 
of  Jesus  called  her  forward.  Besides,  she  was  about  to  pene¬ 
trate  the  profoundly  interesting  anagogue  of  the  Meeting,  that 
for  which  every  seventh  day  she  had  heard  the  bell  so  myste¬ 
riously  ring,  that  to  which  Obed  and  his  mother  devoted  so 
much  gravity,  awe,  and  costume,  and  that  concerning  which  a 
whole  life’s  prohibition  had  been  upon  her.  Withal,  she  remem¬ 
bered  the  murderer,  and  directed  her  first  steps  to  the  Jail. 

She  tried  to  enter  the  Jail  House,  but  Mr.  Shooks  drove 
her  away.  Then  she  searched  along  the  fence  till  she  found 
a  crevice  in  the  posts  of  which  the  inclosure  was  made,  and 
through  this,  on  the  ground  floor  of  the  prison,  within  the  very 
small  aperture  that  served  him  for  a  window,  she  saw  the  grim 
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face  of  tlie  murderer,  or  a  dim  image  of  his  face,  like  the  shadow 
of  a  soul  in  the  pit  of  the  grave. 

“  I  have  brought  the  flowers,”  she  said ;  “  but  they  won’t 
let  me  carry  them  to  you.” 

“We  know  it,”  replied  the  imprisoned  voice.  “There  is 
no  more  world  now,  and  flowers  don’t  grow  on  it ;  it’s  hell,  and 
beautiful  things  and  hearts  to  love  you  are  burnt  up.  There 
was  blood  spilt,  and  this  is  the  afterwards.” 

“  I  will  fasten  a  bunch  in  this  hole,”  she  said,  “  so  you  can 
see  them.” 

“  It  is  too  late,”  rejoined  the  man.  “  I  had  a  child  like  you, 
and  she  loved  flowers  —  but  I  am  to  be  hanged  —  I  shall  cry  if 
you  stay  there,  for  I  was  a  father  —  but  that  is  gone,  and  there 
are  no  more  Angels,  else  why  should  not  my  own  child  he  one  ? 
Go  home  and  kiss  your  father,  if  you  have  one,  but  don’t  let 
me  know  it.” 

She  heard  other  voices  and  could  see  the  shadows  of  faces 
looking  from  other  cells,  and  hear  voices  where  she  could  see 
no  faces,  and  the  Jail  seemed  to  her  to  be  full  of  strange  human 
sounds,  and  there  was  a  great  clamoring  for  flowers. 

“  I  will  leave  some  in  the  fence  for  you  to  look  at,”  she 
said,  in  rather  vague  answer  to  these  requests. 

Now  the  faithful  guardian  of  the  premises,  overhearing  the 
conversation,  rushed  in  alarm  from  his  rooms,  and  presented 
himself  firmly  in  the  midst  of  what  seemed  to  be  a  conspiracy. 
“  What  piece  of  villainy  is  this?  ”  he  exclaimed,  snatching  the 
flowers  from  the  paling.  “  In  communication  with  the  pris¬ 
oners  !  —  on  the  Lord’s  day  !  ”  Flinging  the  objects  of  Mar¬ 
garet’s  ignorant  partiality  with  violence  to  the  ground,  Mr. 
Shooks  looked  as  if  he  was  about  to  fall  with  equal  spirit  upon 
the  child  in  person,  and  she  fled  into  the  street. 

Climbing  a  horse  block,  from  which  could  be  seen  the  upper 
cells  of  the  Jail,  she  displayed  her  flowers  in  sight  of  the  occu¬ 
pants,  holding  them  up  at  arm’s  length.  The  wretched  men 
answered  by  shouting  and  stamping.  “If  words  won’t  do, 
we’ll  try  what  vartue  there  is  in  stones,”  observed  the  indig¬ 
nant  jailer,  and  thereupon  suiting  the  action  to  the  word,  the 
persevering  man  fairly  pelted  the  offender  away. 

She  turned  towards  the  Meetinghouse  and  entered  the 
square,  buttresslike,  silent  porch.  Passing  quietly  through, 
she  opened  the  door  of  what  was  to  her  a  more  mysterious  pres¬ 
ence,  and  paused  at  the  foot  of  the  broad  aisle. 
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She  saw  the  Minister,  in  his  great  wig  and  strange  dress, 
perched  in  what  looked  like  a  high  box  ;  above  hung  the  pyram¬ 
idal  sounding-board,  and  on  a  seat  beneath  were  three  per¬ 
sons  in  powdered  hair,  whom  she  recognized  as  the  Deacons 
Hadlock,  Ramsdill,  and  Penrose.  Through  the  balustrade  that 
surrounded  the  high  pews,  she  could  see  the  heads  of  men  and 
women  ;  little  children  stood  on  the  seats,  clutching  the  rounds, 
and  smiled  at  her.  The  Minister  had  given  out  a  hymn,  and 
Deacon  Hadlock,  rising,  read  the  first  line.  Then,  in  the  gal¬ 
lery  overhead,  she  heard  the  toot  toot  of  Master  Elliman  on 
the  pitch  pipe,  and  his  voice  leading  off,  and  she  walked  farther 
up  the  aisle  to  discover  what  was  going  on.  A  little  toddling 
girl  called  out  to  her  as  she  passed,  and  thrust  out  her  hand 
as  if  she  would  catch  at  the  flowers  Margaret  so  conspicuously 
carried.  The  Sexton,  hearing  the  noise,  came  forward  and  led 
her  back  into  the  porch.  Philip  was  not  by  nature  a  stern 
man ;  he  let  the  boys  play  on  the  steps  during  the  week,  and 
the  young  men  stand  about  the  doors  on  the  Sabbath.  He 
wore  a  shredded  wig,  and  black  clothes,  as  we  have  said,  and 
was  getting  old,  and  had  taken  care  of  the  Meetinghouse  ever 
since  it  was  built ;  and  though  opposed  to  all  disturbance  of 
the  worship,  he  still  spoke  kindly  to  Margaret. 

“  What  do  you  want  ?  ”  he  asked. 

“I  want  to  go  to  Meeting,”  she  replied. 

“  Why  don’t  you  go  ?  ” 

“  I  don’t  know  how,”  she  answered. 

“  I  should  think  so,  or  you  would  not  have  brought  all  these 
posies.  This  is  no  day  for  light  conduct.” 

“  Mayn’t  they  go  to  Meeting,  too  ?  ” 

“  I  see”  — he  added.  “  You  are  one  of  the  Injins,  and  they 
don’t  know  how  to  behave  Sabbar  days.  But  I’m  glad  you  have 
come.  You  don’t  know  what  a  wicked  thing  it  is  to  break  the 
Sabbath.” 

“  Mr.  Shooks  said  I  broke  it  when  I  went  to  give  the  murderer 
some  flowers,  and  threw  stones  at  me,  and  you  say  I  break  it 
now.  Can’t  it  be  mended  again  ?  ” 

“You  shouldn’t  bring  these  flowers  here.” 

“  I  saw  the  Widow  and  Obed  bring  some.” 

“  Not  so  many.  You’ve  got  such  a  heap  !  ” 

“  I  got  a  bigger  bunch  one  day.” 

“  Yes,  yes,  but  these  flowers  are  a  dreadful  wicked  thing  on 
the  Lord’s  day.” 
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“  Then  I  guess  I  will  go  home.  It  ain’t  wicked  there.” 

“  I  don’t  want  to  hurt  your  feelings  if  you  have  had  a  bad 
bringing  up.  Be  a  good  gal,  keep  still,  and  you  may  sit  in 
that  first  pew  along  with  me.” 

“I  don’t  want  to  be  shut  up  there.” 

“Then  you  may  go  softly  up  the  stairs  and  sit  with  the 
gals.” 

She  ascended  the  stairs,  which  were  within  the  body  of  the 
house,  and  in  a  pew  at  the  head  she  saw  Beulah  Ann  Orff, 
Grace  Joy,  and  others  that  she  had  seen  before;  they  laughed 
and  snubbed  their  noses  with  their  handkerchiefs,  and  she,  as  it 
were  repelled  by  her  own  sex,  turned  away,  and  went  to  the 
other  side  of  the  gallery,  occupied  by  the  men.  But  here  she 
encountered  equal  derision,  and  Zenas  Joy,  a  tithingman,  moved 
by  regard  to  his  office  and  perhaps  by  a  little  petulance  of  feel¬ 
ing,  undertook  to  lead  her  back  to  her  appropriate  place  in  the 
church.  She  resisted,  and  what  might  have  been  the  result  we 
know  not,  when  Mom  Dill,  who  was  sitting  in  one  corner  with 
Tony,  asked  her  in.  So  she  sat  with  the  negroes.  Parson 
Welles  had  commenced  his  sermon.  She  could  not  understand 
what  he  said,  and  told  Mom  Dill  she  wanted  to  go  out.  She 
descended  the  stairs,  moving  softly  in  her  moccasins,  and  turn¬ 
ing  up  the  side  aisle,  proceeded  along  under  the  high  pews  till 
she  came  to  the  corner  where  she  could  see  the  minister.  Here 
she  stood  gazing  steadfastly  at  him.  Deacon  Hadlock  motioned 
her  to  be  gone.  Deacon  Itamsdill  limped  almost  smiling  towards 
her,  took  her  by  the  arm,  opened  the  pew  where  his  wife  sat, 
and  shut  her  in.  Mistress  Ramsdill  gave  her  caraway  and  dill, 
and  received  in  return  some  of  the  child’s  pennyroyal  and 
lambkill,  and  other  flowers.  The  old  lady  used  her  best  en¬ 
deavors  to  keep  Margaret  quiet,  and  she  remained  earnestly 
watching  the  Preacher  till  the  end  of  the  service.  .  .  . 

The  Widow  Wright  assumed  the  charge  of  Margaret  in  the 
afternoon.  The  child  kept  quiet  till  the  prayer,  when  the 
noise  of  the  hinge  seats,  or  something  else,  seemed  to  disconcert 
her,  and  she  told  her  protectress  she  wished  to  go  home.  The 
Widow  replied  there  was  to  be  a  christening,  and  prevailed 
with  her  to  stop,  and  lifted  her  on  the  seat  where  she  could 
witness  the  ceremony.  The  Minister  descended  from  the  pul¬ 
pit,  and  Mr.  Adolphus  Hadlock  carried  forward  the  babe, 
enveloped  in  a  long  flowing  blanket  of  white  tabby  silk,  lined 
with  white  satin,  and  embroidered  with  ribbon  of  the  same 
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color.  The  Minister,  from  a  well-burnished  font,  sprinkled 
water  in  the  face  of  the  child,  and  after  the  usual  formula  bap¬ 
tized  it  “  Urania  Bathsheba.” 

Finally  Mistress  Ramsdill  insisted  on  Margaret’s  remaining 
to  the  catechizing.  Margaret  at  first  demurred,  but  Deacon 
Ramsdill  supported  the  request  of  his  wife  with  one  of  his  cus¬ 
tomary  smiles,  remarking  that,  “  catechizing  was  as  good  arter 
the  sermon  to  the  children  as  greasing  arter  shearing,  it  would 
keep  the  ticks  off,”  which,  he  said,  “  were  very  apt  to  fly  from 
the  old  sheep  to  the  lambs.”  The  class,  comprising  most  of  the 
youths  in  town,  was  arranged  in  the  broad  aisle,  the  boys  on 
one  side,  and  the  girls  on  the  other,  with  the  Minister  in  the 
pulpit  at  the  head. 

“  What  is  the  chief  end  of  man  ?  ”  was  the  first  question  ; 
to  which  a  little  boy  promptly  and  swiftly  gave  the  appropri¬ 
ate  answer.  —  “How  many  persons  are  there  in  the  Godhead?” 
“  There  are  four  persons  in  the  Godhead,”  began  a  boy,  quite 
elated  and  confident.  There  was  an  instant  murmur  of  dis¬ 
sent.  The  neophyte,  as  it  were  challenged  to  make  good  his 
ground,  answered  not  so  much  to  the  Minister  as  to  his  com¬ 
rades.  “  There  is  God  the  Father,  God  the  Son,  God  the  Holy 
Ghost,  and  God  Buonaparte,  —  Tony  Washington  said  the 
Master  said  so.”  This  anti-GaUicism  and  incurable  levity  of  the 
pedagogue  wrought  a  singular  mistake  ;  but  it  was  soon  recti¬ 
fied,  and  the  Catechism  went  on.  “  Wherein  consists  the  sin¬ 
fulness  of  that  state  wherein  man  fell  ?  ”  “  The  sinfulness  of 

that  state  wherein  man  fell,  God  having  out  of  his  mere  good 
pleasure  elected  some  to  everlasting  life,  is  the  fault  and  cor¬ 
ruption  of  the  nature  of  every  man  that  is  naturally  engen¬ 
dered  in  him,  and  deserveth  God’s  wrath  and  damnation,”  was 
the  rapid  and  disjointed  answer.  The  question  stumbling 
from  one  to  another  was  at  length  righted  by  Job  Luce,  the 
little  hunchback.  The  voice  of  this  child  was  low  and  plain¬ 
tive,  soft  and  clear,  and  he  quite  engaged  Margaret’s  attention. 
There  were  signs  of  dissatisfaction  on  the  faces  of  others.  But 
his  own  was  unruffled  as  a  pebble  in  a  brook.  Shockingly 
deformed,  the  arms  of  the  lad  were  long  as  an  ape’s,  and  he 
seemed  almost  to  rest  on  his  hands,  while  his  shoulders  rose 
high  and  steep  above  his  head.  “  That’s  Job  Luce,”  whispered 
Mistress  Ramsdill  to  Margaret ;  and  if  there  ever  was  a 
Christian,  I  believe  he  is  one,  if  he  is  crooked.  Don’t  you  see 
how  he  knows  the  Catechism?  He  has  got  the  whole  Bible  eeny 
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most  by  heart,  and  he  is  only  three  years  old.”  Margaret  forgot 
everything  else  to  look  at  a  creature  so  unfortunate  and  so 
marvelous. 

When  the  Catechism  was  over  and  the  people  left  the 
church,  she  at  once  hastened  to  Job  and  took  one  of  his  hands  ; 
little  Isabel  Weeks  too,  sisterlike,  took  his  other  hand,  and 
these  two  girls  walked  on  with  the  strange  boy.  Margaret 
stooped  and  looked  into  his  eye,  which  he  turned  up  to  her, 
blue,  mild,  and  timid,  seeming  to  ask,  “  Who  are  you  that  cares 
for  me  ?  ”  In  truth,  Job  was,  we  will  not  say  despised,  but  for 
the  most  part  neglected.  His  mother  was  a  poor  widow,  whose 
husband  had  been  a  shoemaker,  and  she  got  her  living  binding 
shoes.  The  old  people  treated  her  kindly,  but  rather  wondered 
at  her  boy  ;  and  what  was  wonder  in  the  parents  degenerated 
into  slight,  jest,  and  sometimes  scorn,  in  the  children  ;  so  that 
Job  numbered  but  few  friends.  Then  he  got  his  lessons  so 
well  the  more  indolent  and  duller  boys  were  tempted  to  envy 
him. 

“  You  didn’t  say  the  Catechism,”  said  he  to  Margaret. 

“No,”  she  replied,  “I  don’t  know  it;  but  I  have  a  Bird 
Book  and  can  say  Mother  Goose  Songs.”  Their  conversation 
was  suddenly  interrupted  by  an  exclamation  and  a  sigh  from 
Miss  Amy  and  the  Widow  Luce,  who  were  close  behind. 

“  W oe,  woe  to  a  sinful  mother  !  ”  was  the  language  of  the 
latter. 

“  Child,  child  !  ”  cried  the  former,  addressing  herself  to 
Margaret,  “  don’t  you  like  the  Catechism  ?  ” 

“  I  don’t  know  it,”  replied  Margaret. 

“  She  isn’t  bad,  if  she  is  an  Injin,”  interposed  Isabel. 

“  Does  she  understand  Whippoorwill  ?  ”  abstractedly  asked 
Job. 

“  God’s  hand  is  heavily  upon  us  !  ”  mournfully  ejaculated  the 
WidowT. 

“  Can  anything  be  done  ?  ”  anxiously  asked  Miss  Amy. 

They  stopped.  Miss  Amy  was  moved  to  take  Margaret  by 
the  hand,  and  with  some  ulterior  object  in  view  she  detached 
the  child  from  Job,  and  went  with  her  up  the  West  Street,  the 
natural  route  to  the  Pond. 

“Did  you  never  read  the  Primer?  ”  she  asked. 

“  No,  ma’am,”  was  the  reply. 

“  Have  you  never  learned  how  many  persons  there  are  in 
the  Godhead  ?  ” 
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«  One  of  the  little  boys  said  there  were  four,  the  others  that 
there  were  but  three.  I  should  love  to  see  it.  ^ 

“  flow  dare  you  speak  in  that  way  of  the  great  Jehovah  ! 

“  The  great  what  ?  ” 

“The  Great  God,  I  mean.’' 

“I  thought  it  was  a  bird.”  _ 

«  Can  it  be  there  is  such  heathenism  in  our  very  midst !  ” 
said  the  lady  to  herself.  Her  interest  in  the  state  of  Margaret 
was  quickened,  and  she  pushed  her  inquiry  with  most  philan¬ 
thropic  assiduity. 

“  Do  you  ever  say  your  prayers  ?  ”  she  asked. 

«  No,  ma’am,”  replied  Margaret.  “  I  can  say  the  Lapland¬ 
er’s  Ode  and  Mary’s  Dream.” 

“What  do  you  do  when  you  go  to  bed? ” 

“I  go  to  sleep,  ma’am,  and  dream.” 

“  In  what  darkness  you  must  be  at  the  P ond  !  ” 

“We  see  the  sun  rise  every  morning,  and  the  snowdrops 
don’t  open  till  it’s  light.” 

“  1  mean,  my  poor  child,  that  I  am  afraid  you  are  very 
wicked  there.” 

“  I  try  to  be  good,  and  pa  is  good  when  he  don’t  get  rum 
at  Deacon  Penrose’s  ;  and  Chilion  is  good ;  he  was  going  to 
mend  my  flower  bed  to-day  to  keep  the  hogs  out.” 

“  What,  break  the  Sabbath !  Violate  God’s  holy  day  ! 
Your  father  was  once  punished  in  the  stocks  for  breaking  the 
Sabbath.  God  will  punish  us  all  if  we  do  so.” 

“  Will  it  put  our  feet  in  the  stocks  the  same  as  they  did 

father  ?  ” 

ti  No,  my  child.  He  will  punish  us  in  the  lake  that  burneth 
with  fire  and  brimstone.” 

44  What,  the  same  as  Chilion  and  Obed  and  I  burnt  up  the 
bees?” 

“  Alas  !  alas  !  ”  sorrowed  the  lady. 

“We  were  so  bad,”  continued  Margaret,  “I  thought  I  should 
cry.” 

“  Deacon  Penrose  and  the  rest  of  us  have  often  spoken  of 
you  at  the  Pond  ;  and  we  have  thought  sometimes  of  going  up 
to  see  you.  In  what  a  dreadful  condition  your  father  is.” 

“Yes,  ma’am,  sometimes.  He  rolls  his  eyes  so,  and  groans, 
and  shakes,  and  screams,  and  nobody  can  help  him.  I  wish 
Deacon  Penrose  would  come  and  see  him,  and  1  think  he  would 
not  sell  him  any  more  rum.” 
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“  Poor  little  one  !  —  don’t  you  know  anything  of  the  Great 
God  who  made  you  and  me  ?  ” 

“  Did  that  make  me  ?  I  am  so  glad  to  know.  The  little 
chickens  come  out  of  the  shells,  the  beans  grow  in  the  pods, 
the  dandelions  spring  up  in  the  grass,  and  Obed  said  I  came  in 
an  acorn  ;  but  the  pigs  and  wild  turkeys  eat  up  the  acorns,  and 
I  can’t  find  one  that  has  a  little  girl  in  it  like  me.” 

“  Would  you  like  to  come  down  to  Meeting  again?  ” 

“  I  don’t  know  as  I  like  the  Meeting.  It  don’t  seem  so  good 
as  the  Turkey  Shoot  and  Ball.  Zenas  Joy  didn’t  hurt  my  arm 
there,  and  Beulah  Ann  Orff  and  Grace  Joy  talked  with  me  at 
the  Ball.  To-day  they  only  made  faces  at  me,  and  the  man  at 
the  door  told  me  to  throw  away  my  flowers.” 

“  How  deceitful  is  the  human  heart,  and  desperately 
wicked  !  ” 

“  Who  is  wicked  ?  ” 

“We  are  all  wicked.” 

“  Are  you  wicked  ?  Then  you  do  not  love  me,  and  I  don’t 
want  you  to  go  with  me  any  farther.” 

“  Ah  !  my  dear  child,  we  go  astray  speaking  lies  as  soon  as 
we  be  born.” 

“I  never  told  a  lie.” 

“  The  Bible  says  so  :  do  not  run  away ;  let  me  talk  with 
you  a  little  more.” 

“  I  don’t  like  wicked  people.” 

“  I  wish  to  speak  to  you  about  Jesus  Christ ;  do  you  know 
him  ?  ” 

“No,  ma’am  — yes,  ma’am,  I  have  heard  Hash  speak  about 
it  when  he  drinks  rum.” 

“  But  did  you  not  hear  the  Minister  speak  about  him  in  the 
pulpit  to-day  ?  ” 

“  Yes,  ma’am  —  does  he  drink  rum  too  ?  ” 

“No,  no,  child,  he  only  drinks  brandy  and  wine.” 

“  I  have  heard  Hash  speak  so  when  he  only  drank  that.” 

“The  Minister  is  not  wicked  like  Hash,  —  he  does  not  get 
drunk.” 

“  Hash  wouldn’t  be  wicked  if  he  didn’t  drink.  I  wish  he 
could  drink  and  not  be  wicked  too.” 

“  Oh  !  we  are  all  wicked,  Hash  and  the  Minister,  and  you 
and  I ;  we  are  all  wicked ;  and  I  was  going  to  tell  you  how 
Christ  came  to  save  wicked  people.” 

“  What  will  he  do  to  Hash  ?  ” 
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“He  will  burn  him  in  hell  fire,  my  child.” 

“  Won’t  he  burn  the  Minister  too  ?  I  guess  I  shall  not 
come  to  Meeting  any  more.  You  and  the  Minister  and  all  the 
people  here  are  wicked.  Chilion  is  good.  I  will  stay  at  home 
with  him.” 

“  The  Minister  is  a  holy  man,  a  good  man  I  mean  ;  he  is 
converted,  he  repents  of  his  sins.  I  mean  he  is  very  sorry  he 
is  so  wicked.” 

“  Don’t  he  keep  a  being  wicked  ?  You  said  he  was  wicked.” 

“Why,  yes,  he  is  wicked.  We  are  all  totally  depraved. 
You  do  not  understand.  I  fear  I  cannot  make  you  see  it  as  it 
is.  My  dear  child,  the  eyes  of  the  carnal  mind  are  blind,  and 
they  cannot  see.  I  must  tell  you,  though  it  may  make  you  feel 
bad,  that  young  as  you  are,  you  are  a  mournful  instance  of  the 
truth  of  Scripture.  But  I  dare  not  speak  smooth  things  to  you. 
If  you  would  read  your  Bible,  and  pray  to  God,  your  eyes  would 
he  opened  so  you  could  see.  But  I  did  want  to  tell  you  about 
Jesus  Christ,  who  was  both  God  and  Man.  He  came  and  died 
for  us.  He  suffered  the  cruel  death  of  the  cross.  The  Apostle 
John  says  he  came  to  take  away  the  sins  of  the  world.  If  you 
will  believe  in  Christ,  he  will  save  you.  The  Holy  Spirit,  that 
came  once  in  the  form  of  a  dove,  will  again  come,  and  cleanse 
your  heart.  You  must  have  faith  in  the  blood  of  Christ.  You 
must  take  him  as  your  Atoning  Sacrifice.  Are  you  willing  to 
go  to  Christ,  my  child  ?  ” 

“Yes,  ma’am,  if  he  won’t  burn  up  Hash  ;  and  I  want  to  go 
and  see  that  little  crooked  boy,  too.” 

“  It’s  wicked  for  children  to  see  one  another  Sundays.” 

“  I  did  see  him  at  Meeting.” 

“  I  mean  to  meet  and  play  and  show  picture  books,  and  this 
little  boy  is  very  apt  to  play  ;  he  catches  grasshoppers,  and  goes 
down  by  the  side  of  the  brook,  before  sundown  ;  that  is  very 
bad.” 

“Are  his  eyes  sore  like  Obed’s,  sometimes,  and  the  light 
hurts  him  ?  ” 

“It  is  God’s  day,  and  he  won’t  let  children  play.” 

“  He  lets  the  grasshoppers  play.” 

“  But  he  will  punish  children.” 

“  Won’t  he  punish  the  grasshoppers  too?  ” 

“No.” 

“Well,  I  guess  I  am  not  afraid  of  God.” 

Miss  Amy,  whether  that  she  thought  she  had  done  all  she 
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could  for  the  child,  or  that  Margaret  seemed  anxious  to  break 
company  with  her,  or  that  she  had  reached  a  point  in  the  road 
where  she  could  conveniently  leave  her,  at  this  instant  turned 
into  Grove  Street,  and  Margaret  pursued  her  course  homeward. 
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By  EPES  SARGENT. 

[Epes  Sargent,  journalist  and  author,  was  born  at  Gloucester,  Mass.,  in 
1813  ;  a  graduate  of  Harvard,  and  helped  conduct  the  Collegian  there ;  was  on 
newspapers  in  Boston  and  New  York,  and  edited  the  Boston  Transcript  for  some 
years  ;  after  which  he  devoted  himself  to  writing,  editing,  and  compiling  vast 
numbers  of  biographies,  sets  of  literary  works,  adventure  and  educational  books, 
dramas,  etc.  He  wrote  also  several  successful  plays,  novels  of  which  “Pecul¬ 
iar  ”  is  still  read,  and  many  popular  poems.] 

A  life  on  the  ocean  wave, 

A  home  on  the  rolling  deep, 

Where  the  scattered  waters  rave, 

And  the  wind  their  revels  keep ! 

Like  an  eagle  caged  I  pine 

On  this  dull,  unchanging  shore : 

Oh,  give  me  the  flashing  brine, 

The  spray  and  the  tempest’s  roar ! 

Once  more  on  the  deck  I  stand 
Of  my  own  swift-gliding  craft: 

Set  sail !  farewell  to  land  ! 

The  gale  follows  fair  abaft. 

We  shoot  through  the  sparkling  foam, 

Like  an  ocean  bird  set  free,  — 

Like  the  ocean  bird,  our  home 
We’ll  find  far  out  on  the  sea. 

The  land  is  no  longer  in  view, 

The  clouds  have  begun  to  frown ; 

But  with  a  stout  vessel  and  crew, 

We’ll  say,  Let  the  storm  come  down! 

And  the  song  of  our  hearts  shall  be, 

While  the  winds  and  the  waters  rave, 

A  home  on  the  rolling  sea ! 

A  life  on  the  ocean  wave ! 
von.  xxiv. — 15 
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THE  BRIDGE  OF  SIGHS. 

By  THOMAS  HOOD. 

[Thomas  Hood,  English  poet,  was  born  May  23,  1798,  in  London;  son  of  a 
bookseller  and  nephew  of  an  engraver.  A  merchant’s  clerk  at  thirteen,  the 
engraver’s  apprentice  at  nineteen,  his  health  gave  out  from  the  confinement 
of  each ;  he  next  became  a  subeditor  of  the  London  Magazine  for  two  years ; 
then  a  professional  man  of  letters,  editing  The  Gem  in  1829,  starting  the  Comic 
Annual  in  1830,  succeeding  Hook  as  editor  of  the  New  Monthly  in  1841,  and 
starting  Hood's  Own  in  1844.  He  died  May  3,  1845.  An  eleven-volume  edition 
of  his  works  was  issued  1882-1884.  His  fame  rests  chiefly  on  his  matchless  lines 
“The  Song  of  the  Shirt,”  “The  Bridge  of  Sighs,”  “Fair  Ines,”  “A  Deathbed,” 
“  I  Remember,”  “  Eugene  Aram’s  Dream,”  etc. ;  but  his  humorous  pieces,  like 
“The  Lost  Heir,”  “Ode  to  a  Child,”  etc.,  the  tragi-grotesque  “Miss  Kilrnan- 
segg,”  and  others,  swell  its  volume.] 

“  Drowned  !  drowned  !  ”  —  Hamlet. 

One  more  unfortunate, 

Weary  of  breath, 

Rashly  importunate, 

Gone  to  her  death ! 

Take  her  up  tenderly, 

Lift  her  with  care ; 

Fashioned  so  slenderly, 

Young,  and  so  fair ! 

Look  at  her  garments 
Clinging  like  cerements ; 

Whilst  the  wave  constantly 
Drips  from  her  clothing ; 

Take  her  up  instantly, 

Loving,  not  loathing.  — 

Touch  her  not  scornfully ; 

Think  of  her  mournfully, 

Gently  and  humanly ; 

Not  of  the  stains  of  her, 

All  that  remains  of  her 
Now  is  pure  womanly. 

Make  no  deep  scrutiny 
Into  her  mutiny 
Rash  and  undutiful : 

Past  all  dishonor, 

Death  has  left  on  her 
Only  the  beautiful. 
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Still,  for  all  slips  of  hers, 

One  of  Eve’s  family  — 

Wipe  those  poor  lips  of  hers 
Oozing  so  clammily. 

Loop  up  her  tresses 
Escaped  from  the  comb, 

Her  fair  auburn  tresses ; 
Whilst  wonderment  guesses 
Where  was  her  home  ? 

Who  was  her  father  ? 

Who  was  her  mother  ? 

Had  she  a  sister  ? 

Had  she  a  brother  ? 

Or  was  there  a  dearer  one 
Still,  and  a  nearer  one 
Yet,  than  all  other  ? 

Alas  for  the  rarity 
Of  Christian  charity 
Under  the  sun ! 

0,  it  was  pitiful ! 

Near  a  whole  city  full, 

Home  she  had  none. 

Sisterly,  brotherly, 

Fatherly,  motherly 
Feelings  had  changed : 

Love,  by  harsh  evidence, 
Thrown  from  its  eminence ; 
Even  God’s  providence 
Seeming  estranged. 

Where  the  lamps  quiver 
So  far  in  the  river, 

With  many  a  light 
From  window  and  casement, 
From  garret  to  basement, 

She  stood  with  amazement, 
Houseless  by  night. 

The  bleak  wind  of  March 
Made  her  tremble  and  shiver ; 
But  not  the  dark  arch, 

Or  the  black  flowing  river : 
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Mad  from  life’s  history, 

Glad  to  death’s  mystery 
Swift  to  be  hurled  — 
Anywhere,  anywhere 
Out  of  the  world ! 

In  she  plunged  boldly, 

No  matter  how  coldly 
The  rough  river  ran,  — 

Over  the  brink  of  it, 

Picture  it  —  think  of  it, 
Dissolute  man ! 

Lave  in  it,  drink  of  it, 

Then,  if  you  can ! 

Take  her  up  tenderly, 

Lift  her  with  care ; 

Fashioned  so  slenderly, 
Young,  and  so  fair ! 

Ere  her  limbs  frigidly 
Stiffen  too  rigidly, 

Decently,  —  kindly,  — 
Smooth,  and  compose  them ; 
And  her  eyes,  close  them, 
Staring  so  blindly ! 

Dreadfully  staring 
Through  muddy  impurity, 

As  when  with  the  daring 
Last  look  of  despairing 
Fixed  on  futurity. 

Perishing  gloomily, 

Spurred  by  contumely, 

Cold  inhumanity, 

Burning  insanity, 

Into  her  rest  — 

Cross  her  hands  humbly, 

As  if  praying  dumbly, 

Over  her  breast ! 

Owning  her  weakness, 

Her  evil  behavior, 

And  leaving,  with  meekness,. 
Her  sins  to  her  Savior ! 
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I  REMEMBER,  I  REMEMBER. 

By  THOMAS  HOOD. 

I  remember,  I  remember 
The  house  where  I  was  born, 

The  little  window  where  the  sun 
Came  peeping  in  at  morn ; 

He  never  came  a  wink  too  soon, 

Nor  brought  too  long  a  day;  — 

But  now  I  often  wish  the  night 
Had  borne  my  breath  awayl 

I  remember,  I  remember 
The  roses,  red  and  white, 

The  violets,  and  the  lily  cups, 

Those  flowers  made  of  light; 

The  lilacs  where  the  robin  built, 

And  where  my  brother  set 
The  laburnum  on  his  birthday,— 

The  tree  is  living  yet ! 

I  remember,  I  remember, 

Where  I  was  used  to  swing, 

And  thought  the  air  must  rush  as  fresh 
To  swallows  on  the  wing; 

My  spirit  flew  in  feathers  then 
That  is  so  heavy  now, 

And  summer  pools  could  hardly  cool 
The  fever  on  my  brow. 

I  remember,  I  remember 
The  fir  trees  dark  and  high ; 

I  used  to  think  their  slender  tops 
Were  close  against  the  sky: 

It  was  a  childish  ignorance, 

But  now  ’tis  little  joy 
To  know  I’m  farther  off  from  heaven 
Than  when  I  was  a  boy. 
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THE  SONG  OF  THE  SHIRT. 

By  THOMAS  HOOD. 

With  fingers  weary  and  worn, 

With  eyelids  heavy  and  red, 

A  woman  sat  in  unwomanly  rags, 

Plying  her  needle  and  thread. 

Stitch  !  stitch  !  stitch ! 

In  poverty,  hunger,  and  dirt, 

And  still  with  a  voice  of  dolorous  pitch 
She  sang  the  “  Song  of  the  Shirt.” 

“  Work !  work  !  work ! 

While  the  cock  is  crowing  aloof ; 

And  work  —  work  —  work, 

Till  the  stars  shine  through  the  roof ! 

It’s  oh !  to  be  a  slave 

Along  with  the  barbarous  Turk, 

Where  woman  has  never  a  soul  to  save, 

If  this  is  Christian  work ! 

“  Work  —  work  —  work, 

Till  the  brain  begins  to  swim ; 

Work  —  work  —  work, 

Till  the  eyes  are  heavy  and  dim ! 

Seam,  and  gusset,  and  band, 

Band,  and  gusset,  and  seam, 

Till  over  the  buttons  I  fall  asleep, 

And  sew  them  on  in  a  dream ! 

“  Oh,  Men,  with  Sisters  dear ! 

Oh,  Men,  with  Mothers  and  Wives ! 

It  is  not  linen  you’re  wearing  out, 

But  human  creatures’  lives  ! 

Stitch  —  stitch  —  stitch, 

In  poverty,  hunger,  and  dirt, 

Sewing  at  once,  with  a  double  thread, 

A  Shroud  as  well  as  a  Shirt. 

“  But  why  do  I  talk  of  Death  ? 

That  Phantom  of  grisly  bone, 

I  hardly  fear  his  terrible  shape, 

It  seems  so  like  my  own  — 

It  seems  so  like  my  own, 

Because  of  the  fasts  I  keep : 
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0  God !  that  bread  should  be  so  dear, 

And  flesh  and  blood  so  cheap ! 

“  Work  —  work  —  work  ! 

My  labor  never  flags ; 

And  what  are  its  wages  ?  A  bed  of  straw, 

A  crust  of  bread  —  and  rags. 

That  shattered  roof  —  and  this  naked  floor  — 
A  table  —  a  broken  chair  — 

And  a  wall  so  blank,  my  shadow  I  thank 
For  sometimes  falling  there  ! 

“  Work  —  work  —  work  ! 

From  weary  chime  to  chime ; 

Work  —  work  —  work, 

As  prisoners  work  for  crime  ! 

Band,  and  gusset,  and  seam, 

Seam,  and  gusset,  and  band, 

Till  the  heart  is  sick,  and  the  brain  is  numbed 
As  well  as  the  weary  hand. 

“  Work  —  work  —  work, 

In  the  dull  December  light ; 

And  work  —  work  —  work, 

When  the  weather  is  warm  and  bright, 

While  underneath  the  eaves 
The  brooding  swallows  cling, 

As  if  to  show  me  their  sunny  backs 
And  twit  me  with  the  spring. 

“  Oh  !  but  to  breathe  the  breath 
Of  the  cowslip  and  primrose  sweet  — 

With  the  sky  above  my  head, 

And  the  grass  beneath  my  feet ; 

For  only  one  short  hour 
To  feel  as  I  used  to  feel, 

Before  I  knew  the  woes  of  want 
And  the  walk  that  costs  a  meal ! 

“  Oh  !  but  for  one  short  hour  ! 

A  respite,  however  brief  ! 

No  blessed  leisure  for  Love  or  Hope, 

But  only  time  for  Grief  ! 

A  little  weeping  would  ease  my  heart, 

But  in  their  briny  bed 
My  tears  must  stop,  for  every  drop 
Hinders  needle  and  thread !  ” 
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With  fingers  weary  and  worn, 

With  eyelids  heavy  and  red, 

A  woman  sat  in  unwomanly  rags, 

Plying  her  needle  and  thread. 

Stitch  !  stitch !  stitch ! 

In  poverty,  hunger,  and  dirt; 

And  still  with  a  voice  of  dolorous  pitch  — 
Would  that  its  tone  could  reach  the  Rich !  — • 
She  sang  this  “  Song  of  the  Shirt.” 

THE  DEATH-BED. 

By  THOMAS  HOOD. 

We  watched  her  breathing  thro’  the  night, 
Her  breathing  soft  and  low, 

As  in  her  breast  the  wave  of  life 
Kept  heaving  to  and  fro. 

So  silently  we  seemed  to  speak, 

So  slowly  moved  about, 

As  we  had  lent  her  half  our  powers 
To  eke  her  living  out. 

Our  very  hopes  belied  our  fears, 

Our  fears  our  hopes  belied  — 

We  thought  her  dying  when  she  slept, 

And  sleeping  when  she  died. 

For  when  the  morn  came  dim  and  sad 
And  chill  with  early  showers, 

Her  quiet  eyelids  closed  —  she  had 
Another  morn  than  ours. 

FAIR  INES. 

By  THOMAS  HOOD. 

O  saw  ye  not  fair  Ines  ? 

She’s  gone  into  the  west, 

To  dazzle  when  the  sun  is  down, 

And  rob  the  world  of  rest : 
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She  took  our  daylight  with  her, 

The  smiles  that  we  love  best, 

With  morning  blushes  on  her  cheek, 
And  pearls  upon  her  breast. 

O  turn  again,  fair  Ines, 

Before  the  fall  of  night, 

For  fear  the  moon  should  shine  alone, 
And  stars  unrivaled  bright ; 

And  blessed  will  the  lover  be 
That  walks  beneath  their  light, 

And  breathes  the  love  against  thy  cheek 
I  dare  not  even  write! 

Would  I  had  been,  fair  Ines, 

That  gallant  cavalier, 

Who  rode  so  gayly  by  thy  side, 

And  whispered  thee  so  near !  — 

Were  there  no  bonny  dames  at  home, 

Or  no  true  lovers  here, 

That  he  should  cross  the  seas  to  win 
The  dearest  of  the  dear  ? 

I  saw  thee,  lovely  Ines, 

Descend  along  the  shore, 

With  bands  of  noble  gentlemen, 

And  banners  waved  before : 

And  gentle  youth  and  maidens  gay, 

And  snowy  plumes  they  wore ;  — 

It  would  have  been  a  beauteous  dream, 
—  If  it  had  been  no  more ! 

Alas,  alas  !  fair  Ines, 

She  went  away  with  song, 

With  music  waiting  on  her  steps, 

And  shoutings  of  the  throng ; 

But  some  were  sad,  and  felt  no  mirth, 
But  only  music’s  wrong, 

In  sounds  that  sang  farewell,  farewell, 
To  her  you’ve  loved  so  long. 

Farewell,  farewell,  fair  Ines ! 

That  vessel  never  bore 
So  fair  a  lady  on  its  deck, 

Nor  danced  so  light  before,  — 
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Alas  for  pleasure  on  the  sea, 

And  sorrow  on  the  shore  ! 

The  smile  that  blessed  one  lover’s  heart 
Has  broken  many  more  ! 


>XKo- 


JANE  EYRE’S  FORTUNES. 

By  CHARLOTTE  BRONTE. 

[Charlotte  Bronte,  the  celebrated  English  novelist,  was  the  daughter 
of  the  Rev.  Patrick  Bronte  (really  Prunty),  rector  of  Haworth,  Yorkshire, 
where  she  was  horn,  April  21,  1816.  She  was  sent  to  school  at  Roe  Head,  and 
after  some  experience  as  a  governess  went  to  Brussels,  there  to  teach  English 
and  be  taught  French.  With  her  sisters,  Emily  and  Anne,  she  then  became 
engaged  in  writing  poems  and  novels,  Charlotte  assuming  the  nom  de  plume  of 
“  Currer  Bell.”  In  1847  she  brought  out  “  Jane  Eyre,”  which  had  an  instanta¬ 
neous  success,  and  was  succeeded  by  “Shirley”  (1849),  “Villette”  (1863), 
“The  Professor”  (1866).  In  1864  she  married  Mr.  Nicholls,  who  had  been  for 
a  time  her  father’s  curate,  and  died  shortly  afterwards  (March  31,  1865),  of  con¬ 
sumption,  which  had  previously  carried  off  her  sisters.] 


The  Wedding  Day. 

“  Jane,  are  you  ready  ?  ” 

I  rose.  There  were  no  groomsmen,  no  bridesmaids,  no  rela¬ 
tives  to  wait  for  or  marshal,  —  none  but  Mr.  Rochester  and  I. 
Mrs.  Fairfax  stood  in  the  hall  as  we  passed.  I  would  fain  have 
spoken  to  her,  but  my  hand  was  held  by  a  grasp  of  iron  :  I  was 
hurried  along  by  a  stride  I  could  hardly  follow  ;  and  to  look 
at  Mr.  Rochester’s  face  was  to  feel  that  not  a  second  of  delay 
would  be  tolerated  for  any  purpose.  I  wondered  what  other 
bridegroom  ever  looked  as  he  did  —  so  bent  up  to  a  purpose, 
so  grimly  resolute  :  or  who,  under  such  steadfast  brows,  ever 
revealed  such  flaming  and  flashing  eyes. 

I  know  not  whether  the  day  was  fair  or  foul  ;  in  descend¬ 
ing  the  drive,  I  gazed  neither  on  sky  nor  earth  :  my  heart  was 
with  my  eyes  ;  and  both  seemed  migrated  into  Mr.  Rochester’s 
frame.  I  wanted  to  see  the  invisible  thing  on  which,  as  we 
went  along,  he  appeared  to  fasten  a  glance  fierce  and  fell.  I 
wanted  to  feel  the  thoughts  whose  force  he  seemed  breasting 
and  resisting. 

At  the  churchyard  wicket  he  stopped  :  he  discovered  I  waa 
quite  out  of  breath. 
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“  Am  I  cruel  in  my  love  ?  ”  he  said.  “  Delay  an  instant : 
lean  on  me,  Jane.” 

And  now  I  can  recall  the  picture  of  the  gray  old  house 
of  God  rising  calm  before  me,  of  a  rook  wheeling  round  the 
steeple,  of  a  ruddy  morning  sky  beyond.  I  remember  some¬ 
thing,  too,  of  the  green  grave  mounds ;  and  I  have  not  forgot¬ 
ten,  either,  two  figures  of  strangers,  straying  among  the  low 
hillocks,  and  reading  the  mementoes  graven  on  the  few  mossy 
headstones.  I  noticed  them,  because,  as  they  saw  us,  they 
passed  round  to  the  back  of  the  church  ;  and  I  doubted  not 
they  were  going  to  enter  by  the  side-aisle  door,  and  witness  the 
ceremony.  By  Mr.  Rochester  they  were  not  observed  :  he  was 
earnestly  looking  at  my  face,  from  which  the  blood  had,  I  dare 
say,  momentarily  fled :  for  1  felt  my  forehead  dewy,  and  my 
cheeks  and  lips  cold.  When  I  rallied,  which  I  soon  did,  he 
walked  gently  with  mo  up  the  path  to  the  porch. 

W e  entered  the  quiet  and  humble  temple  :  the  priest  waited 
in  his  white  surplice  at  the  lowly  altar,  the  clerk  beside  him. 
All  was  still  :  two  shadows  only  moved  in  a  remote  corner. 
My  conjecture  had  been  correct  :  the  strangers  had  slipped  in 
before  us,  and  they  now  stood  by  the  vault  of  the  Rochesters, 
their  backs  toward  us,  viewing  through  the  rails  the  old  time- 
stained  marble  tomb,  where  a  kneeling  angel  guarded  the 
remains  of  Damer  de  Rochester,  slain  at  Marston  Moor  in  the 
time  of  the  civil  wars,  and  of  Elizabeth,  his  wife. 

Our  place  was  taken  at  the  communion  rails.  Hearing  a 
cautious  step  behind  me,  I  glanced  over  my  shoulder  ;  one  of 
the  strangers  —  a  gentleman,  evidently  —  was  advancing  up  the 
chancel.  The  service  began.  The  explanation  of  the  intent 
of  matrimony  was  gone  through  ;  and  then  the  clergyman 
came  a  step  farther  forward,  and,  bending  slightly  toward  Mr. 
Rochester,  went  on. 

“  I  require  and  charge  you  both  (as  you  will  answer  at  the 
dreadful  day  of  judgment,  when  the  secrets  of  all  hearts  shall 
be  disclosed),  that  if  either  of  you  know  any  impediment  why 
ye  may  not  lawfully  be  joined  together  in  matrimony,  ye  do 
now  confess  it ;  for  be  ye  well  assured  that  so  many  as  are 
coupled  together  otherwise  than  God’s  word  doth  allow,  are 
not  joined  together  by  God,  neither  is  their  matrimony  lawful.” 

He  paused,  as  the  custom  is.  When  is  the  pause  after  that 
sentence  ever  broken  by  reply?  Not,  perhaps,  once  in  a  hun¬ 
dred  years.  And  the  clergyman,  who  had  not  lifted  his  eyes 
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from  his  book,  and  had  held  his  breath  but  for  a  moment,  was 
proceeding  ;  his  hand  was  already  stretched  toward  Mr.  Roch¬ 
ester,  as  his  lips  unclosed  to  ask,  “  Wilt  thou  have  this  woman 
for  thy  wedded  wife  ?  ”  —  when  a  distinct  and  near  voice  said, 
“  The  marriage  cannot  go  on  :  I  declare  the  existence  of  an 
impediment.” 

The  clergyman  looked  up  at  the  speaker,  and  stood  mute  ; 
the  clerk  did  the  same  ;  Mr.  Rochester  moved  slightly,  as  if  an 
earthquake  had  rolled  under  his  feet  :  taking  a  firmer  footing, 
and  not  turning  his  head  or  eyes,  he  said,  “Proceed.” 

Profound  silence  fell  when  he  had  uttered  that  word,  with 
deep  but  low  intonation.  Presently  Mr.  Wood  said,  “I  cannot 
proceed  without  some  investigation  into  what  has  been  asserted, 
and  evidence  of  its  truth  or  falsehood.” 

“The  ceremony  is  quite  broken  off,”  subjoined  the  voice 
behind  us.  “  I  am  in  a  condition  to  prove  my  allegation  :  an 
insuperable  impediment  to  this  marriage  exists.” 

Mr.  Rochester  heard,  but  heeded  not  :  he  stood  stubborn  and 
rigid,  making  no  movement  but  to  possess  himself  of  my  hand. 
What  a  hot  and  strong  grasp  he  had  !  —  and  how  like  quarried 
marble  was  his  pale,  firm,  massive  front  at  this  moment !  How 
his  eye  shone  still,  watchful  and  yet  wild  beneath  ! 

Mr.  Wood  seemed  at  a  loss.  “What  is  the  nature  of  the 
impediment  ?  ”  he  asked.  “  Perhaps  it  may  be  got  over  —  ex¬ 
plained  away  ?  ” 

“  Hardly,”  was  the  answer  :  “  I  have  called  it  insuperable, 
and  I  speak  advisedly.” 

The  speaker  came  forward  and  leaned  on  the  rails.  He 
continued,  uttering  each  word  distinctly,  calmly,  steadily,  but 
not  loudly. 

“  It  simply  consists  in  the  existence  of  a  previous  marriage. 
Mr.  Rochester  has  a  wife  now  living.” 

My  nerves  vibrated  to  those  low-spoken  words  as  they  had 
never  vibrated  to  thunder  ;  my  blood  felt  their  subtle  violence 
as  it  had  never  felt  frost  or  fire  :  but  I  was  collected  and  in 
no  danger  of  swooning.  I  looked  at  Mr.  Rochester  :  I  made 
him  look  at  me.  His  whole  face  was  colorless  rock  :  his  eye 
was  both  spark  and  flint.  He  disavowed  nothing  :  he  seemed 
as  if  he  would  defy  all  things.  Without  speaking,  without 
smiling,  without  seeming  to  recognize  in  me  a  human  being, 
he  only  twined  my  waist  with  his  arm  and  riveted  me  to  his 
side. 
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“  Who  are  you  ?  ”  he  asked  of  the  intruder. 

“My  name  is  Briggs,  a  solicitor  of - Street,  London.” 

“  And  you  would  thrust  on  me  a  wife  ?  ” 

“  I  would  remind  you  of  your  lady’s  existence,  sir,  which 
the  law  recognizes,  if  you  do  not.” 

“Favor  me  with  an  account  of  her  —  with  her  name,  her 
parentage,  her  place  of  abode.” 

“  Certainly.”  Mr.  Briggs  calmly  took  a  paper  from  his 
pocket  and  read  out  in  a  sort  of  official,  nasal  voice  :  — 

“  ‘  I  affirm  and  can  prove  that  on  the  20th  of  October, 
A.D.  - (a  date  of  fifteen  years  back),  Edward  Fairfax  Roch¬ 
ester,  of  Thornfield  Hall,  in  the  county  of - ,  and  of  Fern- 

dean  Manor,  in - shire,  England,  was  married  to  my  sister, 

Bertha  Antoinetta  Mason,  daughter  of  Jonas  Mason,  merchant, 

and  of  Antoinetta,  his  wife,  a  Creole  —  at - Church,  Spanish 

Town,  Jamaica.  The  record  of  the  marriage  will  be  found  in 
the  register  of  that  church  —  a  copy  of  it  is  now  in  my  posses¬ 
sion.  Signed,  Richard  Mason.’” 

“  That  —  if  a  genuine  document  —  may  prove  I  have  been 
married,  but  it  does  not  prove  that  the  woman  mentioned 
therein  as  my  wife  is  still  living.” 

“  She  was  living  three  months  ago,”  returned  the  lawyer. 

“  How  do  you  know  ?  ” 

“  I  have  a  witness  to  the  fact,  whose  testimony  even  you,  sir, 
will  scarcely  controvert.” 

“  Produce  him  —  or  go  to  hell.” 

“  I  will  produce  him  first  —  he  is  on  the  spot  :  Mr.  Mason, 
have  the  goodness  to  step  forward.” 

Mr.  Rochester,  on  hearing  the  name,  set  his  teeth  ;  he  experi¬ 
enced,  too,  a  sort  of  strong,  convulsive  quiver  ;  near  to  him  as  I 
was  I  felt  the  spasmodic  movement  of  fury  or  despair  run  through 
his  frame.  The  second  stranger,  who  had  hitherto  lingered  in 
the  background,  now  drew  near  ;  a  pale  face  looked  over  the 
solicitor’s  shoulder  —  yes,  it  was  Mason  himself.  Mr.  Roches¬ 
ter  turned  and  glared  at  him.  His  eye,  as  I  have  often  said, 
was  a  black  eye  ;  it  had  now  a  tawny,  nay,  a  bloody  light  in  its 
gloom  ;  and  his  face  flushed  —  olive  cheek,  and  hueless  forehead 
received  a  glow,  as  from  spreading,  ascending  heart  fire  :  and 
he  stirred,  lifted  his  strong  arm  —  he  could  have  struck  Mason 
- — dashed  him  on  the  church  floor — shocked  by  ruthless  blow 
the  breath  from  his  body  —  but  Mason  shrank  away  and  cried 
faintly,  “  Good  God  !  ”  Contempt  fell  cool  on  Mr.  Rochester 
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—  his  passion  died  as  if  a  blight  had  shriveled  it  up  :  he  only 
asked,  “  What  have  you  to  say  ?  ” 

An  inaudible  reply  escaped  Mason’s  white  lips. 
u  The  devil  is  in  it  if  you  cannot  answer  distinctly.  I  again 

demand,  what  have  you  to  say  ?  ” 

«  Sir _ sir  ”  —  interrupted  the  clergyman,  “  do  not  forget 

you  are  in  a  sacred  place.”  Then  addressing  Mason,  he  in¬ 
quired  gently,  “  Are  you  aware,  sir,  whether  or  not  this  gentle¬ 
man’s  wife  is  still  living  ?  ” 

“  Courage,”  urged  the  lawyer,  “  speak  out.” 

“  She  is  now  living  at  Thornfield  Hall,”  said  Mason,  in 
more  articulate  tones  ;  “  I  saw  her  there  last  April.  I  am  her 
brother.” 

“  At  Thornfield  Hall !  ”  ejaculated  the  clergyman.  “  Im¬ 
possible  !  I  am  an  old  resident  in  this  neighborhood,  sir,  and 
I  never  heard  of  a  Mrs.  Rochester  at  Thornfield  Hall.” 

I  saw  a  grim  smile  contort  Mr.  Rochester  s  lip  and  he 
muttered,  u  No,  by  God  !  I  took  care  that  none  should  hear 
of  it,  or  of  her  under  that  name.  ”  He  mused  ;  for  ten  minutes 
he  held  counsel  with  himself  :  he  formed  his  resolve,  and  an¬ 
nounced  it :  u  Enough,  all  shall  bolt  out  at  once,  like  a  bullet 
from  the  barrel.  Wood,  close  your  book  and  take  off  your  sur¬ 
plice  ;  John  Green  (to  the  clerk),  leave  the  church  :  there  will 
be  no  wedding  to-day.”  The  men  obeyed. 

Mr.  Rochester  continued,  hardily  and  recklessly  :  “  Bigamy 
is  an  ugly  word  !  I  meant,  however,  to  be  a  bigamist :  but  fate 
has  outmaneuvered  me  ;  or  Providence  has  checked  me  —  per¬ 
haps  the  last.  I  am  little  better  than  a  devil  at  this  moment ; 
and,  as  my  pastor  there  would  tell  me,  deserve  no  doubt  the 
sternest  judgments  of  God,  even  to  the  quenchless  fire  and 
deathless  worm.  Gentlemen,  my  plan  is  broken  up  !  what  this 
lawyer  and  his  client  say  is  true  :  I  have  been  married,  and 
the  woman  to  whom  I  was  married  lives  !  You  say  you  never 
heard  of  a  Mrs.  Rochester  at  the  house  up  yonder,  Wood  :  but 
I  dare  say  you  have  many  a  time  inclined  your  ear  to  gossip 
about  the  mysterious  lunatic  kept  there  under  watch  and  ward. 
Some  have  whispered  to  you  that  she  is  my  bastard  half-sister  : 
some,  my  cast-off  mistress  :  I  now  inform  you  that  she  is  my 
wife,  whom  I  married  fifteen  years  ago  —  Bertha  Mason  by 
name  ;  sister  of  this  resolute  personage,  who  is  now,  with  his 
quivering  limbs  and  white  cheeks,  showing  you  what  a  stout 
heart  men  may  bear.  Cheer  up,  Dick,  never  fear  me!  I’d 
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almost  as  soon  strike  a  woman  as  you.  Bertha  Mason  is  mad  ; 
and  she  came  of  a  mad  family  ;  idiots  and  maniacs  through 
three  generations !  Her  mother,  the  Creole,  was  both  a  mad 
woman  and  a  drunkard  !  —  as  I  found  out  after  I  had  married 
the  daughter  :  for  they  were  silent  on  family  secrets  before. 
Bertha,  like  a  dutiful  child,  copied  her  parent  in  both  points. 
I  had  a  charming  partner  —  pure,  wise,  modest ;  you  can  fancy 
I  was  a  happy  man.  I  went  through  rich  scenes  !  Oh,  my 
experience  has  been  heavenly  ;  if  you  only  knew  it !  But  I 
owe  you  no  further  explanation.  Briggs,  Wood,  Mason,  I  in¬ 
vite  you  all  to  come  to  the  house  and  visit  Mrs.  Poole’s  patient, 
and  my  wife!  You  will  see  what  sort  of  being  I  was  cheated 
into  espousing,  and  judge  whether  or  not  I  had  a  right  to  break 
the  compact,  and  seek  sympathy  with  something  at  least  human. 
This  girl,”  he  continued,  looking  at  me,  “  knew  no  more  than 
you,  Wood,  of  the  disgusting  secret;  she  thought  all  was  fair 
and  legal,  and  never  dreamed  she  was  going  to  be  entrapped 
into  a  feigned  union  with  a  defrauded  wretch,  already  bound 
to  a  bad,  mad,  and  imbruted  partner  !  Come,  all  of  you, 
follow.” 

Still  holding  me  fast,  he  left  the  church :  the  three  gentle¬ 
men  came  after.  At  the  front  door  of  the  hall  we  found  the 
carriage. 

“  Take  it  back  to  the  coach  house,  John,”  said  Mr.  Rochester, 
coolly;  “it  will  not  be  wanted  to-day.” 

At  our  entrance,  Mrs.  Fairfax,  Adele,  Sophie,  Leah,  advanced 
to  meet  and  greet  us. 

“To  the  right  about  —  every  soul!”  cried  the  master; 
“  away  with  your  congratulations  !  Who  wants  them  ?  Not  I ; 
they  are  fifteen  years  too  late  !  ” 

He  passed  on  and  ascended  the  stairs,  still  holding  my 
hand,  and  still  beckoning  the  gentlemen  to  follow  him,  which 
they  did.  We  mounted  the  first  staircase,  passed  up  the  gal¬ 
lery,  proceeded  to  the  third  story :  the  low,  black  door,  opened 
by  Mr.  Rochester’s  master  key,  admitted  us  to  the  tapestried 
room,  with  its  great  bed,  and  its  pictorial  cabinet. 

“You  know  this  place,  Mason,”  said  our  guide;  “she  bit 
and  stabbed  you  here.” 

He  lifted  the  hangings  from  the  wall,  uncovering  the 
second  door :  this,  too,  he  opened.  In  a  room  without  a 
window  there  burned  a  fire,  guarded  by  a  high  and  strong 
fender,  and  a  lamp  suspended  from  the  ceiling  by  a  chain. 
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Grace  Poole  bent  oyer  the  fire,  apparently  cooking  something 
in  a  saucepan.  In  the  deep  shade,  at  the  farther  end  of  the 
room,  a  figure  ran  backward  and  forward.  What  it  was, 
whether  beast  or  human  being,  one  could  not,  at  first  sight, 
tell :  it  groveled,  seemingly,  on  all  fours  :  it  snatched  and 
growled  like  some  strange  wild  animal :  but  it  was  covered 
with  clothing ;  and  a  quantity  of  dark,  grizzled  hair,  wild  as  a 
mane,  hid  its  head  and  face. 

“  Good  morrow,  Mrs.  Poole  !  ”  said  Mr.  Rochester.  “  How 
are  you  ?  and  how  is  your  charge  to-day  ?  ” 

“We’re  tolerable,  sir,  I  thank  you,”  replied  Grace,  lifting 
the  boiling  mess  carefully  on  to  the  hob :  “  rather  snappish, 
but  not  ’rageous.” 

A  fierce  cry  seemed  to  give  the  lie  to  her  favorable  report  : 
the  clothed  hyena  rose  up  and  stood  tall  on  its  hind  feet. 

“  Ah,  sir,  she  sees  you  !  ”  exclaimed  Grace ;  “  you’d  better 
not  stay.” 

“  Only  a  few  moments,  Grace  ;  you  must  allow  me  a  few 
moments.” 

“  Take  care  then,  sir,  for  God’s  sake,  take  care  !  ” 

The  maniac  bellowed  :  she  parted  her  shaggy  locks  from 
her  visage,  and  gazed  wildly  at  her  visitors.  I  recognized  well 
that  purple  face— those  bloated  features.  Mrs.  Poole  ad¬ 
vanced. 

“  Keep  out  of  the  way,”  said  Mr.  Rochester,  thrusting  her 
aside ;  “  she  has  no  knife  now,  I  suppose  ?  and  I’m  on  my 
guard.” 

“  One  never  knows  what  she  has,  sir :  she  is  so  cunning : 
it  is  not  in  mortal  discretion  to  fathom  her  craft.” 

“We  had  better  leave  her,”  whispered  Mason. 

Go  to  the  devil !  was  his  brother-in-law’s  recommenda¬ 
tion. 

“’Ware!”  cried  Grace.  The  three  gentlemen  retreated 
simultaneously.  Mr.  Rochester  flung  me  behind  him;  the 
lunatic  sprang  and  grappled  his  throat  viciously,  and  laid  her 
teeth  to  his  cheek  ;  they  struggled.  She  was  a  big  woman,  in 
stature  almost  equaling  her  husband,  and  corpulent  besides: 
she  showed  virile  force  in  the  contest  —  more  than  once 
she  almost  throttled  him,  athletic  as  he  was.  He  could  have 
settled  her  with  a  well-planted  blow ;  but  he  would  not  strike  : 
he  would  only  wrestle.  At  last  he  mastered  her  arms  ;  Grace 
Poole  gave  him  a  cord,  and  he  pinioned  them  behind  her :  with 
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more  rope,  which  was  at  hand,  he  bound  her  to  a  chair.  The 
operation  was  performed  amidst  the  fiercest  yells  and  the 
most  convulsive  plunges.  Mr.  Rochester  then  turned  to  the 
spectators :  he  looked  at  them  with  a  smile  both  acrid  and 
desolate. 

“  That  is  my  wife ,”  said  he.  “  Such  is  the  sole  conjugal 
embrace  I  am  ever  to  know  —  such  are  the  endearments  which 
are  to  solace  my  leisure  hours  !  And  this  is  what  I  wished  to 
have  ”  (laying  his  hand  on  my  shoulder)  :  “  this  young  girl 
who  stands  so  grave  and  quiet  at  the  mouth  of  hell,  looking 
collectedly  at  the  gambols  of  a  demon.  I  wanted  her  just  as  l 
change  after  that  fierce  ragout.  Wood  and  Briggs,  look  at  the 
difference  !  Compare  these  clear  eyes  with  the  red  balls  yon¬ 
der  —  this  face  with  that  mask  —  this  form  with  that  bulk ; 
then  judge  me,  priest  of  the  Gospel  and  man  of  the  law,  and 
remember,  with  what  judgment  ye  judge  ye  shall  be  judged  ! 
Off  with  you  now.  I  must  shut  up  my  prize.” 

Rochester’s  Explanation. 

“  I  am  a  fool !  ”  cried  Mr.  Rochester,  suddenly.  “  I  keep 
telling  her  I  am  not  married,  and  do  not  explain  to  her  why. 
I  forget  she  knows  nothing  of  the  character  of  that  woman,  or 
of  the  circumstances  attending  my  infernal  union  with  her. 
Oh,  I  am  certain  Jane  will  agree  with  me  in  opinion,  when  she 
knows  all  that  I  know  !  Just  put  your  hand  in  mine,  Janet  — 
that  I  may  have  the  evidence  of  touch  as  well  as  sight,  to  prove 
you  are  near  me  —  and  I  will  in  a  few  words  show  you  the 
real  state  of  the  case.  Can  you  listen  to  me  ?  ” 

“Yes,  sir  ;  for  hours  if  you  will.” 

“I  ask  only  minutes.  Jane,  did  you  ever  hear  or  know 
that  I  was  not  the  eldest  son  of  my  house  ;  that  I  had  once  a 
brother  older  than  I  ?  ” 

“I  remember  Mrs.  Fairfax  told  me  so  once.” 

“And  did  you  ever  hear  that  my  father  was  an  avaricious, 
grasping  man  ?  ” 

“  I  have  understood  something  to  that  effect.” 

“Well,  Jane,  being  so,  it  was  his  resolution  to  keep  the 
property  together  ;  he  could  not  bear  the  idea  of  dividing  his 
estate  and  leaving  me  a  fair  portion :  all,  he  resolved,  should 
go  to  my  brother,  Rowland.  Yet  as  little  could  he  endure 
that  a  son  of  his  should  be  a  poor  man.  I  must  be  provided 
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for  by  a  wealthy  marriage.  He  sought  me  a  partner  betimes. 
Mr.  Mason,  a  West  India  planter  and  merchant,  was  his  old 
acquaintance.  He  was  certain  his  possessions  were  real  and 
vast  :  he  made  inquiries.  Mr.  Mason,  he  found,  had  a  son 
and  daughter  ;  and  he  learned  from  him  that  he  could  and 
would  give  the  latter  a  fortune  of  thirty  thousand  pounds : 
that  sufficed.  When  I  left  college,  I  was  sent  out  to  Jamaica, 
to  espouse  a  bride  already  courted  for  me.  My  father  said 
nothing  about  her  money  ;  but  he  told  me  Miss  Mason  was  the 
boast  of  Spanish  Town  for  her  beauty  :  and  this  was  no  lie. 
I  found  her  a  fine  woman,  in  the  style  of  Blanche  Ingram  ;  tall, 
dark,  and  majestic.  Her  family  wished  to  secure  me,  because 
I  was  of  a  good  race  ;  and  so  did  she.  They  showed  her  to 
me  in  parties,  splendidly  dressed.  I  seldom  saw  her  alone,  and 
had  very  little  private  conversation  with  her.  She  flattered 
me,  and  lavishly  displayed  for  my  pleasure  her  charms  and 
accomplishments.  All  the  men  in  her  circle  seemed  to  admire 
her,  and  envy  me.  I  was  dazzled,  stimulated  :  my  senses  were 
excited  ;  and  being  ignorant,  raw,  and  inexperienced,  I  thought 
I  loved  her.  There  is  no  folly  so  besotted  that  the  idiotic 
rivalries  of  society,  the  prurience,  the  rashness,  the  blindness 
of  youth,  will  not  hurry  a  man  to  its  commission.  Her  rela¬ 
tives  encouraged  me  ;  competitors  piqued  me  ;  she  allured  me : 
a  marriage  was  achieved  almost  before  I  knew  where  I  was. 
Oh,  I  have  no  respect  for  myself  when  I  think  of  that  act  !  — 
an  agony  of  inward  contempt  masters  me.  I  never  loved,  I 
never  esteemed,  I  did  not  even  know  her.  I  was  not  sure  of 
the  existence  of  one  virtue  in  her  nature  :  I  had  marked 
neither  modesty,  nor  benevolence,  nor  candor,  nor  refinement 
in  her  mind  or  manners  —  and,  I  married  her  :  gross,  grovel¬ 
ing,  mole-eyed  blockhead  that  I  was  !  With  less  sin  I  might 
have  —  but  let  me  remember  to  whom  I  am  speaking. 

“My  bride’s  mother  I  had  never  seen  :  I  understood  she 
was  dead.  The  honeymoon  over,  I  learned  my  mistake ;  she 
was  only  mad,  and  shut  up  in  a  lunatic  asylum.  There  was  a 
younger  brother,  too,  a  complete  dumb  idiot.  The  elder  one, 
whom  you  have  seen  (and  whom  I  cannot  hate,  while  I  abhor 
all  his  kindred,  because  he  has  some  grains  of  affection  in  his 
feeble  mind,  shown  in  the  continued  interest  he  takes  in  his 
wretched  sister,  and  also  in  a  doglike  attachment  he  once 
bore  me),  will  probably  be  in  the  same  state  one  day.  My 
father,  and  my  brother  Rowland,  knew  all  this ;  but  they 
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thought  only  of  the  thirty  thousand  pounds,  and  joined  in  the 
plot  against  me.  .  .  . 

“Jane,  I  will  not  trouble  you  with  abominable  details: 
some  strong  words  shall  express  what  I  have  to  say.  I  lived 
with  that  woman  upstairs  four  years,  and  before  that  time  she 
had  tried  me  indeed :  her  character  ripened  and  developed 
with  frightful  rapidity ;  her  vices  sprang  up  fast  and  rank ; 
they  were  so  strong,  only  cruelty  could  check  them;  and  I 
would  not  use  cruelty.  What  a  pygmy  intellect  she  had  —  and 
what  giant  propensities  !  How  fearful  were  the  curses  those 
propensities  entailed  on  me  !  Bertha  Mason  —  the  true  daugh¬ 
ter  of  an  infamous  mother  —  dragged  me  through  all  the  hid¬ 
eous  and  degrading  agonies  which  must  attend  a  man  bound  to 
a  wife  at  once  intemperate  and  unchaste. 

“  My  brother  in  the  interval  was  dead ;  and  at  the  end  of 
the  four  years  my  father  died  too.  I  was  rich  enough  now  — 
yet  poor  to  hideous  indigence  :  a  nature  the  most  gross,  impure, 
depraved  I  ever  saw,  was  associated  with  mine,  and  called  by 
the  law  and  by  society  a  part  of  me.  And  I  could  not  rid 
myself  of  it  by  any  legal  proceedings  :  for  the  doctors  now  dis¬ 
covered  that  my  wife  was  mad  —  her  excesses  had  prematurely 
developed  the  germs  of  insanity :  Jane,  you  don’t  like  my 
narrative ;  you  look  almost  sick  —  shall  I  defer  the  rest  to 
another  day  ?  ” 

“No,  sir,  finish  it  now:  I  pity  you  —  I  do  earnestly  pity 
you.”  .  .  . 

“  One  night  I  had  been  awakened  by  her  yells  —  (since 
the  medical  men  had  pronounced  her  mad  she  had,  of  course, 
been  shut  up)  —  it  was  a  fiery  West  Indian  night;  one  of  the 
description  that  frequently  precede  the  hurricanes  of  those  cli¬ 
mates  ;  being  unable  to  sleep  in  bed  I  got  up  and  opened  the 
window.  The  air  was  like  sulphur  streams  —  I  could  find 
no  refreshment  anywhere.  Mosquitoes  came  buzzing  in  and 
hummed  sullenly  round  the  room  ;  the  sea,  which  I  could  hear 
from  thence,  rumbled  dull  like  an  earthquake  —  black  clouds 
were  casting  up  over  it ;  the  moon  was  setting  in  the  waves, 
broad  and  red,  like  a  hot  cannon  ball  —  she  threw  her  last 
bloody  glance  over  a  world  quivering  with  a  ferment  of  tem¬ 
pest.  I  was  physically  influenced  by  the  atmosphere  and  scene, 
and  my  ears  were  filled  with  the  curses  the  maniac  still  shrieked 
out,  wherein  she  momentarily  mingled  my  name  with  such  a 
tone  of  demon  hate,  with  such  language  !  — -  no  professed  harlot 
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ever  had  a  fouler  vocabulary  than  she :  though  two  rooms 
off,  I  heard  every  word  —  the  thin  partitions  of  the  West 
Indian  house  opposing  but  slight  obstruction  to  her  wolfish 
cries. 

“  ‘  This  life,’  said  I,  at  last,  ‘  is  hell  !  this  is  the  air  —  those 
are  the  sounds  of  the  bottomless  pit !  I  have  a  right  to  deliver 
myself  from  it  if  I  can.  The  sufferings  of  this  mortal  state 
will  leave  me  with  the  heavy  flesh  that  now  cumbers  my  soul. 
Of  the  fanatic’s  burning  eternity  I  have  no  fear :  there  is  not  a 
future  state  worse  than  this  present  one  —  let  me  break  away 
and  go  home  to  God  !  ’ 

“  I  said  this  while  I  knelt  doAvn  at  and  unlocked  a  trunk 
which  contained  a  brace  of  loaded  pistols  :  I  meant  to  shoot 
myself.  I  only  entertained  the  intention  for  a  moment ;  for 
not  being  insane,  the  crisis  of  exquisite  and  unalloyed  despair 
which  had  originated  the  wish  and  design  of  self-destruction 
was  past  in  a  second. 

“  A  wind  fresh  from  Europe  blew  over  the  ocean  and  rushed 
through  the  open  casement :  the  storm  broke,  streamed,  thun¬ 
dered,  blazed,  and  the  air  grew  pure.  I  then  framed  and  fixed 
a  resolution.  While  I  walked  under  the  dripping  orange  trees 
of  my  wet  garden,  and  among  its  drenched  pomegranates  and 
pineapples,  and  while  the  refulgent  dawn  of  the  tropics  kindled 
round  me  —  I  reasoned  thus,  Jane:  —  and  now  listen;  for  it 
was  true  Wisdom  that  consoled  me  in  that  hour,  and  showed 
me  the  right  path  to  follow.  .  .  . 

“  ‘  Go,’  said  Hope,  ‘  and  live  again  in  Europe :  there  it  is 
not  known  what  a  sullied  name  you  bear,  nor  what  a  filthy 
burden  is  bound  to  you.  You  may  take  the  maniac  with  you 
to  England ;  confine  her  with  due  attendance  and  precautions 
at  Thornfield :  then  travel  yourself  to  what  clime  you  will,  and 
form  what  new  tie  you  like.  That  woman,  who  has  so  abused 
your  long-suffering  —  so  sullied  your  name  ;  so  outraged  your 
honor ;  so  blighted  your  youth  —  is  not  your  wife  ;  nor  are 
you  her  husband.  See  that  she  is  cared  for  as  her  condition 
demands,  and  you  have  done  all  that  God  and  Humanity  re¬ 
quire  of  you.  Let  her  identity,  her  connection  with  yourself, 
be  buried  in  oblivion  :  you  are  bound  to  impart  them  to  no 
living  being.  Place  her  in  safety  and  comfort :  shelter  her 
degradation  with  secrecy,  and  leave  her.’  .  .  . 

“  To  England,  then,  I  conveyed  her ;  a  fearful  voyage  I 
had  with  such  a  monster  in  the  vessel.  Glad  was  I  when  I  at 
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last  got  her  to  Thornfield,  and  saw  her  safely  lodged  in  that 
third-story  room,  of  whose  secret  inner  cabinet  she  has  now 
for  ten  years  made  a  wild  beast’s  den  —  a  goblin’s  cell.  I  had 
some  trouble  in  finding  an  attendant  for  her  :  as  it  was  neces¬ 
sary  to  select  one  on  whose  fidelity  dependence  could  be  placed; 
for  her  ravings  would  inevitably  betray  my  secret :  besides, 
she  had  lucid  intervals  of  days  —  sometimes  weeks  —  which  she 
filled  up  with  abuse  of  me.  At  last  I  hired  Grace  Poole,  from 
the  Grimsby  Retreat.  She  and  the  surgeon,  Carter,  are  the 
only  two  I  have  ever  admitted  to  my  confidence.”  .  .  . 

“  And  what,  sir,”  I  asked,  while  he  paused,  “  did  you  do 
when  you  had  settled  her  here  ?  Where  did  you  go  ?  ” 

“  What  did  I  do,  Jane  ?  I  transformed  myself  into  a  will- 
o’-the-wisp.  Where  did  I  go  ?  I  pursued  wanderings  as  wild 
as  those  of  the  March  spirit.  I  sought  the  Continent,  and  went 
devious  ways  through  all  its  lands.  My  fixed  desire  was  to 
seek  and  find  a  good  and  intelligent  woman,  whom  I  could 
love  :  a  contrast  to  the  fury  I  left  at  Thornfield - ” 

“  But  you  could  not  marry,  sir.” 

“  I  had  determined,  and  was  convinced  that  I  could  and 
ought.  It  was  not  my  original  intention  to  deceive,  as  I  have 
deceived  you.  I  meant  to  tell  my  tale  plainly,  and  make  my 
proposals  openly  :  and  it  appeared  to  me  so  absolutely  rational 
that  I  should  be  considered  free  to  love  and  be  loved,  I  never 
doubted  some  woman  might  be  found  willing  and  able  to  under¬ 
stand  my  case  and  accept  me,  in  spite  of  the  curse  with  which 
I  was  burdened.”  .  .  . 

“  Don’t  talk  any  more  of  those  days,  sir,”  I  interrupted,  fur¬ 
tively  dashing  some  tears  from  my  eyes  ;  his  language  was  tor¬ 
ture  to  me  ;  for  I  knew  what  I  must  do — and  do  soon  —  and 
all  these  reminiscences  and  these  revelations  of  his  feelings  only 
made  my  work  more  difficult. 

“No,  Jane,”  he  returned  ;  “  what  necessity  is  there  to  dwell 
on  the  Past,  when  the  Present  is  so  much  surer  —  the  Future  so 
much  brighter  ?  ” 

I  shuddered  to  hear  the  infatuated  assertion. 

“  You  see  now  how  the  case  stands  —  do  you  not  ?  ”  he  con¬ 
tinued.  “After  a  youth  and  manhood  passed  half  in  unuttera¬ 
ble  misery  and  half  in  dreary  solitude,  I  have  for  the  first  time 
found  what  I  can  truly  love —  I  have  found  you.  You  are  my 
sympathy — my  better  self  —  my  good  angel  ;  I  am  bound  to 
you  with  a  strong  attachment.  I  think  you  good,  gifted,  lovely ; 
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a  fervent,  a  solemn  passion  is  conceived  in  my  heart ;  it  leans 
to  you,  draws  you  to  my  center  and  spring  of  life,  wraps  my 
existence  about  you  —  and,  kindling  in  pure,  powerful  flame, 
fuses  you  and  me  in  one.  .  .  . 

“It  was  because  I  felt  and  knew  this,  that  I  resolved  to 
marry  you.  To  tell  me  that  I  had  already  a  wife  is  empty 
mockery  :  you  know  now  that  I  had  but  a  hideous  demon.  I 
was  wrong  to  attempt  to  deceive  you  ;  but  I  feared  a  stubborn¬ 
ness  that  exists  in  your  character.  I  feared  early  instilled  prej¬ 
udice  :  I  wanted  to  have  you  safe  before  hazarding  confidences. 
This  was  cowardly  :  I  should  have  appealed  to  your  nobleness 
and  magnanimity  at  first,  as  I  do  now' — opened  to  you  plainly 
my  life  of  agony  —  described  to  you  my  hunger  and  thirst  after 
a  higher  and  worthier  existence  —  shown  to  you,  not  my  resolu¬ 
tion  (that  word  is  weak)  but  my  resistless  lent  to  love  faithfully 
and  well,  where  I  am  faithfully  and  well  loved  in  return.  Then 
I  should  have  asked  you  to  accept  my  pledge  of  fidelity,  and  to 
give  me  yours  :  Jane  —  give  it  me  now.” 

A  pause. 

“  Why  are  you  silent,  Jane  ?  ”  .  .  . 

I  was  experiencing  an  ordeal  :  a  hand  of  fiery  iron  grasped 
my  vitals.  Terrible  moment :  full  of  struggle,  blackness,  burn¬ 
ing  !  Not  a  human  being  that  ever  lived  could  wish  to  be  loved 
better  than  I  was  loved  ;  and  him  who  thus  loved  me  I  abso¬ 
lutely  worshiped  :  and  I  must  renounce  love  and  idol.  One 
dearer  word  comprised  my  intolerable  duty  —  “  Depart  !  ” 

“Jane,  you  understand  what  I  want  of  you?  Just  this 
promise  —  ‘I  will  be  yours,  Mr.  Rochester.’” 

“Mr.  Rochester,  I  will  not  be  yours.” 

Another  long  silence. 

“  Jane,”  recommenced  he,  with  a  gentleness  that  broke  me 
down  with  grief,  and  turned  me  stone-cold  with  ominous  ter¬ 
ror  —  for  this  still  voice  was  the  pant  of  a  lion  rising  —  “  Jane, 
do  you  mean  to  go  one  way  in  the  world,  and  let  me  go  an¬ 
other  ?  ” 

“I  do.” 

“  Jane  ”  (bending  toward  and  embracing  me),  “  do  you  mean 
it,  now  ?  ” 

“I  do.” 

“  And  now  ?  ”  softly  kissing  my  forehead  and  cheek. 

“  I  do  ”  —  extricating  myself  from  restraint  rapidly  and 
completely. 


JANE  EYRE’S  FORTUNES.  247 

“Oh,  Jane,  this  is  bitter  !  This — this  is  wicked.  It  would 
not  be  wicked  to  love  me.” 

“It  would  to  obey  you.” 

The  Meeting. 

“  When  you  go  in,”  said  I,  “  tell  your  master  that  a  person 
wishes  to  speak  to  him,  but  do  not  give  my  name.” 

“  I  don’t  think  he  will  see  you,”  she  answered  :  “  he  refuses 
everybody.” 

When  she  returned,  I  inquired  what  he  had  said. 

“  You  are  to  send  in  your  name  and  your  business,”  she  re¬ 
plied.  She  then  proceeded  to  fill  a  glass  with  water,  and  place 
it  on  a  tray,  together  with  candles. 

“  Is  that  what  he  rang  for  ?  ”  I  asked. 

“Yes  :  he  always  has  candles  brought  in  at  dark,  though  he 
is  blind.” 

“Give  the  tray  to  me  ;  I  will  carry  it  in.” 

I  took  it  from  her  hand  :  she  pointed  me  out  the  parlor 
door.  The  tray  shook  as  I  held  it  ;  the  water  spilled  from  the 
glass ;  my  heart  struck  my  ribs  loud  and  fast.  Mary  opened 
the  door  for  me,  and  shut  it  behind  me. 

This  parlor  looked  gloomy  :  a  neglected  handful  of  fire 
burned  low  in  the  grate  ;  and,  leaning  over  it  with  his  head 
supported  against  the  high,  old-fashioned  mantelpiece,  appeared 
the  blind  tenant  of  the  room.  His  old  dog,  Pilot,  lay  on  one 
side,  removed  out  of  the  way,  and  coiled  up  as  if  afraid  of  being 
inadvertently  trodden  upon.  Pilot  pricked  up  his  ears  when  I 
came  in  :  then  he  jumped  up  with  a  yelp  and  a  whine,  and 
bounded  toward  me  :  he  almost  knocked  the  tray  from  my 
hands.  I  set  it  on  the  table ;  then  patted  him,  and  said 
softly  :  — 

“  Lie  down  !  ”  Mr.  Rochester  turned  mechanically  to  see 
what  the  commotion  was  :  but  as  he  saw  nothing,  he  re-turned 
and  sighed. 

“  Give  me  the  water,  Mary,”  he  said. 

I  approached  him  with  the  now  only  half-filled  glass  :  Pilot 
followed  me,  still  excited. 

“  What  is  the  matter  ?  ”  he  inquired. 

“  Down,  Pilot !  ”  I  again  said.  He  checked  the  water  on 
its  way  to  his  lips,  and  seemed  to  listen  :  he  drank,  and  put  the 
glass  down.  “  This  is  you,  Mary,  is  it  not  ?  ” 
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“  Mary  is  in  the  kitchen,”  I  answered. 

He  put  out  his  hand  with  a  quick  gesture,  but  not  seeing 
where  I  stood,  he  did  not  touch  me.  “  Who  is  this  ?  Who  is 
this  ?  ”  he  demanded,  trying,  as  it  seemed,  to  see  with  those 
sightless  eyes  —  unavailing  and  distressing  attempt  !  “Answer 
me  —  speak  again  !  ”  he  ordered,  imperiously  and  aloud. 

“  Will  you  have  a  little  more  water,  sir?  I  spilled  half  of 
what  was  in  the  glass,”  I  said. 

“  Who  is  it  ?  What  is  it  ?  Who  speaks  ?  ” 

“  Pilot  knows  me,  and  John  and  Mary  know  I  am  here.  I 
came  only  this  evening,”  I  answered. 

“  Great  God  !  —  what  delusion  has  come  over  me  ?  What 
sweet  madness  has  seized  me  ?  ” 

“No  delusion  —  no  madness  :  your  mind,  sir,  is  too  strong 
for  delusion,  your  health  too  sound  for  frenzy.” 

“  And  where  is  the  speaker  ?  Is  it  only  a  voice  ?  Oh  !  I 
cannot  see,  hut  I  must  feel,  or  my  heart  will  stop  and  my  brain 
burst.  Whatever  —  whoever  you  are  —  be  perceptible  to  the 
touch,  or  I  cannot  live  !  ” 

He  groped  ;  I  arrested  his  wandering  hand,  and  prisoned  it 
in  both  mine. 

“  Her  very  fingers  !  ”  he  cried  ;  “  her  small,  slight  fingers  ! 
If  so,  there  must  be  more  of  her.” 

The  muscular  hand  broke  from  my  custody  ;  my  arm  was 
seized,  my  shoulder  —  neck  —  waist  —  I  was  entwined  and 
gathered  to  him. 

“Is  it  Jane?  What  is  it?  This  is  her  shape  —  this  is  her 
size - ” 

“  And  this  her  voice,”  I  added.  “  She  is  all  here  :  her  heart 
too.  God  bless  you,  sir  !  I  am  glad  to  be  so  near  you  again.” 

“  Jane  Eyre  !  — Jane  Eyre,”  was  all  he  said. 

“  My  dear  master,”  I  answered,  “  I  am  Jane  Eyre  :  I  have 
found  you  out  —  I  am  come  back  to  you.” 

“  In  the  truth  ?  —  in  the  flesh  ?  My  living  Jane  ?  ” 

“You  touch  me,  sir  —  you  hold  me,  and  fast  enough  :  I  am 
not  cold  like  a  corpse,  nor  vacant  like  air,  am  I  ?  ” 

“  My  living  darling  !  These  are  certainly  her  limbs,  and 
these  her  features  ;  but  I  cannot  be  so  blessed,  after  all  my 
misery.  It  is  a  dream  ;  such  dreams  as  I  have  had  at  night 
when  I  have  clasped  her  once  more  to  my  heart,  as  I  do  now  ; 
and  kissed  her,  as  thus  —  and  felt  that  she  loved  me,  and 
trusted  that  she  would  not  leave  me.” 
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“  Which  T  never  will,  sir,  from  this  day.” 

“Never  will,  says  the  vision?  But  I  always  woke  and 
found  it  an  empty  mockery  ;  and  I  was  desolate  and  aban¬ 
doned  —  my  life  dark,  lonely,  hopeless  —  my  soul  athirst,  and 
forbidden  to  drink  —  my  heart  famished,  and  never  to  be  fed. 
Gentle,  soft  dream,  nestling  in  my  arms  now,  you  will  fly,  too, 
as  your  sisters  have  all  fled  before  you :  but  kiss  me  before  you 
go  —  embrace  me,  Jane.” 

“  There,  sir  —  and  there  !  ” 

I  pressed  my  lips  to  his  once  brilliant  and  now  rayless  eyes 
—  I  swept  his  hair  from  his  brow,  and  kissed  that  too.  He 
suddenly  seemed  to  arouse  himself  :  the  conviction  of  the  reality 
of  all  this  seized  him. 

“It  is  you — is  it,  Jane?  You  are  come  back  to  me,  then? ” 

“I  am.” 

“  And  you  do  not  lie  dead  in  some  ditch  under  some  stream  ? 
And  you  are  not  a  pining  outcast  among  strangers  ?  ” 

“  No,  sir  ;  I  am  an  independent  woman  now.” 

“  Independent !  What  do  you  mean,  Jane  ?  ” 

“  My  uncle  in  Madeira  is  dead,  and  he  left  me  five  thousand 
pounds.” 

“  Ah,  this  is  practical  —  this  is  real !  ”  he  cried  :  “  I  should 
never  dream  that.  Besides,  there  is  that  peculiar  voice  of  hers, 
so  animating  and  piquant,  as  well  as  soft :  it  cheers  my  with¬ 
ered  heart;  it  puts  life  into  it. — What,  Janet!  Are  you  an 
independent  woman  ?  A  rich  woman  ?  ” 

“  Quite  rich,  sir.  If  you  won’t  let  me  live  with  you,  I  can 
build  a  house  of  my  own  close  up  to  your  door,  and  you  may 
come  and  sit  in  my  parlor  when  you  want  company  of  an 
evening.” 

“  But  as  you  are  rich,  Jane,  you  have  now,  no  doubt,  friends 
who  will  look  after  you,  and  not  suffer  you  to  devote  yourself 
to  a  blind  lamenter  like  me  ?  ” 

“  I  told  you  I  am  independent,  sir,  as  well  as  rich :  I  am 
my  own  mistress.” 

“  And  you  will  stay  with  me  ?  ” 

“Certainly  —  unless  you  object.  I  will  be  your  neighbor, 
your  nurse,  your  housekeeper.  I  find  you  lonely  :  I  will  be 
your  companion  —  to  read  to  you,  to  walk  with  you,  to  sit  with 
you,  to  wait  on  you,  to  be  eyes  and  hands  to  you.  Cease  to 
look  so  melancholy,  my  dear  master ;  you  shall  not  be  left  deso¬ 
late  so  long  as  I  live.” 
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He  replied  not :  lie  seemed  serious  —  abstracted  ;  he  sighed  ; 
he  half  opened  his  lips  as  if  to  speak  ;  he  closed  them  again.  I 
felt  a  little  embarrassed.  Perhaps  I  had  too  rashly  overleaped 
conventionalities  ;  and  he,  like  St.  John,  saw  impropriety  in 
my  inconsiderateness.  I  had  indeed  made  my  proposal  from 
the  idea  that  he  wished  and  would  ask  me  to  be  his  wife  :  an 
expectation,  not  the  less  certain  because  unexpressed,  had 
buoyed  me  up,  that  he  would  claim  me  at  once  as  his  own. 
But  no  hint  to  that  effect  escaped  him,  and  his  countenance 
becoming  more  overcast,  I  suddenly  remembered  that  I  might 
have  been  all  wrong,  and  was  perhaps  playing  the  fool  unwit¬ 
tingly  ;  and  I  began  gently  to  withdraw  myself  from  his  arms 

—  but  he  eagerly  snatched  me  closer. 

“No,  no,  Jane;  you  must  not  go.  No  —  I  have  touched 
you,  heard  you,  felt  the  comfort  of  your  presence  —  the  sweet¬ 
ness  of  your  consolation  :  I  cannot  give  up  these  joys,  I  have 
little  left  in  myself  —  I  must  have  you.  The  world  may  laugh 

—  may  call  me  absurd,  selfish  —  but  it  does  not  signify.  My 
very  soul  demands  you  :  it  will  be  satisfied,  or  it  will  take 
deadly  vengeance  on  its  frame.” 

“  Well,  sir,  I  will  stay  with  you  :  I  have  said  so.” 

“Yes  —  but  you  understand  one  thing  by  staying  with  me ; 
and  I  understand  another.  You,  perhaps,  could  make  up  your 
mind  to  be  about  my  hand  and  chair  —  to  wait  on  me  as  a 
kind  little  nurse  (for  you  have  an  affectionate  heart  and  a  gen¬ 
erous  spirit,  which  prompt  you  to  make  sacrifices  for  those  you 
pity),  and  that  ought  to  suffice  for  me,  no  doubt.  I  suppose  I 
should  entertain  none  but  fatherly  feelings  for  you :  do  you 
think  so  ?  Come — tell  me.” 

“  I  will  think  what  you  like,  sir :  I  am  content  to  be  only 
your  nurse,  if  you  think  it  better.” 

“But  you  cannot  always  be  my  nurse,  Janet;  you  are 
young  —  you  must  marry  one  day.” 

“  I  don’t  care  about  being  married.” 

“You  should  care,  Janet:  if  I  were  what  I  once  was,  I 
would  try  to  make  you  care,  but  —  a  sightless  block  !  ” 

He  relapsed  again  into  gloom.  I,  on  the  contrary,  became 
more  cheerful,  and  took  fresh  courage ;  these  last  words  gave 
me  an  insight  as  to  where  the  difficulty  lay ;  and  as  it  was  no 
difficulty  with  me,  I  felt  quite  relieved  from  my  previous  em¬ 
barrassment.  I  resumed  a  livelier  vein  of  conversation. 

“  It  is  time  some  one  undertook  to  re-humanize  you,”  said  I, 


JANE  EYRE’S  FORTUNES. 


251 


parting  his  thick  and  long  uncut  locks;  “for  I  see  you  are 
being  metamorphosed  into  a  lion  or  something  of  that  sort. 
You  have  a  ‘faux  air’  of  Nebuchadnezzar  in  the  fields  about 
you,  that  is  certain  :  your  hair  reminds  me  of  eagles’  feathers  ; 
whether  your  nails  are  grown  like  birds’  claws  or  not,  I  have 
not  yet  noticed.” 

“  On  this  arm,  I  have  neither  hand  nor  nails,”  he  said,  draw¬ 
ing  the  mutilated  arm  from  his  breast,  and  showing  it  to  me. 
“  It  is  a  mere  stump  —  a  ghastly  sight  !  Don’t  you  think  so, 
Jane  ?  ” 

“  It  is  a  pity  to  see  it ;  and  a  pity  to  see  your  eyes  —  and  the 
scar  of  fire  on  your  forehead  :  and  the  worst  of  it  is,  one  is  in 
danger  of  loving  you  too  well  for  all  this,  and  making  too  much 
of  you.” 

“I  thought  you  would  be  revolted,  Jane,  when  you  saw  my 
arm,  and  my  cicatrized  visage.” 

“Did  you?  Don’t  tell  me  so,  lest  I  should  say  something 
disparaging  to  your  judgment.  Now,  let  me  leave  you  an 
instant,  to  make  a  better  fire  and  have  the  hearth  swept  up. 
Can  you  tell  when  there  is  a  good  fire  ?  ” 

“  Yes  :  with  the  right  eye  I  see  a  glow  —  a  ruddy  haze.” 

“  And  you  see  the  candles  ?  ” 

“Very  dimly  —  each  is  a  luminous  cloud.” 

“  Can  you  see  me?” 

“No,  my  fairy  :  but  I  am  only  too  thankful  to  hear  and  feel 
you.” 

“  When  do  you  take  supper?” 

“  I  never  take  supper.” 

“  But  you  shall  have  some  to-night.  I  am  hungry  :  so  are 
you,  I  dare  say,  only  you  forget.” 

Summoning  Mary,  I  soon  had  the  room  in  more  cheerful 
order  :  I  prepared  him,  likewise,  a  comfortable  repast.  My 
spirits  were  excited,  and  with  pleasure  and  ease  I  talked  to 
him  during  supper,  and  for  a  long  time  after.  There  was  no 
harassing  restraint,  no  repressing  of  glee  and  vivacity,  with 
him  ;  for  with  him  I  was  at  perfect  ease,  because  I  knew  I 
suited  him  :  all  I  said  or  did  seemed  either  to  console  or  revive 
him.  Delightful  consciousness  !  It  brought  to  life  and  light 
my  whole  nature  :  in  his  presence  I  thoroughly  lived  ;  and  he 
lived  in  mine.  Blind  as  he  was,  smiles  played  over  his  face, 
joy  dawned  on  his  forehead ;  his  lineaments  softened  and 
warmed. 
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After  supper,  he  began  to  ask  me  many  questions,  of  where 
I  had  been,  what  I  had  been  doing,  how  I  had  found  him  out ; 
but  I  gave  him  only  very  partial  replies ;  it  was  too  late  to 
enter  into  particulars  that  night.  Besides,  I  wished  to  touch 
no  deep-thrilling  cord — to  open  no  fresh  well  of  emotion  in 
his  heart :  my  sole  present  aim  was  to  cheer  him.  Cheered,  as 
I  have  said,  he  was  :  and  yet  but  by  fits.  If  a  moment’s 
silence  broke  the  conversation,  he  would  turn  restless,  touch 
me,  then  say,  “Jane.” 

“You  are  altogether  a  human  being,  Jane?  You  are 
certain  of  that  ?  ” 

“  I  conscientiously  believe  so,  Mr.  Rochester.” 

“Yet  how,  on  this  dark  and  doleful  evening,  could  you  so 
suddenly  rise  on  my  lone  hearth  ?  I  stretched  my  hand  to  take 
a  glass  of  water  from  a  hireling,  and  it  was  given  me  by  you  : 
I  asked  a  question,  expecting  John’s  wife  to  answer  me,  and 
your  voice  spoke  at  my  ear.” 

“Because  I  had  come  in,  in  Mary’s  stead,  with  the  tray.” 

“  And  there  is  enchantment  in  the  very  hour  I  am  now 
spending  with  you.  Who  can  tell  what  a  dark,  dreary,  hope¬ 
less  life  I  have  dragged  on  for  months  past !  Doing  nothing, 
expecting  nothing  ;  merging  night  into  day ;  feeling  but  the 
sensation  of  cold  when  I  let  the  fire  go  out,  of  hunger  when  I 
forgot  to  eat ;  and  then  a  ceaseless  sorrow  and,  at  times,  a  very 
delirium  of  desire  to  behold  my  Jane  again.  Yes  :  for  her 
restoration  I  longed,  far  more  than  for  that  of  my  lost  sight. 
How  can  it  be  that  Jane  is  with  me,  and  says  she  loves  me? 
Will  she  not  depart  as  suddenly  as  she  came  ?  To-morrow,  I 
fear,  I  shall  find  her  no  more.” 

A  commonplace,  practical  reply,  out  of  the  train  of  his  own 
disturbed  ideas,  was,  I  was  sure,  the  best  and  most  reassuring 
for  him  in  this  frame  of  mind.  I  passed  my  finger  over  his 
eyebrows,  and  remarked  that  they  were  scorched,  and  that  I 
would  apply  something  which  should  make  them  grow  as  broad 
and  as  black  as  ever. 

“  Where  is  the  use  of  doing  me  good  in  any  way,  beneficent 
spirit,  when  at  some  fatal  moment  you  will  again  desert  me  — 
passing  like  a  shadow,  whither  and  how,  to  me  unknown  ;  and 
for  me,  remaining  afterward  undiscoverable  ?  ” 

“  Have  you  a  pocket  comb  about  you,  sir  ?  ” 

“  What  for,  J ane  ?  ” 

“Just  to  comb  out  this  shaggy  black  mane.  I  find  you 
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rather  alarming,  when  I  examine  you  close  at  hand:  you  talk 
of  my  being  a  fairy ;  but  I’m  sure  you  are  more  like  a  brownie.” 

“  Am  I  hideous,  Jane  ?  ” 

“  Very,  sir  ;  you  always  were,  you  know.” 

“  Humph  !  The  wickedness  has  not  been  taken  out  of  you, 
wherever  you  have  sojourned.” 

“  Y  et  I  have  been  with  good  people  ;  far  better  than  you  :  a 
hundred  times  better  people  :  possessed  of  ideas  and  views  you 
never  entertained  in  your  life  :  quite  more  refined  and  exalted.” 

“  Who  the  deuce  have  you  been  with  ?  ” 

“  If  you  twist  in  that  way  you  will  make  me  pull  the  hair 
out  of  your  head  ;  and  then  I  think  you  will  cease  to  entertain 
doubts  of  my  substantiality.” 

“Who  have  you  been  with,  Jane?” 

“You  shall  not  get  it  out  of  me  to-night,  sir;  you  must 
wait  till  to-morrow  ;  to  leave  my  tale  half  told,  will,  you  know, 
be  a  sort  of  security  that  I  shall  appear  at  your  breakfast  table 
to  finish  it.  By  the  bye,  I  must  mind  not  to  rise  on  your  hearth 
with  only  a  glass  of  water,  then  :  I  must  bring  an  egg  at  the 
least,  to  say  nothing  of  fried  ham.” 

“You  mocking  changeling  —  fairy  born  and  human  bred! 
You  make  me  feel  as  I  have  not  felt  these  twelve  months.  If 
Saul  could  have  had  you  for  his  David,  the  evil  spirit  would 
have  been  exorcised  without  the  aid  of  the  harp.” 

“There,  sit,  you  are  red  up  and  made  decent.  Now  I’ll 
leave  you  :  I  have  been  traveling  these  last  three  days,  and  I 
believe  I  am  tired.  Good  night.”  .  .  . 

Again,  as  he  kissed  me,  painful  thoughts  darkened  his 
aspect. 

“  My  seared  vision  !  My  crippled  strength  !  ”  he  murmured, 
regretfully. 

I  caressed,  in  order  to  soothe  him.  I  knew  of  what  he  was 
thinking,  and  wanted  to  speak  for  him  ;  but  dared  not.  As  he 
turned  aside  his  face  a  minute,  I  saw  a  tear  slide  from  under 
the  sealed  eyelid,  and  trickle  down  the  manly  cheek.  My 
heart  swelled. 

“  I  am  no  better  than  the  old  lightning-struck  chestnut  tree 
in  Thornfield  orchard,”  he  remarked  erelong.  “  And  what 
right  would  that  ruin  have  to  bid  a  budding  woodbine  cover  its 
decay  with  freshness  ?  ” 

“You  are  no  ruin,  sir  —  no  lightning-struck  tree  :  you  are 
green  and  vigorous.  Plants  will  grow  about  your  roots,  whether 
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you  ask  them  or  not,  because  they  take  delight  in  your  bountiful 
shadow ;  and  as  they  grow  they  will  lean  toward  you,  and  wind 
round  you,  because  your  strength  offers  them  so  safe  a  prop.” 

Again  he  smiled  ;  1  gave  him  comfort. 

“  You  speak  of  friends,  Jane?  ”  he  asked. 

“Yes:  of  friends,”  I  answered  rather  hesitatingly;  for  I 
knew  I  meant  more  than  friends,  but  could  not  tell  what  other 
word  to  employ.  He  helped  me  ! 

“  Ah  !  Jane.  But  I  want  a  wife.” 

“  Do  you,  sir  ?  ” 

“  Yes  ;  is  it  news  to  you  ?  ” 

“  Of  course  :  you  said  nothing  about  it  before.” 

“  Is  it  unwelcome  news?  ” 

“That  depends  on  circumstances,  sir  —  on  your  choice.” 

“  Which  you  shall  make  for  me,  Jane.  I  will  abide  by  your 
decision.” 

“Choose  then,  sir  —  her  who  loves  you  best." 

“I  will  at  least  choose  —  her  I  love  best.  Jane,  will  you 
marry  me  ?  ” 

“Yes,  sir.” 

“  A  poor  blind  man,  whom  you  will  have  to  lead  about  by 
the  hand  ?  ” 

“  Yes,  sir.” 

“  A  crippled  man,  twenty  years  older  than  you,  whom  you 
will  have  to  wait  on  ?  ” 

“Yes,  sir.” 

“Truly,  Jane?” 

“  Most  truly,  sir.” 

“  Oh  !  my  darling  !  God  bless  you  and  reward  you  !  ” 

“  Mr.  Rochester,  if  ever  I  did  a  good  deed  in  my  life  —  if 
ever  I  thought  a  good  thought  —  if  ever  I  prayed  a  sincere  and 
blameless  prayer  —  if  ever  I  wished  a  righteous  wish  —  I  am 
rewarded  now.  To  be  your  wife,  is,  for  me,  to  be  as  happy  as 
I  can  be  on  earth.” 

“  Because  you  delight  in  sacrifice.” 

“  Sacrifice  I  What  do  I  sacrifice?  Famine  for  food,  expec¬ 
tation  for  content.  To  be  privileged  to  put  my  arms  round 
what  I  value  —  to  press  my  lips  to  what  I  love  —  to  repose  on 
what  I  trust :  is  that  to  make  a  sacrifice  ?  If  so,  then  certainly 
I  delight  in  sacrifice.” 

“  And  to  bear  with  my  infirmities,  Jane  :  to  overlook  my 
deficiencies.” 
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“  Which  are  none,  sir,  to  me.  I  love  you  better  now,  when 
I  can  really  be  useful  to  you,  than  I  did  in  your  state  of  proud 
independence,  when  you  disdained  every  part  but  that  of  the 
giver  and  protector.” 

“  Hitherto  I  have  hated  to  be  helped — to  be  led  henceforth, 
I  feel  I  shall  hate  it  no  more.  I  did  not  like  to  put  my  hand 
into  a  hireling’s,  but  it  is  pleasant  to  feel  it  circled  by  Jane’s 
little  fingers.  I  preferred  utter  loneliness  to  the  constant  at¬ 
tendance  of  servants  ;  but  Jane’s  soft  ministry  will  be  a  per¬ 
petual  joy.  Jane  suits  me  :  do  I  suit  her?” 

“  To  the  finest  fiber  of  my  nature,  sir.” 

“  The  case  being  so,  we  have  nothing  in  the  world  to  wait 
for  :  we  must  be  married  instantly.” 

He  looked  and  spoke  with  eagerness :  his  old  impetuosity 
was  rising. 

“We  must  become  one  flesh  without  any  delay,  Jane  :  there 
is  but  the  license  to  get  —  then  we  marry.” 

“Mr.  Rochester,  I  have  just  discovered  the  sun  is  far  de¬ 
clined  from  its  meridian,  and  Pilot  is  actually  gone  home  to 
his  dinner.  Let  me  look  at  your  watch.” 

“Fasten  it  into  your  girdle,  Janet,  and  keep  it  hencefor¬ 
ward  :  I  have  no  use  for  it.” 

“  It  is  nearly  four  o’clock  in  the  afternoon,  sir.  Don’t  you 
feel  hungry  ?  ” 

“  The  third  day  from  this  must  be  our  wedding  day,  Jane. 
Never  mind  fine  clothes  and  jewels,  now:  all  that  is  not  worth 
a  fillip.” 

“  The  sun  has  dried  up  all  the  raindrops,  sir.  The  breeze 
is  still  :  it  is  quite  hot.” 

“  Do  you  know,  Jane,  I  have  your  little  pearl  necklace  at 
this  moment  fastened  round  my  bronze  scrag  under  my  cravat? 
I  have  worn  it  since  the  day  I  lost  my  only  treasure,  as  a 
memento  of  her.” 

“We  will  go  home  through  the  wood:  that  will  be  the 
shadiest  way.” 
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By  CAROLINE  NORTON. 

[The  Hon.  Mrs.  Norton  (Caroline  Elizabeth  Sarah  Sheridan),  English 
poet  and  novelist,  was  the  granddaughter  of  Richard  Brinsley  Sheridan,  and 
was  born  in  London,  in  1808.  In  1827  she  married  the  Hon.  George  Chappel 
Norton  but  the  union  proved  an  unfortunate  one  and  a  separation  followed  a 
few  years  later.  She  died  June  14,  1877,  shortly  after  her  second  marriage,  to 
Sir  W.  Stirling-Maxwell.  Among  Mrs.  Norton’s  works  are  the  poems  “Sor¬ 
rows  of  Rosalie”  and  “The  Undying  One,”  and  the  novels  “Lost  and  Saved,” 
“  Stuart  of  Dunleath,”  and  “Old  Sir  Douglas.”] 

A  soldier  of  the  Legion  lay  dying  in  Algiers, 

There  was  lack  of  woman’s  nursing,  there  was  dearth  of  woman’s 
tears ; 

But  a  comrade  stood  beside  him,  while  the  life-blood  ebbed  away, 
And  bent  with  pitying  glances  to  hear  what  he  might  say. 

The  dying  soldier  faltered,  as  he  took  that  comrade  s  hand, 

And  he  said :  “  I  never  more  shall  see  my  own  —  my  native  land  ! 
Take  a  message  and  a  token  to  some  distant  friends  of  mine, 

For  I  was  born  at  Bingen  —  at  Bingen  on  the  Rhine ! 

“Tell  my  brothers  and  companions,  when  they  meet  and  crowd 
around, 

To  hear  the  mournful  story  in  the  pleasant  vineyard  ground, 

That  we  fought  the  battle  bravely,  and  when  the  day  was  done, 

Full  many  a  corse  lay  ghastly  pale  beneath  the  setting  sun : 

And  midst  the  dead  and  dying  were  some  grown  old  in  wars, 

The  death  wound  on  their  gallant  breasts,  the  last  of  many  scars ; 
But  some  were  young,  and  suddenly  beheld  life’s  morn  decline, 

And  one  had  come  from  Bingen  —  fair  Bingen  on  the  Rhine ! 

“  Tell  my  mother  that  her  other  sons  shall  comfort  her  old  age, 

For  I  was  still  a  truant  bird,  that  thought  his  home  a  cage : 

For  my  father  was  a  soldier,  and  even  when  a  child, 

My  heart  leaped  forth  to  hear  him  tell  of  struggles  fierce  and  wild ; 
And  when  he  died,  and  left  us  to  divide  his  scanty  hoard, 

I  let  them  take  whate’er  they  would,  but  kept  my  father’s  sword! 
And  with  boyish  love  I  hung  it  where  the  bright  light  used  to  shine, 
On  the  cottage  wall  at  Bingen  —  calm  Bingen  on  the  Rhine ! 

“  Tell  my  sister  not  to  weep  for  me,  and  sob  with  drooping  head, 
When  the  troops  come  marching  home  again,  with  glad  and  gallant 
tread ; 

But  to  look  upon  them  proudly,  with  a  calm  and  steadfast  eye, 

For  her  brother  was  a  soldier,  too,  and  not  afraid  to  die. 
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And  if  a  comrade  seek  her  love,  I  ask  her  in  my  name 
To  listen  to  him  kindly,  without  regret  or  shame ; 

And  to  hang  the  old  sword  in  its  place  (my  father’s  sword  and 
mine), 

For  the  honor  of  old  Bingen  —  dear  Bingen  on  the  Rhine! 

“  There’s  another  —  not  a  sister.  —  In  the  happy  days  gone  by 
You’d  have  known  her  by  the  merriment  that  sparkled  in  her  eye; 
Too  innocent  for  coquetry,  too  fond  for  idle  scorning,  — 

O  friend !  I  fear  the  lightest  heart  makes  sometimes  heaviest 
mourning ! 

Tell  her  the  last  night  of  my  life  (for,  ere  the  moon  be  risen, 

My  body  will  be  out  of  pain,  my  soul  be  out  of  prison), 

I  dreamed  I  stood  with  her,  and.  saw  the  yellow  sunlight  shine 
On  the  vine-clad  hills  of  Bingen  — fair  Bingen  on  the  Rhine! 

“I  saw  the  blue  Rhine  sweep  along,  —  I  heard,  or  seemed  to  hear, 
The  German  songs  we  used  to  sing,  in  chorus  sweet  and  clear ; 

And  down  the  pleasant  river,  and  up  the  slanting  hill, 

The  echoing  chorus  sounded,  through  the  evening  calm  and  still ; 
And  her  glad  blue  eyes  were  on  me,  as  we  passed,  with  friendly  talk, 
Down  many  a  path  beloved  of  yore,  and  well-remembered  walk; 
And  her  little  hand  lay  lightly,  confidingly,  in  mine : 

But  we’ll  meet  no  more  at  Bingen  —  loved  Bingen  on  the  Rhine  !  ” 

His  trembling  voice  grew  faint  and  hoarse,  his  gasp  was  childish  weak ; 
His  eyes  put  on  a  dying  look  —  he  sighed  and  ceased  to  speak ; 

His  comrade  bent  to  lift  him,  but  the  spark  of  life  had  fled  — 

The  soldier  of  the  Legion  in  a  foreign  land  was  dead ! 

And  the  soft  moon  rose  up  slowly,  and  calmly  she  looked  down 
On  the  red  sand  of  the  battle  field,  with  bloody  corses  strown ; 

Yes,  calmly  on  that  dreadful  scene  her  pale  light  seemed  to  shine, 
As  it  shone  on  distant  Bingen  —  fair  Bingen  on  the  Rhine ! 

THE  KING  OF  DENMARK’S  RIDE. 

By  CAROLINE  NORTON. 

Word  was  brought  to  the  Danish  king 
(Hurry !) 

That  the  love  of  his  heart  lay  suffering, 

And  pined  for  the  comfort  his  voice  would  bring. 

(Oh,  ride  as  though  you  were  flying ! ) 

Better  he  loves  each  golden  curl 
On  the  brow  of  that  Scandinavian  girl, 
roL.  xxiv.  — 17 
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Than  his  rich  crown  jewels  of  ruby  and  pearl; 

And  his  rose  of  the  isles  is  dying ! 

Thirty  nobles  saddled  with  speed  ; 

(Hurry  !) 

Each  one  mounting  a  gallant  steed 
Which  he  kept  for  battle  and  days  of  need. 

(Oh,  ride  as  though  you  were  flying ! ) 

Spurs  were  struck  in  the  foaming  flank ; 

Worn-out  chargers  staggered  and  sank ; 

Bridles  were  slackened  and  girths  were  burst, 

But,  ride  as  they  would,  the  king  rode  first, 

For  his  rose  of  the  isles  lay  dying ! 

His  nobles  are  beaten  one  by  one ; 

(Hurry !) 

They  have  fainted  and  faltered  and  homeward  gone ; 
His  little  fair  page  now  follows  alone, 

For  strength  and  for  courage  trying ! 

The  king  looked  back  at  that  faithful  child ; 

Wan  was  the  face  that  answering  smiled ; 

They  passed  the  drawbridge  with  clattering  din, 
Then  he  dropped ;  and  only  the  king  rode  in 
Where  his  rose  of  the  isles  lay  dying ! 

The  king  blew  a  blast  on  his  bugle  horn ; 

(Silence !) 

No  answer  came,  but  faint  and  forlorn 
An  echo  returned  on  the  cold,  gray  morn, 

Like  the  breath  of  a  spirit  sighing. 

The  castle  portal  stood  grimly  wide  — 

None  welcomed  the  king  from  that  weary  ride; 

For  dead,  in  the  light  of  the  dawning  day, 

The  pale,  sweet  form  of  the  welcomer  lay, 

Who  had  yearned  for  his  voice  while  dying. 

The  panting  steed,  with  a  drooping  crest, 

Stood  weary. 

The  king  returned  from  her  chamber  of  rest, 

The  thick  sobs  choking  in  his  breast ; 

And,  that  dumb  companion  eying, 

The  tears  gushed  forth  which  he  strove  to  check ; 
He  bowed  his  head  on  his  charger’s  neck : 

“  0  steed,  that  every  nerve  didst  strain  — 

Dear  steed,  our  ride  hath  been  in  vain 

To  the  halls  where  my  love  lay  dying  !  ” 
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By  EUGENE  SUE. 

(From  “  The  Wandering  Jew.”) 

[Eugene  Sue,  author,  was  born  in  Paris,  France,  December  10,  1804,  son 
of  a  naval  surgeon.  He  was  educated  to  his  father’s  profession,  and  spent  six 
years  in  the  navy,  retiring  in  1830.  He  published:  “  Kernock,  the  Pirate” 
(1830),  “  History  of  the  French  Navy  ”  (1835-1837),  “  History  of  the  War  Navies 
of  all  Nations”  (1841),  “The  Mysteries  of  Paris”  (1843),  “The  Wandering 
Jew”  (1845),  “Martin  the  Foundling”  (1847),  “The  Seven  Deadly  Sins” 
(1847-1849),  “The  Mysteries  of  the  People”  (1849),  “The  Jouffroy  Family  ” 
(1854),  “The  Secrets  of  the  Confessional”  (1858),  and  other  works  less  im¬ 
portant.  He  died  at  Annecy,  Switzerland,  July  3,  1857.] 

The  morning  after  Dupont’s  mission  to  Prince  Djalma,  the 
latter  was  walking  with  hasty  and  impatient  step  up  and  down 
the  little  saloon,  which  communicated,  as  we  already  know,  with 
the  greenhouse  from  which  Adrienne  had  entered  when  she  first 
appeared  to  him.  In  remembrance  of  that  day,  he  had  chosen 
to  dress  himself  as  on  the  occasion  in  question :  he  wore  the 
same  tunic  of  white  cashmere,  with  a  cherry-colored  turban,  to 
match  with  his  girdle  ;  his  gaiters  of  scarlet  velvet,  embroidered 
with  silver,  displayed  the  fine  form  of  his  leg,  and  terminated 
in  small  white  morocco  slippers,  with  red  heels.  Happiness  has 
so  instantaneous,  and,  as  it  were,  material  an  influence  upon 
young,  lively,  and  ardent  natures,  that  Djalma,  dejected  and 
despairing  only  the  day  before,  was  no  longer  like  the  same 
person.  The  pale,  transparent  gold  of  his  complexion  was  no 
longer  tarnished  by  a  livid  hue.  His  large  eyes,  of  late  ob¬ 
scured  like  black  diamonds  by  a  humid  vapor,  now  shone  with 
mild  radiance  in  the  center  of  their  pearly  setting ;  his  lips, 
long  pale,  had  recovered  their  natural  color,  which  was  rich 
and  soft  as  the  fine  purple  flowers  of  his  country. 

Ever  and  anon,  pausing  in  his  hasty  walk,  he  stopped  sud¬ 
denly,  and  drew  from  his  bosom  a  little  piece  of  paper,  care¬ 
fully  folded,  which  he  pressed  to  his  lips  with  enthusiastic 
ardor.  Then,  unable  to  restrain  the  expression  of  his  hap¬ 
piness,  he  uttered  a  full  and  sonorous  cry  of  joy,  and  with  a 
bound  he  was  in  front  of  the  plate  glass  which  separated  the 
saloon  from  the  conservatory,  in  which  he  had  first  seen  Made¬ 
moiselle  de  Cardoville.  By  a  singular  power  of  remembrance, 


260 


THE  FATAL  NUPTIALS. 


or  marvelous  hallucination  of  a  mind  possessed  by  a  fixed  idea, 
Djalma  had  often  seen,  or  fancied  he  saw,  the  adored  semblance 
of  Adrienne  appear  to  him  through  this  sheet  of  crystal.  The 
illusion  had  been  so  complete,  that,  with  his  eyes  ardently  fixed 
on  the  vision  he  invoked,  he  had  been  able,  with  the  aid  of  a 
pencil  dipped  in  carmine,  to  trace,  with  astonishing  exactness, 
the  profile  of  the  ideal  countenance  which  the  delirium  of  his 
imagination  had  presented  to  his  view.  It  was  before  these  deli¬ 
cate  lines  of  bright  carmine  that  Djalma  now  stood  in  deep  con¬ 
templation,  after  perusing,  and  reperusing,  and  raising  twenty 
times  to  his  lips  the  letter  he  had  received  the  night  before 
from  the  hands  of  Dupont.  Djalma  was  not  alone.  Farin- 
ghea  watched  all  the  movements  of  the  prince,  with  a  subtle, 
attentive,  and  gloomy  aspect.  Standing  respectfully  in  a  cor¬ 
ner  of  the  saloon,  the  half-caste  appeared  to  be  occupied  in  un¬ 
folding  and  spreading  out  Djalma’s  sash,  light,  silky  Indian 
web,  the  brown  ground  of  which  was  almost  entirely  concealed 
by  the  exquisite  gold  and  silver  embroidery  with  which  it  was 
overlaid. 

The  countenance  of  the  half-caste  wore  a  dark  and  gloomy 
expression.  He  could  not  deceive  himself.  The  letter  from 
Mademoiselle  de  Cardoville,  delivered  by  Dupont  to  Djalma, 
must  have  been  the  cause  of  the  delight  he  now  experienced, 
for,  without  doubt,  he  knew  himself  beloved.  In  that  event, 
his  obstinate  silence  toward  Faringhea,  ever  since  the  latter 
had  entered  the  saloon,  greatly  alarmed  the  half-caste,  who 
could  not  tell  what  interpretation  to  put  upon  it.  The  night 
before,  after  parting  with  Dupont,  he  had  hastened,  in  a  state 
of  anxiety  easily  understood,  to  look  for  the  prince,  in  the  hope 
of  ascertaining  the  effect  produced  by  Mademoiselle  de  Cardo- 
ville’s  letter.  But  he  found  the  parlor  door  closed,  and  when 
he  knocked,  he  received  no  answer  from  within.  Then,  though 
the  night  was  far  advanced,  he  had  dispatched  a  note  to  Rodin, 
in  which  he  informed  him  of  Dupont’s  visit  and  its  probable 
intention.  Djalma  had  indeed  passed  the  night  in  a  tumult 
of  happiness  and  hope,  and  a  fever  of  impatience  quite  impossi¬ 
ble  to  describe.  Repairing  to  his  bedchamber  only  toward 
the  morning,  he  had  taken  a  few  moments  of  repose,  and  had 
then  dressed  himself  without  assistance. 

Many  times,  but  in  vain,  the  half-caste  had  discreetly 
knocked  at  the  door  of  Djalma’s  apartment.  It  was  only  in  the 
early  part  of  the  afternoon  that  the  prince  had  rung  the  bell  to 
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order  his  carriage  to  be  ready  by  half-past  two.  Faringhea  hav¬ 
ing  presented  himself,  the  prince  had  given  him  the  order  with¬ 
out  looking  at  him,  as  he  might  have  done  to  any  other  of  his 
servants.  Was  this  suspicion,  aversion,  or  mere  absence  of  mind 
on  the  part  of  Djalma  ?  Such  were  the  questions  which  the 
half-caste  put  to  himself  with  growing  anguish  ;  for  the  designs 
of  which  he  was  the  most  active  and  immediate  instrument 
might  all  be  ruined  by  the  least  suspicion  in  the  prince. 

“  Oh  !  the  hours  —  the  hours  —  how  slow  they  are  !  ”  cried 
the  young  Indian,  suddenly,  in  a  low  and  trembling  voice. 

“  The  day  before  yesterday,  my  lord,  you  said  the  hours 
were  very  long,”  observed  Faringhea,  as  he  drew  near  Djalma 
in  order  to  attract  his  attention.  Seeing  that  he  did  not  suc¬ 
ceed  in  this,  he  advanced  a  few  steps  nearer,  and  resumed  : 
“Your  joy  seems  very  great,  my  lord;  tell  the  cause  of  it  to 
your  poor  and  faithful  servant,  that  he  also  may  rejoice  with 
you.” 

If  he  heard  the  words,  Djalma  did  not  pay  any  attention  to 
them.  He  made  no  answer,  and  his  large  black  eyes  gazed 
upon  vacancy.  He  seemed  to  smile  admiringly  on  some  en¬ 
chanting  vision,  and  he  folded  his  two  hands  upon  his  bosom, 
in  the  attitude  which  his  countrymen  assume  at  the  hour  of 
prayer.  After  some  instants  of  contemplation,  he  said,  “  What 
o’clock  is  it  ?  ”  but  he  asked  this  question  of  himself,  rather 
than  of  any  third  person. 

“  It  will  soon  be  two  o’clock,  my  lord,”  said  Faringhea. 

Having  heard  this  answer,  Djalma  seated  himself,  and  hid 
his  face  in  his  hands,  as  if  completely  absorbed  in  some  ineffable 
meditation.  Urged  on  by  his  growing  anxiety,  and  wishing 
at  any  cost  to  attract  the  attention  of  Djalma,  Faringhea  ap¬ 
proached  still  nearer  to  him,  and,  almost  certain  of  the  effect 
of  the  words  he  was  about  to  utter,  said  to  him  in  a  slow  and 
emphatic  voice  :  “  My  lord,  I  am  sure  that  you  owe  the  happi¬ 
ness  which  now  transports  you  to  Mademoiselle  de  Cardoville.” 

Hardly  had  this  name  been  pronounced,  than  Djalma  started 
from  his  chair,  looked  the  half-breed  full  in  the  face,  and  ex¬ 
claimed,  as  if  only  just  aware  of  his  presence,  “  Faringhea  !  you 
here  !  what  is  the  matter  ?  ” 

“Your  faithful  servant  shares  in  your  joy,  my  lord.” 

“  What  joy  ?  ” 

“  That  which  the  letter  of  Mademoiselle  de  Cardoville  has 
occasioned,  my  lord.” 
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Djalma  returned  no  answer,  but  his  eyes  shone  with  so 
much  serene  happiness  that  the  half-caste  recovered  from  his 
apprehensions.  No  cloud  of  doubt  or  suspicion  obscured  the 
radiant  features  of  the  prince.  After  a  few  moments  of  silence, 
Djalma  fixed  upon  the  half-caste  a  look  half  veiled  with  a  tear 
of  joy,  and  said  to  him,  with  the  expression  of  one  whose  heart 
overflows  with  love  and  happiness  :  “  Oh  !  such  delight  is  good 
—  great  —  like  heaven  !  for  it  is  heaven  which - ” 

“You  deserve  this  happiness,  my  lord,  after  so  many 
sufferings.” 

“  What  sufferings  ?  Oh  !  yes.  I  formerly  suffered  at 
Java  ;  but  that  was  years  ago.” 

“My  lord,  this  great  good  fortune  does  not  astonish  me. 
What  have  I  always  told  you  ?  Do  not  despair  ;  feign  a 
violent  passion  for  some  other  woman,  and  then  this  proud 
young  lady - ” 

At  these  words  Djalma  looked  at  the  half-caste  with  so 
piercing  a  glance,  that  the  latter  stopped  short ;  but  the  prince 
said  to  him  with  affectionate  goodness,  “  Go  on  !  I  listen.” 

Then,  leaning  his  chin  upon  his  hand,  and  his  elbow  on  his 
knee,  he  gazed  so  intently  on  Faringhea,  and  yet  with  such 
unutterable  mildness,  that  even  that  iron  soul  was  touched  for 
a  moment  with  a  slight  feeling  of  remorse. 

“I  was  saying,  my  lord,”  he  resumed,  “that  by  following 
the  counsels  of  your  faithful  slave,  who  persuaded  you  to  feign 
a  passionate  love  for  another  woman,  you  have  brought  the 
proud  Mademoiselle  de  Cardoville  to  come  to  you.  Did  I  not 
tell  you  it  would  be  so?  ” 

“Yes,  you  did  tell  me  so,”  answered  Djalma,  still  maintain¬ 
ing  the  same  position,  and  examining  the  half-caste  with  the 
same  fixed  and  mild  attention. 

The  surprise  of  Faringhea  increased  ;  generally,  the  prince, 
without  treating  him  with  the  least  harshness,  preserved  the 
somewhat  distant  and  imperious  manners  of  their  common 
country,  and  he  had  never  before  spoken  to  him  with  such 
extreme  mildness.  Knowing  all  the  evil  he  had  done  the 
prince,  and  suspicious  as  the  wicked  must  ever  be,  the  half-caste 
thought  for  a  moment  that  his  master’s  apparent  kindness 
might  conceal  a  snare.  He  continued,  therefore,  with  less 
assurance,  “  Believe  me,  my  lord,  this  day,  if  you  do  but  know 
how  to  profit  by  your  advantages,  will  console  you  for  all  your 
troubles,  which  have  indeed  been  great  —  for  only  yesterday. 
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though  you  are  generous  enough  to  forget  it,  only  yesterday  you 
suffered  cruelly  —  but  you  were  not  alone  in  your  sufferings. 
This  proud  young  lady  suffered  also !  ” 

“  Do  you  think  so  ?  ”  said  Djalma. 

“  Oh  !  it  is  quite  sure,  my  lord.  What  must  she  not  have 
felt,  when  she  saw  you  at  the  theater  with  another  woman  !  If 
she  loved  you  only  a  little,  she  must  have  been  deeply  wounded 
in  her  self-esteem  ;  if  she  loved  you  with  passion,  she  must 
have  been  struck  to  the  heart.  At  length,  you  see,  wearied 
out  with  suffering,  she  has  come  to  you.” 

“  So  that,  anyway,  she  must  have  suffered  —  and  that  does 
not  move  your  pity  ?  ”  said  Djalma,  in  a  constrained,  but  still 
very  mild  voice. 

“  Before  thinking  of  others,  my  lord,  I  think  of  your  dis¬ 
tresses  ;  and  they  touch  me  too  nearly  to  leave  me  any  pity  for 
other  woes,”  added  Faringhea,  hypocritically,  so  greatly  had 
the  influence  of  Rodin  already  modified  the  character  of  the 
Phansegar. 

“  It  is  strange  !  ”  said  Djalma,  speaking  to  himself,  as  he 
viewed  the  half-caste  with  a  glance  still  kind,  but  piercing. 

“  What  is  strange,  my  lord  ?  ” 

“Nothing.  But  tell  me,  since  your  advice  has  hitherto 
prospered  so  well,  what  think  you  of  the  future  ?  ” 

“  Of  the  future,  my  lord  ?  ” 

“Yes;  in  an  hour  I  shall  be  with  Mademoiselle  de  Cardo- 
ville.” 

“  That  is  a  serious  matter,  my  lord.  The  whole  future  will 
depend  upon  this  interview.” 

“That  is  what  I  was  just  thinking.” 

“  Believe  me,  my  lord,  women  never  love  any  so  well  as  the 
bold  man  who  spares  them  the  embarrassment  of  a  refusal.” 

“Explain  more  fully.” 

“  Well,  my  lord,  they  despise  the  timid  and  languishing 
lover,  who  asks  humbly  for  what  he  might  take  by  force.” 

“  But  to-day  I  shall  meet  Mademoiselle  de  Cardoville  for 
the  first  time.” 

“  You  have  met  her  a  thousand  times  in  your  dreams,  my 
lord ;  and  depend  upon  it,  she  has  seen  you  also  in  her  dreams, 
since  she  loves  you.  Every  one  of  your  amorous  thoughts  has 
found  an  echo  in  her  heart.  All  your  ardent  adorations  have 
been  responded  to  by  her.  Love  has  not  two  languages,  and, 
without  meeting,  you  have  said  all  that  you  had  to  say  to  each 
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other.  Now,  it  is  for  you  to  act  as  her  master,  and  she  will  be 
yours  entirely.” 

“  It  is  strange  —  very  strange  !  ”  said  Djalma,  a  second  time, 
without  removing  his  eyes  from  Faringhea’s  face. 

Mistaking  the  sense  which  the  prince  attached  to  these 
words,  the  half-caste  resumed  :  “  Believe  me,  my  lord,  however 
strange  it  may  appear,  this  is  the  wisest  course.  Remember 
the  past.  Was  it  by  playing  the  part  of  a  timid  lover  that  you 
have  brought  to  your  feet  this  proud  young  lady,  my  lord  ? 
No,  it  was  by  pretending  to  despise  her,  in  favor  of  another 
woman.  Therefore,  let  us  have  no  weakness.  The  lion  does 
not  woo  like  the  poor  turtledove.  What  cares  the  sultan  of 
the  desert  for  a  few  plaintive  howls  from  the  lioness,  who  is 
more  pleased  than  angry  at  his  rude  and  wild  caresses  ?  Soon 
submissive,  fearful,  and  happy,  she  follows  in  the  track  of  her 
master.  Believe  me,  my  lord  —  try  everything  —  dare  every¬ 
thing —  and  to-day  you  will  become  the  adored  sultan  of  this 
young  lady,  whose  beauty  all  Paris  admires.” 

After  some  minutes’  silence,  Djalma,  shaking  his  head  with 
an  expression  of  tender  pity,  said  to  the  half-caste,  in  his  mild, 
sonorous  voice  :  “  Why  betray  me  thus  ?  Why  advise  me 
thus  wickedly  to  use  violence,  terror,  and  surprise  toward  an 
angel  of  purity,  whom  I  respect  as  my  mother  ?  Is  it  not 
enough  for  you  to  have  been  so  long  devoted  to  my  enemies, 
whose  hatred  has  followed  me  from  Java?  ” 

Had  Djalma  sprung  upon  the  half-caste  with  bloodshot 
eye,  menacing  brow,  and  lifted  poniard,  the  latter  would  have 
been  less  surprised,  and  perhaps  less  frightened,  than  when 
he  heard  the  prince  speak  of  his  treachery  in  this  tone  of  mild 
reproach. 

He  drew  back  hastily,  as  if  about  to  stand  on  his  guard. 
But  Djalma  resumed,  with  the  same  gentleness,  “  Fear  nothing. 
Yesterday  I  should  have  killed  you  !  But  to-day  happy  love 
renders  me  too  just,  too  merciful,  for  that.  I  pity  you,  without 
any  feeling  of  bitterness  —  for  you  must  have  been  very  un¬ 
happy,  or  you  could  not  have  become  so  wicked.” 

“  My  lord  !  ”  said  the  half-caste,  with  growing  amazement. 

“  Yes,  you  must  have  suffered  much,  and  met  with  little 
mercy,  poor  creature,  to  have  become  so  merciless  in  your  hate, 
and  proof  against  the  sight  of  a  happiness  like  mine.  When  I 
listened  to  you  just  now,  and  saw  the  sad  perseverance  of  your 
hatred,  I  felt  the  deepest  commiseration  for  you.” 
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“I  do  not  know,  my  lord  —  but - ”  stammered  the  half- 

caste,  and  was  unable  to  find  words  to  proceed. 

“  Come,  now  —  what  harm  have  I  ever  done  you  ?  ” 

“  None,  my  lord,”  answered  Faringhea. 

“  Then  why  do  you  hate  me  thus  ?  why  pursue  me  with  so 
much  animosity?  Was  it  not  enough  to  give  me  the  perfidious 
counsel  to  feign  a  shameful  love  for  the  young  girl  that  was 
brought  hither,  and  who  quitted  the  house  disgusted  at  the 
miserable  part  she  was  to  play  ?  ” 

“  Your  feigned  love  for  that  young  girl,  my  lord,”  replied 
Faringhea,  gradually  recovering  his  presence  of  mind,  “con¬ 
quered  the  coldness  of - ” 

“  Do  not  say  that,”  resumed  the  prince,  interrupting  him 
with  the  same  mildness.  “  If  I  enjoy  this  happiness,  which 
makes  me  compassionate  toward  you,  and  raises  me  above  my¬ 
self,  it  is  because  Mademoiselle  de  Cardoville  now  knows  that 
I  have  never  for  a  moment  ceased  to  love  her  as  she  ought  to 
be  loved,  with  adoration  and  reverence.  It  was  your  intention 
to  have  parted  us  forever,  and  you  had  nearly  succeeded.” 

“  If  you  think  this  of  me,  my  lord,  you  must  look  upon  me 
as  your  most  mortal  enemy.” 

“  Fear  nothing,  I  tell  you.  I  have  no  right  to  blame  you. 
In  the  madness  of  my  grief,  I  listened  to  you  and  followed 
your  advice.  I  was  not  only  your  dupe,  but  your  accomplice. 
Only  confess  that,  when  you  saw  me  at  your  mercy,  dejected, 
crushed,  despairing,  it  was  cruel  in  you  to  advise  the  course 
that  might  have  been  most  fatal  to  me.” 

“  The  ardor  of  my  zeal  may  have  deceived  me,  my  lord.” 

“  I  am  willing  to  believe  it.  And  yet  again  to-day  there 
were  the  same  evil  counsels.  You  had  no  more  pity  for  my 
happiness  than  for  my  sorrow.  The  rapture  of  my  heart  in¬ 
spires  you  with  only  one  desire  —  that  of  changing  this  rapture 
into  despair.” 

“  I,  my  lord  !  ” 

“  Yes,  you.  It  was  your  intention  to  ruin  me  —  to  dishonor 
me  forever  in  the  eyes  of  Mademoiselle  de  Cardoville.  Now, 
tell  me  —  why  this  furious  hate  ?  what  have  I  done  to  you  ?  ” 

“You  misjudge  me,  my  lord  —  and - ” 

“  Listen  to  me.  I  do  not  wish  you  to  be  any  longer  wicked 
and  treacherous.  I  wish  to  make  you  good.  In  our  country, 
they  charm  serpents  and  tame  the  wildest  tigers.  You  are  a 
man  with  a  mind  to  reason,  a  heart  to  love,  and  I  will  tame 
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you  too  by  gentleness.  This  day  has  bestowed  on  me  divine 
happiness ;  you  shall  have  good  cause  to  bless  this  day.  What 
can  I  do  for  you?  what  would  you  have  —  gold?  You  shall 
have  it.  Do  you  desire  more  than  gold  ?  Do  you  desire  a 
friend,  to  console  you  for  the  sorrows  that  made  you  wicked, 
and  to  teach  you  to  be  good  ?  Though  a  king’s  son,  I  will  be 
that  friend  —  in  spite  of  the  evil  —  ay,  because  of  the  evil  you 
have  done  me.  Yes;  I  will  be  your  sincere  friend,  and  it  shall 
be  my  delight  to  say  to  myself  :  ‘  The  day  on  which  I  learned 
that  my  angel  loved  me,  my  happiness  was  great  indeed — -for, 
in  the  morning,  I  had  an  implacable  enemy,  and,  ere  night, 
his  hatred  was  changed  to  friendship.’  Believe  me,  Faringhea, 
misery  makes  crime,  but  happiness  produces  virtue.  Be  thou 
happy !  ” . 

At  this  moment  the  clock  struck  two.  The  prince  started. 
It  was  time  to  go  on  his  visit  to  Adrienne.  The  handsome 
countenance  of  Djalma,  doubly  embellished  by  the  mild,  inef¬ 
fable  expression  with  which  it  had  been  animated  while  he  was 
talking  to  the  half-caste,  now  seemed  illumined  with  almost 
divine  radiance. 

Approaching  Faringhea,  he  extended  his  hand  with  the  ut¬ 
most  grace  and  courtesy,  saying  to  him,  “  Your  hand  !  ” 

The  half-caste,  whose  brow  was  bathed  with  a  cold  sweat, 
whose  countenance  was  pale  and  agitated,  seemed  to  hesitate 
for  an  instant ;  then,  overawed,  conquered,  fascinated,  he 
offered  his  trembling  hand  to  the  prince,  who  pressed  it  and 
said  to  him  in  their  country’s  fashion,  “  You  have  laid  your 
hand  honestly  in  a  friend’s  ;  this  hand  shall  never  be  closed 
against  you.  Faringhea,  farewell  !  I  now  feel  myself  more 
worthy  to  kneel  before  my  angel.” 

And  Djalma  went  out,  on  his  way  to  the  appointment  with 
Adrienne.  In  spite  of  his  ferocity,  in  spite  of  the  pitiless  hate 
he  bore  to  the  whole  human  race,  the  dark  secretary  of  Bowa- 
nee  was  staggered  by  the  noble  and  clement  words  of  Djalma, 
and  said  to  himself,  with  terror,  “  I  have  taken  his  hand.  He 
is  now  sacred  for  me.” 

Then,  after  a  moment’s  silence,  a  thought  occurred  to  him, 
and  he  exclaimed,  “Yes  —  but  he  will  not  be  sacred  for  him 
who,  according  to  the  answer  of  last  night,  waits  for  him  at  the 
door  of  the  house.” 

So  saying,  the  half-caste  hastened  into  the  next  room,  which 
looked  upon  the  street,  and,  raising  a  corner  of  the  curtain, 
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muttered  anxiously  to  himself,  “  The  carriage  moves  off  —  the 
man  approaches.  Perdition  !  it  is  gone  and  I  see  no  more.” 

By  a  singular  coincidence  of  ideas,  Adrienne,  like  Djalma, 
had  wished  to  be  dressed  exactly  in  the  same  costume  as  at  their 
interview  in  the  house  in  the  Rue  Blanche.  For  the  site  of  this 
solemn  meeting,  so  important  to  her  future  happiness,  Adrienne 
had  chosen,  with  habitual  tact,  the  grand  drawing-room  of  Car- 
doville  House,  in  which  hung  many  family  portraits.  The 
most  apparent  were  those  of  her  father  and  mother.  The  room 
was  large  and  lofty,  and  furnished,  like  those  which  preceded 
it,  with  all  the  imposing  splendor  of  the  age  of  Louis  XIV. 
The  ceiling,  painted  by  Lebrun,  to  represent  the  Triumph  of 
Apollo,  displayed  his  bold  designing  and  vigorous  coloring,  in 
the  center  of  a  wide  cornice,  magnificently  carved  and  gilt, 
and  supported  at  its  angles  by  four  large  gilt  figures  represent¬ 
ing  the  Seasons.  Huge  panels,  covered  with  crimson  damask, 
and  set  in  frames,  served  as  the  background  to  the  family  por¬ 
traits  which  adorned  this  apartment.  It  is  easier  to  conceive 
than  describe  the  thousand  conflicting  emotions  which  agitated 
the  bosom  of  Mademoiselle  de  Cardoville  as  the  moment  ap¬ 
proached  for  her  interview  with  Djalma.  Their  meeting  had 
been  hitherto  prevented  by  so  many  painful  obstacles,  and 
Adrienne  was  so  well  aware  of  the  vigilant  and  active  perfidy 
of  her  enemies,  that  even  now  she  doubted  of  her  happiness. 
Every  instant,  in  spite  of  herself,  her  eyes  wandered  to  the 
clock.  A  few  minutes  more,  and  the  hour  of  the  appointment 
would  strike.  It  struck  at  last.  Every  reverberation  was 
echoed  from  the  depth  of  Adrienne’s  heart.  She  considered 
that  Djalma’s  modest  reserve  had,  doubtless,  prevented  his  com¬ 
ing  before  the  moment  fixed  by  herself.  Far  from  blaming  this 
discretion,  she  fully  appreciated  it.  But,  from  that  moment, 
at  the  least  noise  in  the  adjoining  apartments,  she  held  her 
breath,  and  listened  with  the  anxiety  of  expectation. 

For  the  first  few  minutes  which  followed  the  hour  at  which 
she  expected  Djalma,  Mademoiselle  de  Cardoville  felt  no  serious 
apprehension,  and  calmed  her  impatience  by  the  notion  (which 
appears  childish  enough  to  those  who  have  never  known  the 
feverish  agitation  of  waiting  for  a  happy  meeting)  that  per¬ 
haps  the  clocks  in  the  Rue  Blanche  might  vary  a  little  from 
those  in  the  Rue  d’Anjou.  But  when  this  supposed  variation, 
conceivable  enough  in  itself,  could  no  longer  explain  a  delay  of 
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a  quarter  of  an  hour,  of  twenty  minutes,  of  more,  Adrienne  felt 
her  anxiety  gradually  increase.  Two  or  three  times  the  young 
girl  rose,  with  palpitating  heart,  and  went  on  tiptoe  to  listen  at 
the  door  of  the  saloon.  She  heard  nothing.  The  clock  struck 
half-past  three. 

Unable  to  suppress  her  growing  terror,  and  clinging  to  a  last 
hope,  Adrienne  returned  toward  the  fireplace,  and  rang  the  bell. 
After  which  she  endeavored  to  compose  her  features,  so  as  to 
betray  no  outward  sign  of  emotion.  In  a  few  seconds,  a  gray¬ 
haired  footman,  dressed  in  black,  opened  the  door,  and  waited 
in  respectful  silence  for  the  orders  of  his  mistress.  The  latter 
said  to  him,  in  a  calm  voice,  “  Andrew,  request  Hebe  to  give 
you  the  smelling  bottle  that  I  left  on  the  chimney-piece  in  my 
room,  and  bring  it  me  here.”  Andrew  bowed  ;  but  just  as  he 
was  about  to  withdraw  to  execute  Adrienne’s  order,  which  was 
only  a  pretext  to  enable  her  to  ask  a  question  without  appear¬ 
ing  to  attach  much  importance  to  it  in  her  servant’s  eyes, 
already  informed  of  the  expected  visit  of  the  prince,  Mademoi¬ 
selle  de  Cardoville  added,  with  an  air  of  indifference,  “  Pray,  is 
that  clock  right  ?  ” 

Andrew  drew  out  his  watch  and  replied,  as  he  cast  his  eyes 
upon  it,  “  Yes,  mademoiselle.  I  set  my  watch  by  the  Tuileries. 
It  is  more  than  half-past  three.” 

“Very  well  —  thank  you  !  ”  said  Adrienne,  kindly. 

Andrew  again  bowed  ;  but,  before  going  out,  he  said  to 
Adrienne,  “  I  forgot  to  tell  you,  lady,  that  Marshal  Simon  called 
about  an  hour  ago  ;  but,  as  you  were  only  to  be  at  home  to 
Prince  Djalma,  we  told  him  that  you  received  no  company.” 

“  Y ery  well,”  said  Adrienne.  W ith  another  low  bow,  Andrew 
quitted  the  room,  and  all  returned  to  silence. 

For  the  precise  reason  that,  up  to  the  last  minute  of  the  hour 
previous  to  the  time  fixed  for  her  interview  with  Djalma,  the 
hopes  of  Adrienne  had  not  been  disturbed  by  the  slightest 
shadow  of  doubt,  the  disappointment  she  now  felt  was  the  more 
dreadful.  Casting  a  desponding  look  at  one  of  the  portraits 
placed  above  her,  she  murmured,  with  a  plaintive  and  despairing 
accent,  “  Oh,  mother  !  ” 

Hardly  had  Mademoiselle  de  Cardoville  uttered  the  words 
than  the  windows  were  slightly  shaken  by  a  carriage  rolling 
into  the  courtyard.  The  young  lady  started,  and  was  unable 
to  repress  a  low  cry  of  joy.  Her  heart  bounded  at  the  thought 
of  meeting  Djalma,  for  this  time  she  felt  that  he  was  really  come. 
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She  was  quite  as  certain  of  it  as  if  she  had  seen  him.  She  re¬ 
sumed  her  seat,  and  brushed  away  a  tear  suspended  from  her 
long  eyelashes.  Her  hand  trembled  like  a  leaf.  The  sound  of 
several  doors  opening  and  shutting  proved  that  the  young  lady 
was  right  in  her  conjecture.  The  gilded  panels  of  the  drawing¬ 
room  door  soon  turned  upon  their  hinges,  and  the  prince  ap¬ 
peared. 

While  a  second  footman  ushered  in  Djalma,  Andrew  placed 
on  a  gilded  table,  within  reach  of  his  mistress,  a  little  silver 
salver,  on  which  stood  the  crystal  smelling  bottle. 

Then  he  withdrew,  and  the  door  of  the  room  was  closed. 
The  prince  and  Mademoiselle  de  Cardoville  were  left  alone 
together. 

The  prince  had  slowly  approached  Mademoiselle  de  Car¬ 
doville.  Notwithstanding  the  impetuosity  of  the  Oriental’s 
passions,  his  uncertain  and  timid  step  —  timid,  yet  graceful  — 
betrayed  his  profound  emotion.  He  did  not  venture  to  lift  his 
eyes  to  Adrienne’s  face  ;  he  had  suddenly  become  very  pale,  and 
his  finely  formed  hands,  folded  over  his  bosom  in  the  attitude  of 
adoration,  trembled  violently.  With  head  bent  down,  he  re¬ 
mained  standing  at  a  little  distance  from  Adrienne.  This  em¬ 
barrassment,  ridiculous  in  any  other  person,  appeared  touching 
in  this  prince  of  twenty  years  of  age,  endowed  with  an  almost 
fabulous  intrepidity,  and  of  so  heroic  and  generous  a  character, 
that  no  traveler  could  speak  of  the  son  of  Kadja-sing  without  a 
tribute  of  admiration  and  respect.  Sweet  emotion  !  chaste 
reserve  !  doubly  interesting  if  we  consider  that  the  burning 
passions  of  this  youth  were  all  the  more  inflammable  because 
they  had  hitherto  been  held  in  check. 

No  less  embarrassed  than  her  cousin,  Adrienne  de  Cardoville 
remained  seated.  Like  Djalma,  she  cast  down  her  eyes  ;  but 
the  burning  blush  on  her  cheeks,  the  quick  heaving  of  her  virgin 
bosom,  revealed  an  emotion  that  she  did  not  even  attempt  to 
hide.  Notwithstanding  the  powers  of  her  mind,  by  turns  gay, 
graceful,  and  witty  —  notwithstanding  the  decision  of  her  proud 
and  independent  character,  and  her  complete  acquaintance  with 
the  manners  of  the  world  —  Adrienne  shared  Djalma’s  simple 
and  enchanting  awkwardness,  and  partook  of  that  kind  of 
temporary  weakness,  beneath  which  these  two  pure,  ardent,  and 
loving  beings  appeared  sinking  —  as  if  unable  to  support  the 
boiling  agitation  of  the  senses,  combined  with  the  intoxicating 
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excitement  of  the  heart.  And  yet  their  eyes  had  not  met.  Each 
seemed  to  fear  tho  first  electric  shook  of  the  other’s  glance  — 
that  invincible  attraction  of  two  impassioned  beings  — that 
sacred  lire,  which  suddenly  kindles  the  blood,  and  lifts  two 
mortals  from  earth  to  heaven  ;  for  it  is  to  approach  tho  Divinity, 
to  give  one’s  self  up  with  religious  fervor  to  the  most  noble  and 
irresistible  sentiment  that  lie  has  implanted  within  us  —  the 
only  sentiment  that,  in  His  adorable  wisdom,  the  Dispenser  of 
all  good  has  vouchsafed  to  sanctify,  by  endowing  it  with  a  spark 
of  11  is  own  creative  energy. 

Djalma  was  the  first  to  raise  his  eyes.  They  wore  moist 
and  sparkling.  The  excitement  of  passionate  love,  the  burning 
ardor  of  his  age,  so  long  repressed,  tho  intense  admiration  in 
which  he  held  ideal  beauty,  were  all  expressed  in  his  look,  min¬ 
gled  with  respectful  timidity,  and  gave  to  the  countenance  of 
this  youth  an  undelinahle,  irresistible  character.  Yes,  irresist¬ 
ible  !  for,  when  Adrienne  encountered  his  glance,  she  trembled 
in  every  limb,  and  felt  herself  attracted  by  a  magnetic  power. 
Already  her  eyes  were  heavy  with  a  kind  of  intoxicating  lan¬ 
guor,  when,  by  a  great  effort  of  will  and  dignity,  she  succeeded 
in  overcoming  this  delicious  confusion,  rose  from  her  chair,  and 
said  to  Djalma  in  a  trembling  voice,  “Prince,  I  am  happy  to 
receive  you  here.”  Then,  pointing  to  one  of  the  portraits  sus¬ 
pended  above  her,  she  added,  as  if  introducing  him  to  a  living 
person,  “  Prince  —  my  mother !  ” 

With  an  instinct  of  rare  delicacy,  Adrienne  had  thus  sum¬ 
moned  her  mother  to  be  present  at  her  interview  with  Djalma. 
It  seemed  a  security  for  herself  and  the  prince,  against  the  se¬ 
ductions  of  a  first  interview  —  which  was  likely  to  be  all  the 
more  perilous,  that  they  both  knew  themselves  madly  loved,  that 
they  both  were  free,  and  had  only  to  answer  to  Providence  for 
the  treasures  of  happiness  and  enjoyment  with  which  lie  had 
so  magnificently  endowed  them.  The  prince  understood  Adri¬ 
enne's  thoughts ;  so  that,  when  the  young  lady  pointed  to  the 
portrait,  Djalma,  by  a  spontaneous  movement  full  of  grace  and 
simplicity,  knelt  down  before  the  picture,  and  said  to  it  in  a 
gentle,  but  manly  voice:  “I  will  love  and  revere  you  as  my 
mother.  And,  in  thought,  my  mother  too  shall  be  present,  and 
stand  like  you,  beside  your  child  !  ” 

No  better  answer  could  have  been  given  to  the  feeling 
which  induced  Mademoiselle  de  Oardovillo  to  place  herself,  as  it 
were,  under  the  protection  of  her  mother.  From  that  moment, 
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confident  in  Djalma,  confident  in  herself,  the  young  lady  felt 
more  at  her  ease,  and  the  delicious  sense  of  happiness  replaced 
those  exciting  emotions  which  had  at  first  so  violently  agitated 
her. 

Then,  seating  herself  once  more,  she  said  to  Djalma,  as  she 
pointed  to  the  opposite  chair  :  “  Pray  take  a  seat,  my  dear 
cousin  ;  and  allow  me  to  call  you  so,  for  there  is  too  much  cere¬ 
mony  in  the  word  ‘  prince  ’  ;  and  do  you  call  me  cousin  also,  for 
I  find  other  names  too  grave.  Having  settled  this  point,  we 
can  talk  together  like  old  friends.” 

“Yes,  ‘cousin,’  ”  answered  Djalma,  blushing. 

“  And,  as  frankness  is  proper  between  friends,”  resumed 
Adrienne,  “  I  have  first  to  make  you  a  reproach,”  she  added, 
with  a  half-smile. 

The  prince  had  remained  standing,  with  his  arm  resting  on 
the  chimney-piece,  in  an  attitude  full  of  grace  and  respect. 

“Yes,  cousin,”  continued  Adrienne,  “a  reproach,  that  you 
will  perhaps  forgive  me  for  making.  I  had  expected  you  a 
little  sooner.” 

“  Perhaps,  cousin,  you  may  blame  me  for  having  come  sc 
soon.” 

“  What  do  you  mean  ?  ” 

“At  the  moment  when  I  left  home,  a  man,  whom  I  did  not 
know,  approached  my  carriage,  and  said  to  me,  with  such  an 
air  of  sincerity  that  I  believed  him  :  ‘You  are  able  to  save  the 
life  of  a  person  who  has  been  a  second  father  to  you.  Marshal 
Simon  is  in  great  danger,  and,  to  rescue  him,  you  must  follow 
me  on  the  instant - ’  ” 

“  It  was  a  snare,”  cried  Adrienne,  hastily.  “  Marshal  Simon 
was  here  scarcely  an  hour  ago.” 

“  Indeed  !  ”  exclaimed  Djalma,  joyfully,  and  as  if  he  had 
been  relieved  from  a  great  weight.  “  Then  there  will  be  noth¬ 
ing  to  sadden  this  happy  day  !  ” 

“  But,  cousin,”  resumed  Adrienne,  “  how  came  you  not  to 
suspect  this  emissary  ?  ” 

“  Some  words  which  afterward  escaped  from  him  inspired 
me  with  doubts,”  answered  Djalma  :  “  but  at  first  1  followed 
him,  fearing  the  marshal  might  be  in  danger  —  for  I  know  that 
he  also  has  enemies.” 

“Now  that  I  reflect  on  it,  you  were  quite  right,  cousin,  for 
some  new  plot  against  the  marshal  was  probable  enough ;  and 
the  least  doubt  was  enough  to  induce  you  to  go  to  him.” 
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“I  did  so  —  even  though  you  were  waiting  for  me.” 

“  It  was  a  generous  sacrifice  ;  and  my  esteem  for  you  is 
increased  by  it,  if  it  could  be  increased,”  said  Adrienne,  with 
emotion.  “  But  what  became  of  this  man?  ” 

“  At  my  desire,  he  got  into  the  carriage  with  me.  Anxious 
about  the  marshal,  and  in  despair  at  seeing  the  time  wasted, 
that  I  was  to  have  passed  with  you,  cousin,  I  pressed  him  with 
all  sorts  of  questions.  Several  times,  he  replied  to  me  with 
embarrassment,  and  then  the  idea  struck  me  that  the  whole 
might  be  a  snare.  Remembering  all  that  they  had  already 
attempted,  to  ruin  me  in  your  opinion,  I  immediately  changed 
my  course.  The  vexation  of  the  man  who  accompanied  me 
then  became  so  visible  that  I  ought  to  have  had  no  doubt  upon 
the  subject.  Still,  when  I  thought  of  Marshal  Simon,  I  felt  a 
kind  of  vague  remorse,  which  you,  cousin,  have  now  happily 
set  at  rest.” 

“  Those  people  are  implacable  !  ”  said  Adrienne  ;  “  but  our 
happiness  will  be  stronger  than  their  hate.” 

After  a  moment’s  silence,  she  resumed,  with  her  habitual 
frankness  :  “  My  dear  cousin,  it  is  impossible  for  me  to  conceal 
what  I  have  at  heart.  Let  us  talk  for  a  few  seconds  of  the 
past,  which  was  made  so  painful  to  us,  and  then  we  will  forget 
it  forever,  like  an  evil  dream.” 

“  I  will  answer  you  sincerely,  at  the  risk  of  injuring  my¬ 
self,”  said  the  prince. 

“  How  could  you  make  up  your  mind  to  exhibit  yourself  in 
public  with - ” 

“  With  that  young  girl?  ”  interrupted  Djalma. 

“  Yes,  cousin,”  replied  Mademoiselle  de  Cardoville,  and  she 
waited  for  Djalma’s  answer  with  anxious  curiosity. 

“  A  stranger  to  the  customs  of  this  country,”  said  Djalma, 
without  any  embarrassment,  for  he  spoke  the  truth,  “  with  a 
mind  weakened  with  despair,  and  misled  by  the  fatal  counsels 
of  a  man  devoted  to  my  enemies,  I  believed,  even  as  I  was  told, 
that,  by  displaying  before  you  the  semblance  of  another  love, 
I  should  excite  your  jealousy,  and  thus - ” 

“  Enough,  cousin ;  I  understand  it  all,”  said  Adrienne, 
hastily,  interrupting  Djalma  in  her  turn,  that  she  might  spare 
him  a  painful  confession.  “  I  too  must  have  been  blinded  by 
despair,  not  to  have  seen  through  this  wicked  plot,  especially 
after  your  rash  and  intrepid  action.  To  risk  death  for  the 
sake  of  my  bouquet !  ”  added  Adrienne,  shuddering  at  the  mere 
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remembrance.  “  But  one  last  question,”  she  resumed,  “  though 
I  am  already  sure  of  your  answer.  Did  you  receive  a  letter 
that  I  wrote  to  you,  on  the  morning  of  the  day  in  which  I  saw 
you  at  the  theater?  ” 

Djalma  made  no  reply.  A  dark  cloud  passed  over  his  fine 
countenance,  and,  for  a  second,  his  features  assumed  so  mena¬ 
cing  an  expression,  that  Adrienne  was  terrified  at  the  effect  pro¬ 
duced  by  her  words.  But  this  violent  agitation  soon  passed 
away,  and  Djalma’s  brow  became  once  more  calm  and  serene. 

“  I  have  been  more  merciful  than  I  thought,”  said  the 
prince  to  Adrienne,  who  looked  at  him  with  astonishment.  “  I 
wished  to  come  hither  worthy  of  you,  my  cousin.  I  pardoned 
the  man  who,  to  serve  my  enemies,  had  given  me  all  those  fatal 
counsels.  The  same  person,  I  am  sure,  must  have  intercepted 
your  letter.  Just  now,  at  the  memory  of  the  evils  he  thus 
caused  me,  I,  for  a  moment,  regretted  my  clemency.  But  then, 
again,  I  thought  of  your  letter  of  yesterday  —  and  my  anger  is 
all  gone.” 

“  Then  the  sad  time  of  fear  and  suspicion  is  over  —  sus¬ 
picion,  that  made  me  doubt  of  your  sentiments,  and  you  of 
mine.  Oh,  yes  !  far  removed  from  us  be  that  fatal  past  !  ” 
cried  Adrienne  de  Cardoville,  with  deep  joy. 

Then,  as  if  she  had  relieved  her  heart  from  the  last  thought 
of  sadness,  she  continued,  “  The  future  is  all  our  own  —  the 
radiant  future,  without  cloud  or  obstacle,  pure  in  the  immen¬ 
sity  of  its  horizon,  and  extending  beyond  the  reach  of  sight !  ” 

It  is  impossible  to  describe  the  tone  of  enthusiastic  hope 
which  accompanied  these  words.  But  suddenly  Adrienne’s 
features  assumed  an  expression  of  touching  melancholy,  and 
she  added,  in  a  voice  of  profound  emotion,  “And  yet  —  at  this 
hour  —  so  many  unfortunate  creatures  suffer  pain  !  ” 

This  simple  touch  of  pity  for  the  misfortunes  of  others,  at 
the  moment  when  the  noble  maiden  herself  attained  to  the 
highest  point  of  happiness,  had  such  an  effect  on  Djalma  that 
involuntarily  he  fell  on  his  knees  before  Adrienne,  clasped  his 
hands  together,  and  turned  toward  her  his  fine  countenance, 
with  an  almost  daring  expression.  Then,  hiding  his  face  in  his 
hands,  he  bowed  his  head  without  speaking  a  single  word. 
There  was  a  moment  of  deep  silence.  Adrienne  was  the  first 
to  break  it,  as  she  saw  a  tear  steal  through  the  slender  fingers 
of  the  prince. 

“My  friend  !  what  is  the  matter?  ”  she  exclaimed,  as,  with 
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a  movement  rapid  as  thought,  she  stooped  forward,  and,  taking 
hold  of  Djalma’s  hands,  drew  them  from  before  his  face.  That 
face  was  bathed  in  tears. 

“You  weep!”  cried  Mademoiselle  de  Cardoville,  so  much 
agitated  that  she  kept  the  hands  of  Djalma  in  her  own ;  and, 
unable  to  dry  his  tears,  the  young  Hindu  allowed  them  to  flow 
like  so  many  drops  of  crystal  over  the  pale  gold  of  his  cheeks. 

“  There  is  not  in  this  wide  world  a  happiness  like  to 
mine  !  ”  said  the  prince,  in  his  soft,  melodious  voice,  and  with 
a  kind  of  exhaustion  ;  “  therefore  do  I  feel  great  sadness,  and 
so  it  should  be.  You  give  me  heaven  —  and  were  I  to  give  you 
the  whole  earth,  it  would  be  but  a  poor  return.  Alas  !  what 
can  man  do  for  a  divinity,  but  humbly  bless  and  adore  ?  He 
can  never  hope  to  return  the  gifts  bestowed  :  and  this  makes 
him  suffer  — -not  in  his  pride  — but  in  his  heart !  ” 

Djalma  did  not  exaggerate.  He  said  what  he  really  felt ; 
and  the  rather  hyperbolical  form,  familiar  to  oriental  nations, 
could  alone  express  his  thought.  The  tone  of  his  regret  was 
so  sincere,  his  humility  so  gentle  and  full  of  simplicity,  that 
Adrienne,  also  moved  to  tears,  answered  him  with  an  effusion 
of  serious  tenderness,  “  My  friend,  we  are  both  at  the  supreme 
point  of  happiness.  Our  future  felicity  appears  to  have  no 
limits,  and  yet,  though  derived  from  different  sources,  sad 
reflections  have  come  to  both  of  us.  It  is,  you  see,  that  there 
are  some  sorts  of  happiness,  which  make  you  dizzy  with  their 
own  immensity.  For  a  moment,  the  heart,  the  mind,  the  soul, 
are  incapable  of  containing  so  much  bliss ;  it  overflows  and 
drowns  us.  Thus  the  flowers  sometimes  hang  their  heads, 
oppressed  by  the  too  ardent  rays  of  the  sun,  which  is  yet  their 
love  and  life.  Oh,  my  friend  !  this  sadness  may  be  great,  but 
it  is  also  sweet  !  ” 

As  she  uttered  these  words,  the  voice  of  Adrienne  grew 
fainter  and  fainter,  and  her  head  bowed  lower,  as  if  she  were 
indeed  sinking  beneath  the  weight  of  her  happiness.  Djalma 
had  remained  kneeling  before  her,  his  hands  in  hers  —  so  that 
as  she  thus  bent  forward,  her  ivory  forehead  and  golden  hair 
touched  the  amber-colored  brow  and  ebon  curls  of  Djalma. 
And  the  sweet  silent  tears  of  the  two  young  lovers  flowed 
together,  and  mingled  as  they  fell  on  their  clasped  hands. 

The  mild  light  of  a  circular  lamp  of  oriental  alabaster,  sus¬ 
pended  from  the  ceiling  by  three  silver  chains,  spreads  a  faint 
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luster  through  the  bedchamber  of  Adrienne  de  Cardoville. 
The  large  ivory  bedstead,  inlaid  with  mother-of-pearl,  is  not  at 
present  occupied,  and  almost  disappears  beneath  snowy  curtains 
of  lace  and  muslin,  transparent  and  vapory  as  clouds.  On  the 
white  marble  mantelpiece,  from  beneath  which  the  fire  throws 
ruddy  beams  on  the  ermine  carpet,  is  the  usual  basket  filled 
with  a  bush  of  red  camelias,  in  the  midst  of  their  shining- 
green  leaves.  A  pleasant  aromatic  odor,  rising  from  a  warm 
and  perfumed  bath  in  the  next  room,  penetrates  every  corner 
of  the  bedchamber.  All  without  is  calm  and  silent.  It  is 
hardly  eleven  o’clock.  The  ivory  door,  opposite  to  that  which 
leads  to  the  bath  room,  opens  slowly.  Djalma  appears.  Two 
hours  have  elapsed  since  he  committed  a  double  murder,  and 
believed  that  he  had  killed  Adrienne  in  a  fit  of  jealous  fury. 

The  servants  of  Mademoiselle  de  Cardoville,  accustomed 
to  Djalma’s  daily  visits,  no  longer  announced  his  arrival,  and 
admitted  him  without  difficulty,  having  received  no  orders  to 
the  contrary  from  their  mistress.  He  had  never  before  entered 
the  bedchamber,  but,  knowing  that  the  apartment  the  lady 
occupied  was  on  the  first  floor  of  the  house,  he  had  easily  found 
it.  As  he  entered  that  virgin  sanctuary,  his  countenance  was 
pretty  calm,  so  well  did  he  control  his  feelings  ;  only  a  slight 
paleness  tarnished  the  brilliant  amber  of  his  complexion.  He 
wore  that  day  a  robe  of  purple  cashmere,  striped  with  silver  — 
a  color  which  did  not  show  the  stains  of  blood  upon  it.  Djalma 
closed  the  door  after  him,  and  tore  off  his  white  turban,  for  it 
seemed  to  him  as  if  a  band  of  hot  iron  encircled  his  brow. 
His  dark  hair  streamed  around  his  handsome  face.  He  crossed 
his  arms  upon  his  bosom,  and  looked  slowly  about  him.  When 
his  eyes  rested  on  Adrienne’s  bed,  he  started  suddenly,  and  his 
cheek  grew  purple.  Then  he  drew  his  hand  across  his  brow, 
hung  down  his  head,  and  remained  standing  for  some  moments 
in  a  dream,  motionless  as  a  statue. 

After  a  mournful  silence  of  a  few  seconds’  duration,  Djalma 
fell  upon  his  knees,  and  raised  his  eyes  to  heaven.  The  Asiatic’s 
countenance  was  bathed  in  tears  and  no  longer  expressed  any 
violent  passion.  On  his  features  was  no  longer  the  stamp  of 
hate,  or  despair,  or  the  ferocious  joy  of  vengeance  gratified. 
It  was  rather  the  expression  of  a  grief  at  once  simple  and  im¬ 
mense.  For  several  minutes  he  was  almost  choked  with  sobs, 
and  the  tears  ran  freely  down  his  cheeks. 

“  Dead  !  dead  !  ”  he  murmured,  in  a  half -stifled  voice. 
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“  She  who  this  morning  slept  so  peacefully  in  this  chamber ! 
And  I  have  killed  her.  Now  that  she  is  dead,  what  is  her 
treachery  to  me  ?  I  should  not  have  killed  her  for  that.  She 
had  betrayed  me;  she  loved  the  man  whom  I  slew  —  she  loved 
him  !  Alas  !  I  could  not  hope  to  gain  the  preference,”  added 
he,  with  a  touching  mixture  of  resignation  and  remorse  ;  “I, 
poor,  untaught  youth  —  how  could  I  merit  her  love  ?  It  was 
my  fault  that  she  did  not  love  me ;  but,  always  generous,  she 
concealed  from  me  her  indifference,  that  she  might  not  make 
me  too  unhappy  —  and  for  that  I  killed  her.  What  was  her 
crime  ?  Did  she  not  meet  me  freely  ?  Did  she  not  open  to 
me  her  dwelling  ?  Did  she  not  allow  me  to  pass  whole  days 
with  her?  No  doubt  she  tried  to  love  me,  and  could  not.  I 
loved  her  with  all  the  faculties  of  my  soul,  but  my  love  was 
not  such  as  she  required.  For  that,  I  should  not  have  killed 
her.  But  a  fatal  delusion  seized  me,  and,  after  it  was  done, 
I  woke  as  from  a  dream.  Alas !  it  was  not  a  dream :  I  have 
killed  her.  And  yet  —  until  this  evening  —  what  happiness  I 
owed  to  her  —  what  hope  —  what  joy  I  She  made  my  heart 
better,  nobler,  more  generous.  All  came  from  her,”  added  the 
Indian,  with  a  new  burst  of  grief.  “  That  remained  with  me 
—  no  one  could  take  from  me  that  treasure  of  the  past  —  that 
ought  to  have  consoled  me.  But  why  think  of  it  ?  I  struck 
them  both  —  her  and  the  man  —  without  a  struggle.  It  was 
a  cowardly  murder  —  the  ferocity  of  the  tiger  that  tears  its 
innocent  prey  !  ” 

Djalma  buried  his  face  in  his  hands.  Then,  drying  his 
tears,  he  resumed :  “  I  know,  clearly,  that  I  mean  to  die  also. 
But  my  death  will  not  restore  her  to  life  !  ” 

He  rose  from  the  ground,  and  drew  from  his  girdle  Farin- 
ghea’s  bloody  dagger ;  then,  taking  the  little  phial  from  the 
hilt,  he  threw  the  blood-stained  blade  upon  the  ermine  carpet, 
the  immaculate  whiteness  of  which  was  thus  slightly  stained 
with  red. 

“Yes,”  resumed  Djalma,  holding  the  phial  with  a  convul¬ 
sive  grasp,  “  I  know  well  that  I  am  about  to  die.  It  is  right. 
Blood  for  blood ;  my  life  for  hers.  How  happens  it  that  my 
steel  did  not  turn  aside?  How  could  I  kill  her?  but  it  is 
done  —  and  my  heart  is  full  of  remorse,  and  sorrow,  and  inex¬ 
pressible  tenderness  —  and  I  have  come  here  —  to  die  I 

“  Here,  in  this  chamber,”  he  continued,  “  the  heaven  of  my 
burning  visions !  ”  And  then  he  added,  with  a  heartrending 
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accent,  as  he  again  buried  bis  face  in  his  hands,  “  Dead  ! 
dead  !  ” 

“  Well!  I  too  shall  soon  bo  dead,”  he  resumed,  in  a  firmer 
voice.  “But,  no!  I  will  die  slowly,  gradually.  A  few  drops 
of  the  poison  will  suffice ;  and,  when  I  am  quite  certain  of 
dying,  my  remorse  will  perhaps  be  less  terrible.  Yesterday, 
she  pressed  my  hand  when  we  parted.  Who  could  have  fore¬ 
told  me  this?”  The  Indian  raised  the  phial  resolutely  to  his 
lips.  He  drank  a  few  drops  of  the  liquor  it  contained,  and 
replaced  it  on  a  little  ivory  table  close  to  Adrienne’s  bed. 

“This  liquor  is  sharp  and  hot,”  said  he.  “Now  I  am  cer¬ 
tain  to  die.  Oh  !  that  I  may  still  have  time  to  feast  on  the 
sight  and  perfume  of  this  chamber  —  to  lay  my  dying  head  on 
the  couch  where  she  has  reposed.” 

Djalma  fell  on  his  knees  beside  the  bed,  and  leaned  against 
it  his  burning  brow.  At  this  moment,  the  ivory  door,  which 
communicated  with  the  bath  room,  rolled  gently  on  its  hinges, 
and  Adrienne  entered.  The  young  lady  had  just  sent  away 
her  woman,  who  had  assisted  to  undress  her.  She  wore  a  long 
muslin  wrapper  of  lustrous  whiteness.  Her  golden  hair,  neatly 
arranged  in  little  plaits,  formed  two  bands,  which  gave  to  her 
sweet  face  an  extremely  juvenile  air.  Her  snowy  complexion 
was  slightly  tinged  with  rose  color,  from  the  warmth  of  the 
perfumed  hath,  which  she  used  for  a  few  seconds  every  evening. 
When  she  opened  the  ivory  door,  and  placed  her  little  naked 
foot,  in  its  white  satin  slipper,  upon  the  ermine  carpet,  Adrienne 
was  dazzlingly  beautiful.  Happiness  sparkled  in  her  eyes,  and 
adorned  her  brow.  All  the  difficulties  relative  to  her  union 
with  Djalma  had  now  been  removed.  In  two  days  sin;  would 
be  his.  The  sight  of  the  nuptial  chamber  oppressed  her  with 
a  vague  and  ineffable  languor.  The  ivory  door  had  been 
opened  so  gently,  the  lady’s  first  steps  were  so  soft  upon  the 
fur  carpet,  that  Djalma,  still  leaning  against  the  bed,  had  heard 
nothing.  But  suddenly  a  cry  of  surprise  and  alarm  struck 
upon  his  ear.  He  turned  round  abruptly.  Adrienne  stood 
before  him.  With  an  impulse  of  modesty,  Adrienne  closed  her 
nightdress  over  her  bosom,  and  hastily  drew  back,  still  more 
afflicted  than  angry  at  what  she  considered  a  guilty  attempt 
on  the  part  of  Djalma.  Cruelly  hurt  and  offended,  she  was 
about  to  reproach  him  with  his  conduct,  when  she  perceived 
the  dagger,  which  he  had  thrown  down  upon  the  ermine  carpet. 
At  the  sight  of  this  weapon,  and  the  expression  of  fear  and 
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stupor  which  petrified  the  features  of  Djalma,  who  remained 
kneeling,  motionless,  with  his  body  thrown  back,  his  hands 
stretched  out,  his  eyes  fixed  and  wildly  staring  —  Adrienne,  no 
longer  dreading  an  amorous  surprise,  was  seized  with  an  in- 
describable  terror,  and  instead  of  flying  from  the  prince,  ad¬ 
vanced  several  steps  toward  him,  and  said,  in  an  agitated  voice, 
while  she  pointed  to  the  kandjiar,  “My  friend,  why  are  you 
here  ?  what  ails  you  ?  why  this  dagger  ?  ” 

Djalma  made  no  answer.  At  first,  the  presence  of  Adri¬ 
enne  seemed  to  him  a  vision,  which  he  attributed  to  the  excite¬ 
ment  of  his  brain,  already  (it  might  be)  under  the  influence 
of  the  poison.  But  when  the  soft  voice  sounded  in  his  ears  — 
when  his  heart  bounded  with  the  species  of  electric  shock 
which  he  always  felt  when  he  met  the  gaze  of  that  woman  so 
ardently  beloved  —  when  he  had  contemplated  for  an  instant 
that  adorable  face,  so  fresh  and  fair,  in  spite  of  its  expression 
of  deep  uneasiness  —  Djalma  understood  that  he  was  not  the 
sport  of  a  dream,  but  that  Mademoiselle  de  Cardoville  was 
really  before  his  eyes. 

Then,  as  he  began  fully  to  grasp  the  thought  that  Adrienne 
was  not  dead,  though  he  could  not  at  all  explain  the  prodigy 
of  her  resurrection,  the  Hindu’s  countenance  was  transfigured, 
the  pale  gold  of  his  complexion  became  warm  and  red,  his  eyes 
(tarnished  by  tears  of  remorse)  shone  with  new  radiance,  and  his 
features,  so  lately  contracted  with  terror  and  despair,  expressed 
all  the  phases  of  the  most  ecstatic  joy.  Advancing,  still  on  his 
knees,  toward  Adrienne,  he  lifted  up  to  her  his  trembling  hands; 
and,  too  deeply  affected  to  pronounce  a  word,  he  gazed  on  her 
with  so  much  amazement,  love,  adoration,  gratitude,  that  the 
young  lady,  fascinated  by  those  inexplicable  looks,  remained 
mute  also,  motionless  also,  and  felt,  by  the  precipitate  beating 
of  her  heart,  and  by  the  shudder  which  ran  through  her  frame, 
that  there  was  here  some  dreadful  mystery  to  be  unfolded. 

At  last,  Djalma,  clasping  his  hands  together,  exclaimed 
with  an  accent  impossible  to  describe,  “  Thou  art  not  dead  !  ” 

“  Dead  !  ”  repeated  the  young  lady,  in  amazement. 

“  It  was  not  thou,  really  not  thou,  whom  I  killed  ?  God  is 
kind  and  just!  ” 

And  as  he  pronounced  these  words  with  intense  joy,  the 
unfortunate  youth  forgot  the  victim  whom  he  had  sacrificed  in 
error. 

More  and  more  alarmed,  and  again  glancing  at  the  dagger. 
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on  which  she  now  perceived  marks  of  blood  —  a  terrible  evi¬ 
dence,  in  confirmation  of  the  words  of  Djalma  —  Mademoiselle 
de  Cardoville  exclaimed  :  “  You  have  killed  some  one,  Djalma ! 
Oh  !  what  does  he  say  ?  It  is  dreadful !  ” 

“You  are  alive  —  I  see  you  —  you  are  here,”  said  Djalma, 
in  a  voice  trembling  with  rapture.  “You  are  here  —  beauti¬ 
ful  !  pure  !  for  it  was  not  you  !  Oh,  no  !  had  it  been  you,  the 
steel  would  have  turned  back  upon  myself.” 

“You  have  killed  some  one?”  cried  the  young  lady,  beside 
herself  with  this  unforeseen  revelation,  and  clasping  her  hands 
in  horror.  “  Why  !  whom  did  you  kill  ?  ” 

“  I  do  not  know.  A  woman  that  was  like  you  —  a  man 
that  I  thought  your  lover  —  it  was  an  illusion,  a  frightful 
dream  —  you  are  alive  —  you  are  here  !  ” 

And  the  Oriental  wept  for  joy. 

“  A  dream  ?  but  no,  it  is  not  a  dream.  There  is  blood 
upon  that  dagger  !  ”  cried  the  young  ladjr,  as  she  pointed  wildly 
to  the  kandjiar.  “  I  tell  you  there  is  blood  upon  it  !  ” 

“Yes.  I  threw  it  down  just  now,  when  I  took  the  poison 
from  it,  thinking  that  I  had  killed  you.” 

“  The  poison  !  ”  exclaimed  Adrienne,  and  her  teeth  chat¬ 
tered  convulsively.  “  What  poison  ?  ” 

“I  thought  I  had  killed  you,  and  I  came  here  to  die.” 

“To  die?  Oh!  wherefore?  who  is  to  die?”  cried  the 
young  lady,  almost  in  delirium. 

“  I,”  replied  Djalma,  with  inexpressible  tenderness,  “  I 
thought  I  had  killed  you  —  and  I  took  poison.” 

“You! ’’exclaimed  Adrienne,  becoming  pale  as  death.  “You!” 

“Yes.” 

“  Oh  !  it  is  not  true !  ”  said  the  young  lady,  shaking  her  head. 

“  Look  !  ”  said  the  Asiatic.  Mechanically,  he  turned  to¬ 
ward  the  bed  —  toward  the  little  ivory  table,  on  which  sparkled 
the  crystal  phial. 

With  a  sudden  movement,  swifter  than  thought,  swifter,  it 
may  be,  than  the  will,  Adrienne  rushed  to  the  table,  seized  the 
phial,  and  applied  it  eagerly  to  her  lips. 

Djalma  had  hitherto  remained  on  his  knees  ;  but  he  now 
uttered  a  terrible  cry,  made  one  spring  to  the  drinker’s  side, 
and  dragged  away  the  phial,  which  seemed  almost  glued  to  her 
mouth. 

“No  matter!  I  have  swallowed  as  much  as  you,”  said 
Adrienne,  with  an  air  of  gloomy  triumph. 
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For  an  instant  there  followed  an  awful  silence.  Adrienne 
and  Djalma  gazed  upon  each  other,  mute,  motionless,  horror- 
struck.  The  young  lady  was  the  first  to  break  this  mournful 
silence,  and  said  in  a  tone  which  she  tried  to  make  calm  and 
steady,  “  Well !  what  is  there  extraordinary  in  this?  You  have 
killed,  and  death  must  expiate  your  crime.  It  is  just.  I  will 
not  survive  you.  That  also  is  natural  enough.  Why  look  at 
me  thus  ?  This  poison  has  a  sharp  taste  —  does  it  act  quickly ! 
Tell  me,  my  Djalma.” 

The  prince  did  not  answer.  Shuddering  through  all  his 
frame,  he  looked  down  upon  his  hands.  Faringhea  had  told  the 
truth ;  a  slight  violet  tint  appeared  already  beneath  the  nails. 
Death  was  approaching,  slowly,  almost  insensibly,  but  not  the 
less  certain.  Overwhelmed  with  despair  at  the  thought  that 
Adrienne,  too,  was  about  to  die,  Djalma  felt  his  courage  fail 
him.  He  uttered  a  long  groan,  and  hid  his  face  in  his  hands. 
His  knees  shook  under  him,  and  he  fell  down  upon  the  bed, 
near  which  he  was  standing. 

“  Already  ?  ”  cried  the  young  lady,  in  horror,  as  she  threw 
herself  on  her  knees  at  Djalma’s  feet.  “  Death  already  ?  Do 
you  hide  your  face  from  me  ?  ” 

In  her  fright,  she  pulled  his  hands  from  before  his  face. 
That  face  was  bathed  in  tears. 

“  No,  not  yet,”  murmured  he,  through  his  sobs.  “  The 
poison  is  slow.” 

“  Really  !  ”  cried  Adrienne,  with  ineffable  joy.  Then,  kiss¬ 
ing  the  hands  of  Djalma,  she  added  tenderly,  “  If  the  poison  is 
slow,  why  do  you  weep  ?  ” 

“  For  you !  for  you  !  ”  said  the  Indian,  in  a  heartrending 
tone. 

“Think  not  of  me,”  replied  Adrienne,  resolutely.  “You 
have  killed,  and  we  must  expiate  the  crime.  I  know  not  what 
has  taken  place ;  but  I  swear  by  our  love  that  you  did  not  do 
evil  for  evil’s  sake.  There  is  some  horrible  mystery  in  all  this.” 

“  On  a  pretense  which  I  felt  bound  to  believe,”  replied 
Djalma,  speaking  quickly,  and  panting  for  breath,  “  Faringhea 
led  me  to  a  certain  house.  Once  there,  he  told  me  that  you 
had  betrayed  me.  I  did  not  believe  him,  but  I  know  not  what 
strange  dizziness  seized  upon  me  —  and  then,  through  a  half 

obscurity,  I  saw  you - ” 

<‘Me!  ” 

aNo  —  not  you  —  but  a  woman  resembling  you,  dressed 
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like  you,  so  that  I  believed  the  illusion  —  and  then  there  came 
a  man  —  and  you  flew  to  meet  him  —  and  I  —  mad  with  rage 

—  stabbed  her,  stabbed  him,  saw  them  fall  —  and  so  came  here 
to  die.  And  now  I  find  you  only  to  cause  your  death.  Oh, 
misery  !  misery  !  that  you  should  die  through  me !  ” 

And  Djalma,  this  man  of  formidable  energy,  began  again 
to  weep  with  the  weakness  of  a  child.  At  sight  of  this  deep, 
touching,  passionate  despair,  Adrienne,  with  that  admirable 
courage  which  women  alone  possess  in  love,  thought  only  of 
consoling  Djalma.  By  an  effort  of  superhuman  passion,  as  the 
prince  revealed  to  her  this  infernal  plot,  the  lady’s  countenance 
became  so  splendid  with  an  expression  of  love  and  happiness, 
that  the  East  Indian  looked  at  her  in  amazement,  fearing  for 
an  instant  that  he  must  have  lost  his  reason. 

“  No  more  tears,  my  adored  !  ”  cried  the  young  lady,  exult- 
ingly.  “No  more  tears  —  but  only  smiles  of  joy  and  love! 
Our  cruel  enemies  shall  not  triumph  !  ” 

“  What  do  you  say?  ” 

“  They  wished  to  make  us  miserable.  We  pity  them.  Our 
felicity  shall  be  the  envy  of  the  world !  ” 

“  Adrienne  —  bethink  you - ” 

“  Oh !  I  have  all  my  senses  about  me.  Listen  to  me,  my 
adored!  I  now  understand  it  all.  Falling  into  a  snare  which 
these  wretches  spread  for  you,  you  have  committed  murder. 
Now,  in  this  country,  murder  leads  to  infamy,  or  the  scaffold 

—  and  to-morrow  —  to-night,  perhaps,  you  would  be  thrown 

into  prison.  But  our  enemies  have  said  :  ‘  A  man  like  Prince 
Djalma  does  not  wait  for  infamy  —  he  kills  himself.  A  woman 
like  Adrienne  de  Cardoville  does  not  survive  the  disgrace  or 
death  of  her  lover — she  prefers  to  die.  Therefore  a  frightful 
death  awaits  them  both,’  said  the  black-robed  men ;  ‘  and  that 
immense  inheritance,  which  we  covet - ’  ” 

“  And  for  you  —  so  young,  so  beautiful,  so  innocent  — 
death  is  frightful,  and  these  monsters  triumph !  ”  cried  Djalma. 
“  They  have  spoken  the  truth  I  ” 

“They  have  lied  !  ”  answered  Adrienne.  “Our  death  shall 
be  celestial.  This  poison  is  slow  —  and  I  adore  you,  my 
Djalma !  ” 

She  spoke  those  words  in  a  low  voice,  trembling  with  pas¬ 
sionate  love,  and,  leaning  upon  Djalma’s  knees,  approached  so 
near  that  he  felt  her  warm  breath  upon  his  cheek.  As  he 
felt  that  breath,  and  saw  the  humid  flame  that  darted  from  the 
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large,  swimming  eyes  of  Adrienne,  whose  half-opened  lips  were 
becoming  of  a  still  deeper  and  brighter  hue,  the  Indian  started 
—  his  young  blood  boiled  in  his.  veins  —  he  forgot  everything 

_ bis  despair,  and  the  approach  of  death,  which  as  yet  (as 

with  Adrienne)  only  showed  itself  in  a  kind  of  feverish  ardor. 
His  face,  like  the  young  girl’s,  became  once  more  splendidly 
beautiful. 

“  Oh,  my  lover  !  my  husband  !  how  beautiful  you  are  !  ” 
said  Adrienne,  with  idolatry.  “Those  eyes  —  that  brow  — 
those  lips  —  how  I  love  them  !  How  many  times  has  the 
remembrance  of  your  grace  and  beauty,  coupled  with  your 
love,  unsettled  my  reason,  and  shaken  my  resolves  —  even  to 
this  moment,  when  I  am  wholly  yours  !  Yes,  Heaven  wills 
that  we  should  be  united.  Only  this  morning,  I  gave  to  the 
apostolic  man,  that  was  to  bless  our  union,  in  thy  name  and 
mine,  a  royal  gift — a  gift  that  will  bring  joy  and  peace  to  the 
heart  of  many  an  unfortunate  creature.  Then  what  have  we 
to  regret,  my  beloved  ?  Our  immortal  souls  will  pass  away  in 
a  kiss,  and  ascend,  full  of  love,  to  that  God  who  is  all  love  I  ” 

“  Adrienne  !  ” 

“  Djalma  !  ” 

The  light,  transparent  curtains  fell  like  a  cloud  over  that 
nuptial  and  funereal  couch.  Yes,  funereal ;  for,  two  hours 
after,  Adrienne  and  Djalma  breathed  their  last  sigh  in  a  vo¬ 
luptuous  agony. 


>>*;< 
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By  W.  M.  THACKERAY. 

(From  “Vanity  Fair.”) 

[Wilmam  Makepeace  Thackeray,  English  novelist  and  humorist,  was 
born  in  Calcutta,  India,  July  19,  1811,  and  died  December  24,  1863.  He 
studied  for  an  artist,  but  could  not  learn  to  draw,  and  after  some  years  of 
struggle  began  to  make  a  name  in  Fraser's  Magazine  by  “  The  Great  Hoggarty 
Diamond,”  “The  Yellowplush  Papers,”  etc.  There  followed  “The  Paris 
Sketch  Book”;  “The  Book  of  Snobs,”  “Ballads  of  Policeman  X,”  “Prize 
Novelists,”  etc.,  from  Punch  ;  and  “  The  Rose  and  the  Ring.”  “  Vanity  Fair,” 
“  Pendennis,”  “  Henry  Esmond,”  and  “  The  Newcomes,”  his  four  great  master¬ 
pieces,  all  came  in  the  six  years  1848-1864.  His  lectures  on  “English  Humor¬ 
ists”  and  “The  Four  Georges”  followed;  then  “The  Virginians”  (sequel  to 
“Esmond”),  “Lovel  the  Widower,”  “Philip,”  and  the  unfinished  “Denis 
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Duval,”  contributed  to  the  Cornhill  Magazine ,  which  he  edited  1859-1862,  and 
which  contained  also  “The  Roundabout  Papers.”] 

Friend  Rawdon  drove  on  then  to  Mr.  Moss’  mansion  in 
Cursitor  Street,  and  was  duly  inducted  into  that  dismal  place 
of  hospitality.  Morning  was  breaking  over  the  cheerful  house 
tops  of  Chancery  Lane  as  the  rattling  cab  woke  up  the  echoes 
there.  A  little  pink-eyed  Jew  boy,  with  a  head  as  ruddy  as 
the  rising  morn,  let  the  party  into  the  house,  and  Rawdon  was 
welcomed  to  the  ground-floor  apartments  by  Mr.  Moss,  his 
traveling  companion  and  host,  who  cheerfully  asked  him  if  he 
would  like  a  glass  of  something  warm  after  his  drive. 

The  Colonel  was  not  so  depressed  as  some  mortals  would 
be,  who,  quitting  a  palace  and  a  placens  uxor ,  find  themselves 
barred  into  a  sponging  house,  for,  if  the  truth  must  be  told, 
he  had  been  a  lodger  at  Mr.  Moss’  establishment  once  or 
twice  before.  We  have  not  thought  it  necessary  in  the  pre¬ 
vious  course  of  this  narrative  to  mention  these  trivial  little 
domestic  incidents  :  but  the  reader  may  be  assured  that  they 
can’t  unfrequently  occur  in  the  life  of  a  man  who  lives  on 
nothing  a  year. 

Upon  his  first  visit  to  Mr.  Moss,  the  Colonel,  then  a  bache¬ 
lor,  had  been  liberated  by  the  generosity  of  his  Aunt ;  on  the 
second  mishap,  little  Becky,  with  the  greatest  spirit  and  kind¬ 
ness,  had  borrowed  a  sum  of  money  from  Lord  Southdown,  and 
had  coaxed  her  husband’s  creditor  (who  was  her  shawl,  velvet 
gown,  lace  pocket  handkerchief,  trinket,  and  gimcrack  purveyor, 
indeed)  to  take  a  portion  of  the  sum  claimed,  and  Rawdon’s 
promissory  note  for  the  remainder  :  so  on  both  these  occasions 
the  capture  and  release  had  been  conducted  with  the  utmost 
gallantry  on  all  sides,  and  Moss  and  the  Colonel  were  there¬ 
fore  on  the  very  best  of  terms. 

“You’ll  find  your  old  bed,  Colonel,  and  everything  com¬ 
fortable,”  that  gentleman  said,  “as  I  may  honestly  say.  You 
may  be  pretty  sure  its  kep  aired,  and  by  the  best  of  company, 
too.  It  was  slep  in  the  night  afore  last  by  the  Honorable  Cap- 
ting  Famish,  of  the  Fiftieth  Dragoons,  whose  Mar  took  him 
out,  after  a  fortnight,  jest  to  punish  him,  she  said.  But,  Law 
bless  you,  I  promise  you,  he  punished  my  champagne,  and  had 
a  party  ere  every  night  —  reglar  tiptop  swells,  down  from 
the  clubs  and  the  West  End  —  Captain  Ragg,  the  Honorable 
Deuceace,  who  lives  in  the  Temple,  and  some  fellers  as  knows 
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a  good  glass  of  wine,  I  warrant  you.  I’ve  got  a  Doctor  of 
Diwinity  upstairs,  five  gents  in  the  Coffeeroom,  and  Mrs. 
Moss  has  a  tably-dy-hoty  at  half-past  five,  and  a  little  cards 
or  music  afterwards,  when  we  shall  be  most  happy  to  see  you.'’ 

“  I’ll  ring  when  I  want  anything,”  said  Rawdon,  and  went 
quietly  to  his  bedroom.  He  was  an  old  soldier,  we  have  said, 
and  not  to  be  disturbed  by  any  little  shocks  of  fate.  A  weaker 
man  would  have  sent  off  a  letter  to  his  wife  on  the  instant  of 
his  capture.  “  But  what  is  the  use  of  disturbing  her  night’s 
rest  ?  ”  thought  Rawdon.  “  She  won’t  know  whether  I  am  in 
my  room  or  not.  It  will  be  time  enough  to  write  to  her  when 
she  has  had  her  sleep  out,  and  1  have  had  mine.  It’s  only  a 
hundred  and  seventy,  and  the  deuce  is  in  it  if  we  can’t  raise 
that.”  And  so,  thinking  about  little  Rawdon  (whom  he  would 
not  have  know  that  he  was  in  such  a  queer  place),  the  Colonel 
turned  into  the  bed  lately  occupied  by  Captain  Famish,  and  fell 
asleep.  It  was  ten  o’clock  when  he  woke  up,  and  the  ruddy¬ 
headed  youth  brought  him,  with  conscious  pride,  a  fine  silver 
dressing  case,  wherewith  he  might  perform  the  operation  of 
shaving.  Indeed,  Mr.  Moss’  house,  though  somewhat  dirty, 
was  splendid  throughout.  There  were  dirty  trays,  and  wine 
coolers  en  'permanence  on  the  sideboard,  huge  dirty  gilt  cornices, 
with  dingy  yellow  satin  hangings  to  the  barred  windows  which 
looked  into  Cursitor  Street  —  vast  and  dirty  gilt  picture  frames 
surrounding  pieces  sporting  and  sacred,  all  of  which  works  were 
by  the  greatest  masters ;  and  fetched  the  greatest  prices,  too, 
in  the  bill  transactions,  in  the  course  of  which  they  were  sold 
and  bought  over  and  over  again.  The  Colonel’s  breakfast  was 
served  to  him  in  the  same  dingy  and  gorgeous  plated  ware. 
Miss  Moss,  a  dark-eyed  maid  in  curl  papers,  appeared  with  the 
teapot,  and,  smiling,  asked  the  Colonel  how  he  had  slep  ?  and 
she  brought  him  in  the  Morning  Post ,  with  the  names  of  all  the 
great  people  who  had  figured  at  Lord  Steyne’s  entertainment 
the  night  before.  It  contained  a  brilliant  account  of  the  fes¬ 
tivities,  and  of  the  beautiful  and  accomplished  Mrs.  Rawdon 
Crawley’s  admirable  personifications. 

After  a  lively  chat  with  this  lady  (who  sat  on  the  edge  of 
the  breakfast  table  in  an  easy  attitude  displaying  the  drapery 
of  her  stocking  and  an  ex-white  satin  shoe,  which  was  down  at 
heel),  Colonel  Crawley  called  for  pens  and  ink,  and  paper  ;  and 
being  asked  how  many  sheets,  chose  one  which  was  brought  to 
him  between  Miss  Moss’  own  finger  and  thumb.  Many  a  sheet 
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had  that  dark-eyed  damsel  brought  in  ;  many  a  poor  fellow  had 
scrawled  and  blotted  hurried  lines  of  entreaty,  and  paced  up 
and  down  that  awful  room  until  his  messenger  brought  back 
the  reply.  Poor  men  always  use  messengers  instead  of  the 
post.  Who  has  not  had  their  letters,  with  the  wafers  wet, 
and  the  announcement  that  a  person  is  waiting  in  the  hall  ? 

Now  on  the  score  of  his  application,  Rawdon  had  not  many 
misgivings. 

Dear  Becky  (Rawdon  wrote),  — 

I  hope  you  slept  well.  Don’t  be  frightened  if  I  don’t  bring  you 
in  your  coffy.  Last  night  as  I  was  coming  home  smoaking,  I  met 
with  an  accadent.  I  was  nabbed  by  Moss  of  Cursitor  Street  —  from 
whose  gilt  and  splendid  parler  I  write  this  —  the  same  that  had  me 
this  time  two  years.  Miss  Moss  brought  in  my  tea  —  she  is  grown 
very  fat,  and,  as  usual,  had  her  stockens  down  at  heal. 

It’s  Nathan’s  business  —  a  hundred  and  fifty  —  with  costs,  hun¬ 
dred  and  seventy.  Please  send  me  my  desk  and  some  cloths  —  I’m 
in  pumps  and  a  white  tye  (something  like  Miss  M.’s  stockings)  — 
I’ve  seventy  in  it.  And  as  soon  as  you  get  this,  Drive  to  Nathan’s 

—  offer  him  seventy-five  down,  and  ask  him  to  reneio  —  say  I’ll  take 
wine  —  we  may  as  well  have  some  dinner  sherry ;  but  not  picturs, 
they’re  too  dear. 

If  he  won’t  stand  it,  take  my  ticker  and  such  of  your  things 
as  you  can  spare,  and  send  them  to  Balls  —  we  must,  of  coarse,  have 
the  sum  to-night.  It  won’t  do  to  let  it  stand  over,  as  to-morrow’s 
Sunday ;  the  beds  here  are  not  very  clean,  and  there  may  be  other 
things  out  against  me  —  I’m  glad  it  ain’t  Rawdon’s  Saturday  for 
coming  home.  God  bless  you. 

Yours  in  haste, 

R.  C. 

P.S.  Make  haste  and  come. 

This  letter,  sealed  with  a  wafer,  was  dispatched  by  one  of 
the  messengers  who  are  always  hanging  about  Mr.  Moss’  estab¬ 
lishment  ;  and  Rawdon,  having  seen  him  depart,  went  out  in 
the  courtyard,  and  smoked  his  cigar  with  a  tolerably  easy  mind 

—  in  spite  of  the  bars  overhead ;  for  Mr.  Moss’  courtyard  is 
railed  in  like  a  cage,  lest  the  gentlemen  who  are  boarding  with 
him  should  take  a  fancy  to  escape  from  his  hospitality. 

Three  hours,  he  calculated,  would  be  the  utmost  time  re¬ 
quired,  before  Becky  should  arrive  and  open  his  prison  doors  : 
and  he  passed  these  pretty  cheerfully  in  smoking,  in  reading 
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the  paper,  and  in  the  coffeeroom  with  an  acquaintance,  Captain 
Walker,  who  happened  to  be  there,  and  with  whom  he  cut  for 
sixpences  for  some  hours,  with  pretty  equal  luck  on  either  side. 

But  the  day  passed  away  and  no  messenger  returned,  —  no 
Becky.  Mr.  Moss’  tably-dy-hoty  was  served  at  the  appointed 
hour  of  half-past  five,  when  such  of  the  gentlemen  lodging  in 
the  house  as  could  afford  to  pay  for  the  banquet,  came  and 
partook  of  it  in  the  splendid  front  parlor  before  described,  and 
with  which  Mr.  Crawley’s  temporary  lodging  communicated, 
when  Miss  M.  (Miss  Hem,  as  her  papa  called  her)  appeared 
without  the  curl  papers  of  the  morning,  and  Mrs.  Hem  did  the 
honors  of  a  prime  boiled  leg  of  mutton  and  turnips,  of  which 
the  Colonel  ate  with  a  very  faint  appetite.  Asked  whether  he 
would  “  stand  ”  a  bottle  of  champagne  for  the  company,  he  con¬ 
sented,  and  the  ladies  drank  to  his  ’ealth,  and  Mr.  Moss  in  the 
most  polite  manner  “looked  towards  him.” 

In  the  midst  of  this  repast,  however,  the  doorbell  was 
heard,  —  young  Moss  of  the  ruddy  hair  rose  up  with  the  keys 
and  answered  the  summons,  and  coming  back,  told  the  Colonel 
that  the  messenger  had  returned  with  a  bag,  a  desk,  and  a 
letter,  which  he  gave  him.  “No  ceramony,  Colonel,  I  beg, 
said  Mrs.  Moss  with  a  wave  of  her  hand,  and  he  opened  the 
letter  rather  tremulously.  —  It  was  a  beautiful  letter,  highly 
scented,  on  a  pink  paper,  and  with  a  light  green  seal. 

Mon  Pauvre  Cher  Petit  (Mrs.  Crawley  wrote),  — 

I  could  not  sleep  one  wink  for  thinking  of  what  had  become  of 
my  odious  old  monstre :  and  only  got  to  rest  in  the  morning  after 
sending  for  Mr.  Blench  (for  I  was  in  a  fever),  who  gave  me  a  com¬ 
posing  draught  and  left  orders  with  Finette  that  I  should  be  dis¬ 
turbed  on  no  account.  So  that  my  poor  old  man  s  messenger,  who 
had  Men  mauvase  mine,  Finette  says,  and  sentoitle  Genibvre,  remained 
in  the  hall  for  some  hours  waiting  my  bell.  You  may  fancy  my 
state  when  I  read  your  poor  dear  old  ill-spelt  letter. 

Ill  as  I  was,  I  instantly  called  for  the  carriage,  and  as  soon  as  I 
was  dressed  (though  I  couldn’t  drink  a  drop  of  chocolate  I  assure 
you  I  couldn’t  without  my  monstre  to  bring  it  to  me),  I  drove  ventre 
<X  terre  to  Nathan’s.  I  saw  him  —  I  wept  I  cried  I  fell  at  his 
odious  knees.  Nothing  would  mollify  the  horrid  man.  He  would 
have  all  the  money,  he  said,  or  keep  my  poor  monstre  in  prison.  I 
drove  home  with  the  intention  of  paying  that  triste  visite  chez  mon 
oncle  (when  every  trinket  I  have  should  be  at  your  disposal  though 
they  would  not  fetch  a  hundred  pounds,  for  some,  you  know,  are 
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with  ce  cher  oncle  already),  and  found  Milor  there  with  the  Bul¬ 
garian  old  sheep-faced  monstre,  who  had  come  to  compliment  me 
upon  last  night’s  performances.  Paddington  came  in,  too,  drawling 
and  lisping  and  twiddling  his  hair ;  so  did  Champignac,  and  his 
chef  —  everybody  with  foison  of  compliments  and  pretty  speeches  — 
plaguing  poor  me,  who  longed  to  be  rid  of  them,  and  was  thinking 
every  moment  of  the  time  of  mon  pauvre  prisonnier. 

When  they  were  gone,  I  went  down  on  my  knees  to  Milor ; 
told  him  we  were  going  to  pawn  everything,  and  begged  and  prayed 
him  to  give  me  two  hundred  pounds.  He  pish’d  and  psha’d  in  a 
fury  —  told  me  not  to  be  such  a  fool  as  to  pawn  —  and  said  he  would 
see  whether  he  could  lend  me  the  money.  At  last  he  went  away, 
promising  that  he  would  send  it  me  in  the  morning :  when  I  will 
bring  it  to  my  poor  old  monstre  with  a  kiss  from  his  affectionate 

Becky. 

I  am  writing  in  bed.  Oh,  I  have  such  a  headache  and  such  a 
heartache  ! 

When  Rawdon  read  over  this  letter,  he  turned  so  red  and 
looked  so  savage,  that  the  company  at  the  table  d’hote  easily 
perceived  that  bad  news  had  reached  him.  All  his  suspicions, 
which  he  had  been  trying  to  banish,  returned  upon  him.  She 
could  not  even  go  out  and'  sell  her  trinkets  to  free  him.  She 
could  laugh  and  talk  about  compliments  paid  to  her,  whilst 
he  was  in  prison.  Who  had  put  him  there?  Wenham  had 
walked  with  him.  Was  there  .  .  .  He  could  hardly  bear  to 
think  of  what  he  suspected.  Leaving  the  room  hurriedly,  he 
ran  into  his  own  —  opened  his  desk,  wrote  two  hurried  lines, 
which  he  directed  to  Sir  Pitt  or  Lady  Crawley,  and  hade  the  mes¬ 
senger  carry  them  at  once  to  Gaunt  Street,  bidding  him  to  take 
a  cab,  and  promising  him  a  guinea  if  he  was  back  in  an  hour. 

In  the  note  he  besought  his  dear  brother  and  sister,  for  the 
sake  of  God ;  for  the  sake  of  his  dear  child  and  his  honor;  to 
come  to  him  and  relieve  him  from  his  difficulty.  He  was  in 
prison :  he  wanted  a  hundred  pounds  to  set  him  free  —  he 
entreated  them  to  come  to  him. 

He  went  back  to  the  dining  room  after  dispatching  his 
messenger,  and  called  for  more  wine.  He  laughed  and  talked 
with  a  strange  boisterousness,  as  the  people  thought.  Some¬ 
times  he  laughed  madly  at  his  own  fears,  and  went  on  drinking 
for  an  hour  ;  listening  all  the  while  for  the  carriage  which  was 
to  bring  his  fate  back. 

At  the  expiration  of  that  time,  wheels  were  heard  whirling 


288  RAWDON  CRAWLEY  BECOMES  A  MAN. 

up  to  the  gate  —  the  young  J anitor  went  out  with  his  gate 
keys.  It  was  a  lady  whom  he  let  in  at  the  bailiff’s  door. 

“Colonel  Crawley,”  she  said,  trembling  very  much.  He, 
with  a  knowing  look,  locked  the  outer  door  upon  her  then 
unlocked  and  opened  the  inner  one,  and  calling  out,  “  Colonel, 
you’re  wanted,”  led  her  into  the  back  parlor,  which  he 
occupied. 

Rawdon  came  in  from  the  dining  parlor,  where  all  those 
people  were  carousing,  into  his  back  room  ;  a  flare  of  coarse 
light  following  him  into  the  apartment  where  the  lady  stood, 
still  very  nervous. 

“  It  is  I,  Rawdon,”  she  said,  in  a  timid  voice,  which  she 
strove  to  render  cheerful.  «  It  is  Jane.”  Rawdon  was  quite 
overcome  by  that  kind  voice  and  presence.  He  ran  up  to  her 
— -  caught  her  in  his  arms  —  gasped  out  some  inarticulate  words 
of  thanks,  and  fairly  sobbed  on  her  shoulder.  She  did  not 
know  the  cause  of  his  emotion. 

The  bills  of  Mr.  Moss  were  quickly  settled,  perhaps  to  the 
disappointment  of  that  gentleman,  who  had  counted  on  having 
the  Colonel  as  his  guest  over  Sunday  at  least ;  and  Jane,  with 
beaming  smiles  and  happiness  in  her  eyes,  carried  away  Raw¬ 
don  from  the  bailiff’s  house,  and  they  went  homewards  in  the 
cab  in  which  she  had  hastened  to  his  release.  “  Pitt  was  gone 
to  a  parliamentary  dinner,”  she  said,  “  when  Rawdon  s  note 
came,  and  so,  dear  Rawdon,  I  —  I  came  myself;  and  she  put 
her  kind  hand  in  his.  Perhaps  it  was  well  for  Rawdon 
Crawley  that  Pitt  was  away  at  that  dinner.  Rawdon  thanked 
his  sister  a  hundred  times,  and  with  an  ardor  of  gratitude 
which  touched  and  almost  alarmed  that  soft-hearted  woman. 
“  Oh,”  said  he,  in  his  rude,  artless  way,  “  you  —  you  don’t 
know  how  I’m  changed  since  I’ve  known  you,  and —  and  little 
Rawdy.  I  —  I’d  like  to  change  somehow.  You  see  I  want  — 

I  want  — to  be - ”  He  did  not  finish  the  sentence,  but  she 

could  interpret  it.  And  that  night  after  he  left  her,  and  as 
she  sat  by  her  own  little  boy’s  bed,  she  prayed  humbly  for 
that  poor  wayworn  sinner. 

Rawdon  left  her  and  walked  home  rapidly.  It  was  nine 
o’clock  at  night.  He  ran  across  the  streets,  and  the  great 
squares  of  Vanity  Fair,  and  at  length  came  up  breathless  oppo¬ 
site  his  own  house.  He  started  back  and  fell  against  the  rail¬ 
ings,  trembling  as  he  looked  up.  The  drawing-room  windows 
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were  blazing  with  light.  She  had  said  that  she  was  in  bed  and 
ill.  He  stood  there  for  some  time,  the  light  from  the  rooms  on 
his  pale  face. 

He  took  out  his  door  key  and  let  himself  into  the  house. 
He  could  hear  laughter  in  the  upper  rooms.  He  was  in  the 
ball  dress  in  which  he  had  been  captured  the  night  before.  He 
went  silently  up  the  stairs,  leaning  against  the  banisters  at  the 
stairhead. — Nobody  was  stirring  in  the  house  besides  —  all 
the  servants  had  been  sent  away.  Rawdon  heard  laughter 
within — laughter  and  singing.  Becky  was  singing  a  snatch  of 
the  song  of  the  night  before;  a  hoarse  voice  shouted  “  Brava! 
Brava  !  ”  —  it  was  Lord  Steyne’s. 

Rawdon  opened  the  door  and  went  in.  A  little  table  with  a 
dinner  was  laid  out  —  and  wine  and  plate.  Steyne  was  hang¬ 
ing  over  the  sofa  on  which  Becky  sat.  The  wretched  woman 
was  in  a  brilliant  full  toilet,  her  arms  and  all  her  fingers 
sparkling  with  bracelets  and  rings ;  and  the  brilliants  on  her 
breast  which  Steyne  had  given  her.  He  had  her  hand  in  his, 
and  was  bowing  over  it  to  kiss  it,  when  Becky  started  up  with 
a  faint  scream  as  she  caught  sight  of  Rawdon’s  white  face. 
At  the  next  instant  she  tried  a  smile,  a  horrid  smile,  as  if  to 
welcome  her  husband  :  and  Steyne  rose  up,  grinding  his  teeth, 
pale,  and  with  fury  in  his  looks. 

He,  too,  attempted  a  laugh  —  and  came  forward  holding 
out  his  hand.  “  What,  come  back !  How  d’ye  do,  Crawley  ?  ” 
he  said,  the  nerves  of  his  mouth  twitching  as  he  tried  to  grin 
at  the  intruder. 

There  was  that  in  Rawdon’s  face  which  caused  Becky  to 
fling  herself  before  him.  “  I  am  innocent,  Rawdon,”  she  said  ; 
“before  God,  I  am  innocent.”  She  clung  hold  of  his  coat,  of 
his  hands  ;  her  own  were  all  covered  with  serpents,  and  rings, 
and  baubles.  “  I  am  innocent.  —  Say  I  am  innocent,”  she  said 
to  Lord  Steyne. 

He  thought  a  trap  had  been  laid  for  him,  and  was  as  furious 
with  the  wife  as  with  the  husband.  “You  innocent!  Damn 
you,”  he  screamed  out.  “  You  innocent  !  Why,  every  trinket 
you  have  on  your  body  is  paid  for  by  me.  I  have  given  you 
thousands  of  pounds  which  this  fellow  has  spent,  and  for  which 

he  has  sold  you.  Innocent,  by  - !  You’re  as  innocent 

as  your  mother,  the  ballet  girl,  and  your  husband  the  bully. 
Don’t  think  to  frighten  me  as  you  have  done  others.  Make 
way,  sir,  and  let  me  pass  ;  ”  and  Lord  Steyne  seized  up  his  hat, 
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and,  with  flame  in  his  eyes,  and  looking  his  enemy  fiercely  in 
the  face,  marched  upon  him,  never  for  a  moment  doubting  that 
the  other  would  give  way. 

But  Rawdon  Crawley  springing  out,  seized  him  by  the  neck¬ 
cloth,  until  Steyne,  almost  strangled,  writhed,  and  bent  under 
his  arm.  “You  lie,  you  dog  !  ”  said  Rawdon.  “You  lie,  you 
coward  and  villain  !  ”  And  he  struck  the  Peer  twice  over 
the  face  with  his  open  hand,  and  flung  him  bleeding  to  the 
ground.  It  was  all  done  before  Rebecca  could  interpose.  She 
stood  there  trembling  before  him.  She  admired  her  husband, 

strong,  brave,  and  victorious. 

“  Come  here,”  he  said.  —  She  came  up  at  once. 

“Take  off  those  things.”  — She  began,  trembling,  pulling 
the  jewels  from  her  arms,  and  the  rings  from  her  shaking  fin¬ 
gers,  and  held  them  all  in  a  heap,  quivering  and  looking  up  at 
him.  “  Throw  them  down,”  he  said,  and  she  dropped  them. 
He  tore  the  diamond  ornament  out  of  her  breast  and  flung  it  at 
Lord  Steyne.  It  cut  him  on  his  bald  forehead.  Steyne  wore 
the  scar  to  his  dying  day. 

“  Come  upstairs,”  Rawdon  said  to  Ins  wife.  “  Don  t  kill 
me,  Rawdon,”  she  said.  He  laughed  savagely.  —  “  I  want  to 
see  if  that  man  lies  about  the  money  as  he  has  about  me.  Has 

he  given  you  any  ?  ” 

“  No,”  said  Rebecca,  “  that  is - ” 

“  Give  me  your  keys,”  Rawdon  answered,  and  they  went 
out  together. 

Rebecca  gave  him  all  the  keys  but  one  :  and  she  was  m 
hopes  that  he  would  not  have  remarked  the  absence  of  that. 
It  belonged  to  the  little  desk  which  Amelia  had  given  her  m 
early  days,  and  which  she  kept  in  a  secret  place.  But  Rawdon 
flung  open  boxes  and  wardrobes,  throwing  the  multifarious 
trumpery  of  their  contents  here  and  there,  and  at  last  he  found 
the  desk.  The  woman  was  forced  to  open  it.  It  contained 
papers,  love  letters  many  years  old  —  all  sorts  of  small  trinkets 
and  woman’s  memoranda.  And  it  contained  a  pocketbook 
with  bank  notes.  Some  of  these  were  dated  ten  years  back, 
too,  and  one  was  quite  a  fresh  one  —  a  note  for  a  thousand 
pounds  which  Lord  Steyne  had  given  her . 

“  Did  he  give  you  this  ?  ”  Rawdon  said. 

“Yes,”  Rebecca  answered. 

“  I’ll  send  it  to  him  to-day,”  Rawdon  said  (for  day  had 
dawned  again,  and  many  hours  had  passed  in  this  search), 
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“  and  I  will  pay  Briggs,  who  was  kind  to  the  boy,  and  some  of 
the  debts.  You  will  let  me  know  where  I  shall  send  the  rest 
to  you.  You  might  have  spared  me  a  hundred  pounds,  Becky, 
out  of  all  this  —  1  have  always  shared  with  you.” 

“  I  am  innocent,”  said  Becky.  And  he  left  her  without 
another  word. 

What  were  her  thoughts  when  he  left  her  ?  She  remained 
for  hours  after  he  was  gone,  the  sunshine  pouring  into  the 
room,  and  Rebecca  sitting  alone  on  the  bed’s  edge.  The 
drawers  were  all  opened  and  their  contents  scattered  about,  — 
dresses  and  feathers,  scarfs  and  trinkets,  a  heap  of  tumbled 
vanities  lying  in  a  wreck.  Her  hair  was  falling  over  her  shoul¬ 
ders  ;  her  gown  was  torn  where  Rawdon  had  wrenched  the 
brilliants  out  of  it.  She  heard  him  go  downstairs  a  few  min¬ 
utes  after  he  left  her,  and  the  door  slamming  and  closing  on 
him.  She  knew  he  would  never  come  back.  He  was  gone 
forever.  Would  he  kill  himself?  —  she  thought  —  not  until 
after  he  had  met  Lord  Steyne.  She  thought  of  her  long  past 
life,  and  all  the  dismal  incidents  of  it.  Ah,  how  dreary  it 
seemed,  how  miserable,  lonely,  and  profitless  !  Should  she  take 
laudanum,  and  end  it,  too  —  have  done  with  all  hopes,  schemes, 
debts,  and  triumphs?  The  French  maid  found  her  in  this  posi¬ 
tion —  sitting  in  the  midst  of  her  miserable  ruins  with  clasped 
hands  and  dry  eyes.  The  woman  was  her  accomplice  and  in 
Steyne’s  pay.  “  Mon  Dieu,  Madame,  what  has  happened  ?  ” 
she  asked. 

What  had  happened?  Was  she  guilty  or  not?  She  said 
not ;  but  who  could  tell  what  was  truth  which  came  from  those 
lips ;  or  if  that  corrupt  heart  was  in  this  case  pure  ?  All  her 
lies  and  her  schemes,  all  her  selfishness  and  her  wiles,  all  her 
wit  and  genius  had  come  to  this  bankruptcy.  The  woman 
closed  the  curtains,  and  with  some  entreaty  and  show  of  kind¬ 
ness  persuaded  her  mistress  to  lie  down  on  the  bed.  Then 
she  went  below  and  gathered  up  the  trinkets  which  had  been 
lying  on  the  floor  since  Rebecca  dropped  them  there  at  her 
husband’s  orders  and  Lord  Steyne  went  away. 


292 


A  GODSEND  IN  BOHEMIA. 


A  GODSEND  IN  BOHEMIA. 

By  HENRI  MURGER. 

(From  “Scenes  de  la  Vie  de  Boheme”  :  translated  for  this  work  by  Forrest 

Morgan. ) 

[Henri  Murger  was  born  at  Paris  in  1822,  son  of  a  tailor  and  janitor. 
Cut  off  by  his  father  at  fifteen  for  choosing  letters  rather  than  a  lawyer’s  office, 
he  was  for  a  time  secretary  to  Count  Tolstoy,  a  Russian  nobleman  there,  and 
later  lived  for  some  years  on  scraps  of  journalistic  and  literary  work,  often 
hungry  and  without  lodgings.  The  newspaper  sketches  portraying  and  coloring 
this  life,  collected  in  1848  as  “  Scenes  de  la  Vie  de  Bohffine,”  made  him  famous 
and  comfortable :  he  wrote  for  the  Revue  des  Deux  Mondes,  and  produced  the 
stories  “Claude  and  Marianne”  (1851),  “The  Lost  Rendezvous”  and  “The 
Latin  Quarter”  (1852),  “Adeline  Protat”  (1853),  “The  Water  Drinkers” 
(1854,  a  darker  companion  to  the  “Vie  de  Bolffime”),  “The  Red  Sabot” 
(1859),  and  the  unfinished  “  Rogueries  of  an  Ingdnue,”  besides  a  volume  of  verse 
called  “  Winter  Nights.”  He  died  in  1861.] 

Schaunard  and  Marcel,  who  had  been  valiantly  pitching 
into  work  since  morning,  suddenly  suspended  their  labor. 

“  Holy  Moses  !  how  hungry  it  makes  one  !  ”  said  Schaunard. 
And  he  added  carelessly,  “  Isn’t  this  breakfast  day  ?  ” 

Marcel  seemed  greatly  astonished  at  this  question,  more 
than  ever  inopportune. 

“  Since  when  has  there  been  breakfast  two  days  running  ?  ” 
said  he.  “Yesterday  was  Thursday.” 

And  he  finished  his  answer  by  tracing  with  his  mahl-stick 
this  ordinance  of  the  Church  :  — 

“  On  Friday  thou  shalt  eat  no  meat, 

Nor  aught  else  that  resembles  it.” 

Schaunard  found  nothing  to  reply,  and  seated  himself  at  his 
picture,  which  represented  a  plain  inhabited  by  a  red  tree  and 
a  blue  tree  shaking  branches  with  each  other.  Transparent 
allusion  to  the  sweets  of  friendship,  and  which  none  the  less 
had  a  highly  philosophical  effect. 

At  this  moment  the  porter  knocked  at  the  door.  He  brought 
a  letter  for  Marcel. 

“  Three  sous,”  he  said. 

“  Sure  ?  ”  responded  the  artist.  “  Very  well,  you  may  owe 
them.” 

And  he  shut  the  door  in  the  porter’s  face. 

Marcel  had  taken  the  letter  and  broken  the  seal.  At  the 
first  words,  he  began  executing  acrobat  flings  in  the  studio, 
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and  struck  up  at  the  top  of  his  voice  the  following  well-known 
ditty,  which  indicated  with  him  the  acme  of  jubilation  :  — 

“  There  were  four  young  blades  in  our  part  of  the  town, 

And  all  four  with  sickness  were  taken  down : 

They  toted  them  off  to  the  hospital  ward  — 

Ord !  ord !  ord  !  ord !  ” 

“  Oh  well,  yes,”  said  Schaunard,  carrying  it  on  :  — 

“  They  put  them  into  a  great  big  bed, 

Two  at  the  foot  and  two  at  the  head. 

We  know  that .” 

Marcel  resumed  :  — 

“  A  dear  little  Sister  of  Charity  came  — 

Ame!  ame!  ame!  ame!” 

“  If  you  don’t  keep  still,”  said  Schaunard,  who  already  felt 
symptoms  of  mental  derangement,  “  I’ll  play  the  allegro  of  my 
symphony  on  ‘The  Influence  of  Blue  in  Art.’” 

And  he  approached  his  piano. 

This  menace  produced  the  effect  of  a  drop  of  cold  water 
falling  into  a  boiling  liquid. 

Marcel  grew  calm  as  if  by  magic. 

“  Hold  up  !  ”  said  he,  passing  the  letter  to  his  friend. 
“  Look.” 

It  was  an  invitation  to  dine  with  a  deputy,  an  enlightened 
patron  of  the  arts,  and  in  particular  of  Marcel,  who  had  made 
a  picture  of  his  country  villa. 

“It  is  for  to-day,”  said  Schaunard.  “Too  bad  the  ticket 
would  not  be  good  for  two.  But  here  is  a  point,  I  fancy  — 
your  deputy  is  on  the  government  side  •  you  cannot,  you  ought 
not  to  accept ;  your  principles  forbid  you  to  go  and  eat  bread 
steeped  in  the  sweat  of  the  people’s  brows.” 

“  Bah  !  ”  said  Marcel,  “my  deputy  is  Centre  Left  [moderate 
liberal]  ;  he  voted  against  the  government  the  other  day. 
Besides,  he  is  to  get  me  an  order,  and  he  has  promised  to 
introduce  me  into  society  ;  and  besides,  do  you  mind,  no  mat¬ 
ter  if  it  is  Friday,  I  feel  as  hungry  as  a  bear,  and  I  am  going 
to  dine  to-day,  that’s  flat.” 

“  There  are  other  obstacles,”  resumed  Schaunard,  who  could 
not  help  being  a  little  jealous  of  the  good  fortune  that  had 
fallen  to  his  friend.  “You  can’t  dine  out  in  a  red  jacket  and 
a  longshoreman’s  cap.” 
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“I  am  going  to  borrow  Rodolphe’s  or  Colline’s  coat.” 
u  Fatuous  youth  !  do  you  forget  that  it  is  past  the  twenti¬ 
eth,  and  that  at  this  epoch  the  coats  of  those  gentlemen  are 
spouted  and  surspouted  ?  ” 

“  I  shall  find  a  black  coat,  at  least,  between  now  and  five 
o’clock,”  said  Marcel. 

“I  put  in  three  weeks  finding  one  when  I  went  to  my 
cousin’s  wedding,  and  that  was  early  in  January. 

“  Well,  then^  I  shall  go  this  way,”  retorted  Marcel,  with  a 
stage  strut.  “  It  shall  not  be  said  that  a  miserable  question  of 
etiquette  debarred  me  from  taking  my  first  step  in  society. 

“  Speaking  of  that,”  interrupted  Schaunard,  who  took  much 
pleasure  in  mortifying  his  friend,  “  how  about  boots  ?  ” 

Marcel  left  the  house  in  a  state  of  agitation  impossible  to 
describe.  At  the  end  of  two  hours  he  returned,  loaded  with  a 
false  collar. 

“  There’s  everything  I  could  find,”  he  said  piteously. 

“  ft  was  no  job  to  scour  about  for  so  little,”  said  Schaunard: 
“there’s  paper  here  to  make  a  dozen  out  of.” 

“  But,”  said  Marcel,  tearing  his  hair,  “  we  must  have  some 
things,  deuce  take  it  !  ” 

And  he  began  a  long  ransacking  of  every  corner  of  the  two 
rooms. 

After  an  hour’s  search,  he  realized  a  costume  thus  com¬ 
posed  :  — 

A  pair  of  plaid  pantaloons, 

A  gray  hat, 

A  red  necktie, 

A  blue  waistcoat, 

Two  boots, 

A  glove  formerly  white, 

A  black  glove. 

“  That  will  make  two  black  gloves  on  a  pinch,”  said  Schau¬ 
nard.  “  But  when  you  are  dressed  you  will  have  the  look  of  a 
solar  spectrum.  To  be  sure,  when  one  is  a  colorist  —  ” 

During  this  time  Marcel  was  trying  on  the  boots. 

Fatality !  They  were  both  for  the  same  foot. 

The  desperate  artist  just  then  perceived,  in  a  corner,  an  old 
boot  they  had  put  their  used-up  bladders  in.  He  seized  upon  it. 

“  From  the  sublime  to  the  ridiculous,”  said  his  sarcastic 
companion  :  “  this  one  has  a  pointed  toe  and  the  other  a  square 
one.” 
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“  That  won’t  be  noticed  —  I  shall  black  them  up.” 

“Good  idea  !  You  lack  nothing  but  the  dress  coat  now  to 
be  in  correct  form.” 

“  Oh  !  ”  said  Marcel,  gnawing  his  fists, 

“  To  have  one  I  would  give  ten  years  of  life 
And  my  right  hand,  seest  thou.” 

They  heard  another  knock  at  the  door.  Marcel  opened  it. 

“  M.  Schaunard  ?  ”  said  a  stranger,  halting  on  the  threshold. 

“  That  is  my  name,”  replied  the  painter,  asking  him  in. 

“  Sir,”  said  the  unknown,  who  bore  one  of  those  honest  faces 
that  typify  the  provincial,  “  my  cousin  has  spoken  a  great  deal 
to  me  about  your  talent  for  making  portraits  ;  and  being  on 
the  point  of  taking  a  voyage  to  the  colonies,  where  I  am  sent 
as  a  delegate  by  the  refiners  of  the  city  of  Nantes,  I  want  to 
leave  a  memento  of  myself  to  my  family.  That  is  why  I  have 
come  to  find  you.” 

“  0  Holy  Providence  !  ”  murmured  Schaunard.  “  Marcel, 
give  the  gentleman  a  seat  —  ” 

“M.  Blancheron,”  resumed  the  stranger;  “  Blancheron  of 
Nantes,  delegate  of  the  sugar  industry,  ex-maire  of  V — — , 
captain  in  the  National  Guard,  and  author  of  a  pamphlet  on  the 
sugar  question.” 

“  I  am  highly  honored  at  having  been  chosen  by  you,”  said 
the  artist,  bowing  to  the  refiners’  delegate.  “  How  would  you 
like  your  portrait  taken  ?  ” 

“  In  miniature,  like  that,”  responded  M.  Blancheron,  indi¬ 
cating  a  portrait  on  the  wall ;  for  to  the  delegate,  as  to  many 
others,  any  painting  that  does  not  cover  the  side  of  a  house  is  a 
miniature  —  there  is  nothing  between. 

This  simplicity  gave  Schaunard  the  measure  of  the  worthy 
man  he  was  dealing  with,  especially  when  the  latter  added  that 
he  wished  his  portrait  painted  with  the  finest  colors. 

“  I  never  employ  any  others,”  said  Schaunard.  “  Of  what 
size  does  the  gentleman  desire  his  portrait  ?  ” 

“  That  big,”  responded  M.  Blancheron,  pointing  to  a  No.  20 
canvas.  “  But  what  will  be  the  price  of  that  ?  ” 

“  From  fifty  to  sixty  francs  :  fifty  without  the  hands,  sixty 
with.” 

“Thunder!  my  cousin  told  me  about  thirty  francs.” 

“  That  is  according  to  the  season,"  said  the  painter:  “  colors 
are  much  dearer  at  some  periods  than  others.” 
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“  Really  !  then  it's  just  like  sugar  ?  ” 

“  Precisely.” 

“  Then  go  on  for  fifty  francs,”  said  M.  Blancheron. 

“  You  are  wrong  :  for  ten  francs  more  you  will  have  the 
hands,  in  which  I  will  place  your  pamphlet  on  the  sugar  ques¬ 
tion,  which  will  raise  your  reputation.” 

“  By  George,  you  are  right  !  ” 

“Thunderation  !  ”  said  Schaunard  to  himself  :  “if  he  goes 
on  it  will  make  me  explode,  and  I  shall  hurt  him  with  one  of 
my  fragments.” 

“  Did  you  notice  ?  ”  Marcel  whispered  to  him. 

“  What  ?  ” 

“  He  has  a  black  coat.” 

“  I  catch  on  —  I  get  your  idea.  Let  me  manage.” 

“  Well,  sir,”  said  the  delegate,  “  when  do  we  begin  ?  There 
mustn’t  be  any  delay,  for  I  start  very  shortly.” 

“  I  am  going  to  take  a  little  trip  myself  :  day  after  to¬ 
morrow  I  leave  Paris.  So  if  you  choose,  we  will  begin  at  once. 
One  good  sitting  will  set  the  work  well  forward.” 

“  But  it’s  coming  on  night,  and  you  can’t  paint  by  lamp¬ 
light,”  said  M.  Blancheron. 

“  My  studio  is  equipped  so  that  one  can  work  there  at  all 
hours,”  rejoined  the  painter.  “  If  you  will  take  off  your  coat 
and  assume  the  proper  attitude,  we  will  begin.” 

“  Take  off  my  coat  !  What  for  ?  ” 

“  Didn’t  you  tell  me  you  designed  the  portrait  for  your 
family  ?  ” 

“  To  be  sure.” 

“Well,  then,  you  ought  to  be  represented  in  your  indoor 
wear  —  in  your  dressing-gown.  That  is  the  custom  in  other 
cases.” 

“  But  I  have  no  dressing-gown  here.” 

“  I  have  one  myself.  This  contingency  was  foreseen,”  said 
Schaunard,  handing  his  sitter  a  rag  embellished  with  daubs  of 
paint,  which  at  first  made  the  honest  provincial  hesitate. 

“  This  is  a  very  singular  garment,”  he  said. 

“  And  very  precious,”  responded  the  painter.  “  It  was  a 
present  from  a  Turkish  Vizier  to  Horace  Vernet,  who  gave  it 
to  me  for  my  own.  I  was  his  pupil.” 

“You  were  a  pupil  of  Vernet?  ”  said  Blancheron. 

“Yes,  sir,  I  take  pride  in  that.  Oh,  the  devil  !  ”  he  mur¬ 
mured  to  himself,  “  I  am  denying  my  gods.” 
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“Well  you  may,  young  man,”  rejoined  the  delegate,  don¬ 
ning  the  dressing-gown  of  so  noble  an  ancestry. 

“  Hang  up  the  gentleman’s  coat  in  the  wardrobe,”  said 
Schaunard  to  his  friend,  with  a  significant  wink. 

“  Oh,  I  say,”  murmured  Marcel,  pouncing  on  his  prey  and 
nodding  toward  Blancheron,  “  he  is  too  good  !  If  you  could 
only  keep  a  piece  of  him  —  !  ” 

“  I’ll  try  ;  but  never  mind  that  now  —  dress  yourself  quick, 
and  skip  out.  Be  back  by  ten  o’clock,  and  I’ll  hold  on  to  him 
till  then.  Above  all,  bring  me  something  in  your  pockets.” 

“  I’ll  bring  you  a  pineapple,”  said  Marcel,  taking  himself 
off. 

He  dressed  himself  in  haste  ;  the  coat  fitted  him  like  a 
glove.  Then  he  left  by  the  other  door  of  the  studio. 

Schaunard  set  to  work.  When  night  had  fully  settled 
down,  M.  Blancheron  heard  it  strike  six  and  recollected  that 
he  had  not  dined.  He  made  that  remark  to  the  painter. 

“  I  am  in  the  same  fix  ;  but  to  oblige  you  I  will  let  it  go  for 
this  evening,  for  all  I  was  invited  to  a  house  in  the  Faubourg 
Saint  Germain,”  [“on  Fifth  Avenue”]  said  Schaunard.  “  But 
we  mustn’t  disarrange  ourselves:  that  would  imperil  the  resem¬ 
blance.” 

He  applied  himself  to  his  work. 

“  After  all,”  he  suddenly  broke  out,  “  we  can  dine  without 
disarranging  ourselves.  There  is  a  capital  restaurant  down¬ 
stairs,  which  will  send  up  anything  we  like.” 

And  Schaunard  awaited  the  effect  of  his  multiplied  we's. 

“I  share  your  idea,”  said  M.  Blancheron,  “and  in  return  I 
should  be  pleased  to  have  you  do  me  the  honor  of  being  my 
guest  at  table.” 

Schaunard  bowed. 

“  Come  now,”  he  said  to  himself,  “  this  is  a  good  fellow,  a 
veritable  godsend.  Will  you  order  the  dishes  ?  ”  he  said  to  his 
Amphitryon. 

“  You  will  oblige  me  by  taking  that  trouble,”  responded  the 
other,  politely. 

“You  will  repent  it,  Nicholas,” 

sang  the  painter  as  he  descended  the  stairs  four  at  a  time. 

He  entered  the  restaurant,  went  up  to  the  counter,  and  drew 
up  a  menu  the  reading  of  which  made  the  Vatel  of  the  shop 
turn  pale. 
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“  Claret  as  usual.” 

“  Who  is  to  pay  for  it  ?  ” 

“  Probably  not  I,”  said  Schaunard,  “  but  an  uncle  of  mine 
you  will  see  up  there  —  a  notable  connoisseur.  So  try  to  dis¬ 
tinguish  yourself,  and  let  us  be  served  in  half  an  hour,  and 
above  all  in  porcelain.” 

At  eight  o’clock  M.  Blancheron  already  felt  the  need  of 
pouring  into  the  bosom  of  a  friend  his  ideas  on  the  sugar 
industry,  and  recited  to  Schaunard  the  pamphlet  he  had  written. 

The  latter  accompanied  him  on  the  piano. 

At  ten,  M.  Blancheron  and  his  friend  had  danced  the  galop 
together  and  called  each  other  “  dear  boy. 

At  eleven  they  swore  never  to  part,  and  were  each  to  make 
a  will  reciprocally  bequeathing  their  property  to  one  another. 

At  midnight,  Marcel  returned,  and  found  them  locked  in 
each  other’s  arms  ;  they  were  drowned  in  tears.  And  there 
was  already  half  an  inch  of  water  in  the  studio.  Marcel  stum¬ 
bled  against  the  table,  and  saw  the  magnificent  ruins  of  a 
superb  feast.  He  examined  the  bottles  ;  they  were  entirely 
empty. 

He  tried  to  awaken  Schaunard,  but  the  latter  threatened  to 
kill  him  if  he  offered  to  tear  from  him  M.  Blancheron,  of  whom 
he  was  making  a  pillow. 

“  Ingrate  !  ”  said  Marcel,  pulling  from  his  pocket  a  handful 
of  nuts.  “This  to  me,  who  have  brought  him  some  dinner  ! 

The  Actual  Occurrence. 

By  Alexander  Schanne. 

[The  following  is  given  in  the  memoirs  of  Schanne,  the  “Schaunard”  ot 
the  “Vie  de  Boheme,”  as  the  real  episode  on  which  the  above  chapter  wae 
founded.  The  hero,  Esp^rance  Blanchon,  was  a  youth  who  had  inherited  from 
his  father  a  respectable  fortune  gained  as  a  pork-butcher.] 

Murger  was  sharing  my  studio  in  the  Rue  de  la  Harpe. 
One  morning  we  were  trying  to  warm  up  some  coffee  by  light¬ 
ing  pieces  of  paper,  when  there  was  a  knock  at  the  door. 
It  was  a  young  fellow  with  a  letter  of  introduction  from  a 
student  friend  of  mine,  who  had  assured  him  that  I  was  a  good 
painter.  He  told  me  he  was  going  on  a  long  journey,  and  did 
not  want  to  start  without  leaving  his  portrait  for  his  mother. 
He  was  between  twenty-five  and  thirty,  and  was  pitted  with 
smallpox  to  such  a  degree  that  if  a  handful  of  peas  had  been 
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thrown  in  his  face,  not  one  would  have  fallen  to  the  ground. 
While  he  took  a  seat  in  the  medical  easy-ehair,  I  passed  behind 
the  rich  tapestry  that  hid  my  bed  and  the  entrance  to  the 
garret  which  served  as  a  kitchen,  and  went  to  join  Murger, 
who  would  otherwise  perhaps  have  drunk  all  the  coffee  himself. 
We  agreed  that  on  my  returning  to  the  studio  I  should  make 
an  eloquent  patter  speech  to  my  client,  and  that  at  each  pause 
in  it,  Murger,  hidden  behind  the  tapestry,  should  play  on  the 
tambourine. 

Accordingly,  I  returned  to  the  scene  of  action  and  remarked, 
“Your  lucky  star  did  not  deceive  you,  sir,  when  it  guided 
your  steps  to  this  sanctuary  of  art.”  (“  Broum,  broum,  broum,” 
from  Murger,  who,  in  pursuance  of  our  agreement,  was  strum¬ 
ming  with  wetted  thumb  on  the  tympanum  of  his  instrument.) 
“  Pay  no  attention,”  I  resumed,  “  it  is  a  poor  friend  of  mine 
with  a  very  bad  cold,  who  is  amusing  himself  by  reciting  verses. 
You  will  recognize  Ponsard’s  style.  But  know  that  you  are  in 
the  studio  of  the  painter-in-ordinary  to  Queen  Pomare,  who  is  so 
much  talked  about  just  now.”  (“Broum.”)  “I  am  intrusted 
by  her  Majesty  with  the  task  of  allegorically  depicting  seven 
theological  virtues,  instead  of  three,  a  number  recognized 
as  inadequate  to  balance  the  seven  deadly  sins.”  (“Broum, 
broum.”)  “You  see  in  what  line  I  exercise  my  talents.  If, 
then,  you  have  not  a  pure  conscience,  a  spotless  soul,  it  will  be 
useless  to  persist  in  your  project  of  having  me  paint  you.  I 
would  not  guarantee  the  likeness,  not  even  a  vague  family 
resemblance  —  j-ou  might  turn  my  oil  !  ”  Somewhat  bewildered, 
he  replied,  “ I  will  do  my  best  to — ”  (“Broum,  broum.”)  “Is 
your  friend  no  better  ?  ”  he  added.  “  No,”  I  replied,  “  those 
verses  from  ‘  Lucrece  ’  are  so  chilly.  But  we  are  losing  time 
in  vain  discourse  :  let  us  seek  a  position  suitable  to  a  No.  20 
canvas,  and  one  that  I  can  reproduce  with  my  finest  colors. 
The  head  a  little  less  forward,  if  you  please,  more  ease  about 
the  body.  Please  endue  yourself  with  one  of  those  looks 
that  express  all  the  joys  of  youth  joined  to  those  of  a  heart 
without  remorse.  Look  pleasant,  confound  it,  or  I  won’t 
begin.” 

Murger  now  issued  from  his  hiding-place  and  said  in  his 
natural  voice,  “  Surely  the  gentleman  does  not  dream  of  being 
painted  in  a  swallow-tail.”  “  Isn't  it  the  fashion  ?  ”  asked 
Esperance  Blanchon.  I  divined  that  Murger  felt  the  need  of 
a  dress  coat  to  go  and  take  tea  that  evening  at  an  influential 
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critic’s.  We  pleaded  in  favor  of  a  frock  coat  on  account  of  its 
draping  in  fuller  folds.  Murger  offered  his,  which  was  at  once 
transferred  to  the  gentleman’s  back.  This  done,  nothing  was 
heard  in  the  studio,  usually  so  noisy,  hut  the  scratching  of  the 
charcoal  on  the  canvas.  At  half-past  five  the  sun  failed  us 
But  it  was  vital  not  to  let  Esperance  Blanchon  go,  as  he  would 
have  taken  away  his  coat,  so  we  kept  him  to  dinner.  He  at 
first  declined  our  gracious  offer  —  which  did  not  suit  us  ;  but  he 
ended  by  accepting  it  on  the  express  condition  that  he  should  find 
the  money,  and  that  in  order  to  put  us  quite  at  our  ease,  the  ex¬ 
pense  should  be  strictly  confined  to  the  sum  represented  by  my 
day’s  work.  Thus  it  was  a  payment  already  due,  and  not  an 
advance,  that  he  made.  Murger  spread  himself  around  the 
town,  and  returned  with  a  caravan  of  bakers,  meat-cooks  and 
butlers,  bearing  eatables  and  drinkables.  He  had  also  stuffed  his 
pockets  with  several  pounds  of  candles.  It  was  indeed  his 
mania  and  his  luxury  to  give  himself  what  he  called  a  “feast 
of  light.”  The  Russian  prince’s  forty  francs  at  the  time  he 
received  them  passed  away  largely  in  private  illuminations. 
This  man  who  only  worked  at  night  had  none  the  less  a  passion 
for  light,  and  most  intense  light,  believing  that  to  see  clearly 
with  the  eyes  added  to  the  lucidity  of  the  mind. 

We  dined  cheerfully  despite  the  scant  supply  of  crockery, 
and  dessert  was  further  enlivened  by  the  expected  arrival  of 
Mimi  and  Phemie  Teinturiere.  Murger  was  still  in  a  swallow¬ 
tail  as  his  frock  coat  continued  to  drape  our  young  pork-butcher 
in  his  folds.  He  profited  by  this  to  slip  away  and  go  to  the 
tea  party  of  the  not  less  well  appointed  than  influential  critic  ; 
and  I  remained  with  the  task  of  entertaining  the  guests,  and 
above  all  of  gaining  time  — for  Esperance  might  take  the 
notion  to  go  off  at  any  moment,  and  how  in  that  case  could  we 
give  him  back  his  coat  ?  Ten  struck,  and  then  eleven,  and  no 
Murger.  My  piano  was  of  great  assistance,  and  the  ladies  also 
devoted  themselves  :  Mimi  waltzed  and  Phemie  sang.  Still 
Murger  did  not  return.  Midnight  had  struck,  and  the  bottles 

were  empty.  .  „ 

Happily  my  “  Symphony  on  the  Influence  of  Blue  in  Art 

was  ready  in  my  head  and  at  the  ends  of  my  fingers  ;  an  excel¬ 
lent  piece  under  the  circumstances,  because  it  lasts  a  long  time. 
I  attacked  the  fragment  of  it  entitled  “  The  Elephant  s  March, 
with  copious  verbal  explanations,  to  which  the  young  pork- 
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butcher  listened  with  amazement  —  the  elephant  being  an 
incomprehensible  animal  to  him,  since  it  is  unknown  in  his 
trade. 

“  I  begin,”  said  I,  “  by  warning  you  that  we  are  in  C  minor, 
a  key  with  three  flats.  I  do  not  spare  flats  to  give  you  pleas¬ 
ure.  How  many  avaricious  composers  would  you  not  meet  in 
life  who  would  only  put  in  one  or  two  at  most  !  But  see  what 
a  picture.  The  elephants  slowly  advance,  one  pure  white  at 
the  head  of  them,  bearing  under  a  magnificent  dais  the  corpse 
of  an  Indian  maiden.  The  sun  flames  on  the  horizon  ;  it  is 
hot,  very  hot.  Here,  to  convey  this  idea,  I  pass  into  the  major 
key,  as  you  would  have  been  the  first  to  advise  me.  Now  the 
moon  rises,  and  I  return  to  the  minor  ;  that  was  self-evident. 
Do  you  mark  the  horrid  noise  of  the  tigers  in  the  jungle,  and 
do  you  hear  the  Indian  poet  singing  in  lines  of  thirty-two  feet 
the  virtues  of  the  dead  young  girl  ?  In  a  European  orchestra 
it  would  be  the  oboe  which  would  be  intrusted  with  this  dis¬ 
course.  Here  an  uncle  of  the  maiden  blows  his  nose  loudly  ; 
unfortunately  the  exact  note,  which  is  found  in  the  scale  of  the 
bassoon,  does  not  exist  on  the  piano.  The  elephants  still  ad¬ 
vance,  thrum,  thrum,  thrum.  But  is  not  some  one  knocking  at 
the  door  ?” 

I  went  and  opened  it.  Murger  at  last.  But  the  situation 
was  not  so  embarrassing  as  might  have  been  believed  ;  for 
Esperance  Blanchon  was  in  so  little  a  hurry  to  leave  us  that  he 
would  not  go  away  at  all,  and  even  asked  leave  to  sleep  on  our 
sofa. 

The  next  day  I  had  to  resume  my  brushes,  to  again  earn 
the  means  for  a  little  fete  that  was  in  preparation.  The  same 
thing  happened  on  the  ensuing  days  ;  only  my  sitter  put  me  to 
a  great  deal  of  labor  and  trouble,  for  under  the  influence  of  his 
potations  the  tint  of  his  skin  kept  continually  changing,  pass¬ 
ing  from  a  kind  of  green  inclining  to  violet  to  a  sort  of  yellow 
tinged  with  gray.  Hence  the  portrait  advanced  very  little. 
“  There  are  really  months  when  one  is  not  in  working  humor,” 
said  I  to  Murger,  who  in  his  book  has  altered  “  months  ”  to 
“years.”  Finally  Esperance,  who  had  never  laughed  so  much 
in  his  life,  would  not  leave  us.  We  could  see  that  he  was 
endeavoring  to  distract  his  thoughts.  We  asked  ourselves, 
during  a  brief  absence  of  his,  whether  a  criminal  was  not 
concealed  beneath  this  lamblike  exterior.  Some  words  that 
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escaped  him  reassured  us  :  he  had  lost  one  dear  to  him  a 
victim,  through  nursing  him,  of  the  terrible  malady  that  had  so 

disfigured  him.  .  .  .  . 

All  this  was  very  well  ;  but  a  notice  to  quit  m  due  form 
came  from  my  landlord.  My  neighbor  on  the  floor  below,  a 
lithographer,  complained  of  no  longer  being  able  to  go  to  sleep, 
and  the  doorkeeper  had  backed  up  his  protest.  We  had  there¬ 
fore  two  enemies  to  be  revenged  on.  Esperance  Blanchon 
undertook  to  deal  with  the  lithographer.  He  had  the  patience 
to  copy  off  from  the  bills  stuck  up  in  that  quarter  the  names 
of  every  one  advertising  for  lost  property.  Then  he  wrote  to 
them  in  terms  something  like  this  :  “  Sir  (or  Madam),  you  wish 
to  recover  your  dog  (or  your  parrot,  your  bracelet,  etc.).  You 
will  find  it  at  M.  X.’s,  lithographer,  50  Rue  de  la  Harpe. 
Insist  on  having  it  back,  for  you  will  have  to  do  with  a  man 
who,  without  being  positively  dishonest,  will  begin  by  saying 
he  does  not  know  what  you  mean.  Yours,  etc.”  The  follow¬ 
ing  morning  there  began  at  the  lithographer’s  a  dm  of  bell- 
ringings  and  strong  language,  which  I  cannot  reproduce  by 
any  known  method  of  typography.  We  might,  in  our  turn, 
have  complained  of  a  noise  that  hindered  us  from  exercising  our 
liberal  professions,  but  we  disdained  such  a  mean  revenge.  As 
to  the  doorkeeper,  I  brought  back  from  a  country  excursion  a 
dozen  hideous  toads,  and  let  them  loose  in  the  courtyard  at 
one  o’clock  in  the  morning.  Then  we  lowered  a  sponge,  soaked 
in  alcohol  and  set  on  fire,  at  the  end  of  a  wire  from  our  window 
on  the  fifth  floor,  and  gave  the  doorkeeper  a  sight  of  such  a  will- 
o’-the-wisp  as  is  scarcely  ever  seen  save  at  the  opera  in  “  Robert 
the  Devil.”  We  heard  a  cry  of  terror  as  the  lodge  was  lit  up. 
In  the  morning  Murger  went  down  and  asked  Madam  Cerberus 
whether  she  had  any  letters  for  him.  Without  replying,  she 
told  him  how  the  house  was  haunted  by  ghosts  who  made 
punch  at  night  and  were  not  ashamed  to  get  drunk  with  toads ; 
adding  that  it  was  unbearable,  and  that  he  and  his  friends  were 
lucky  in  having  notice  to  leave.  During  the  five  nights  we 
remained  there  the  lodge  remained  lit  up  all  night. 

But  Esperance  Blanchon  had  arrived  at  the  last  hour  of 
pleasure  that  was  to  strike  for  him  in  this  world.  His  portrait, 
being  finished,  was  varnished,  framed,  packed,  and  forwarded 
to  his  mother.  He  then  left  us  ;  and  as  we  heard  nothing  more 
of  him,  we  made  inquiries,  after  a  time,  and  learned  that  he 
had  written  to  a  member  of  his  family  that  he  was  to  be  looked 
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for  at  the  bottom  of  a  pond  at  Plessis  Piquet.  Murger  and  I 
at  once  went  to  Plessis  Piquet,  and  saw  Father  Cens,  the  inn¬ 
keeper.  He  had  seen  the  poor  fellow  come  along  in  a  deluge 
of  rain,  holding  up  an  umbrella  as  though  to  protect  Murger’s 
frock  coat,  which  he  still  wore.  Father  Cens  thought,  and 
rightly,  that  he  recognized  one  of  his  customers  ;  and  great 
was  his  surprise  when  he  saw  him,  instead  of  turning  to  the 
left,  resolutely  walk  into  the  pond  with  his  umbrella  still  up. 
It  was  impossible,  in  that  deserted  locality,  to  do  anything  to 
hinder  the  suicide.  Some  days  later  a  man-servant  of  his 
mother’s  came,  and  had  the  body  placed  in  a  coffin  to  be  taken 
away  to  Normandy.  Nothing  more  was  ever  known.  But  with 
all  this,  Murger  remained  in  a  tail-coat,  and  was  thus  con¬ 
demned  to  show  himself  in  this  ceremonious  get-up  under  the 
most  commonplace  circumstances  of  life,  such  as  buying  four 
sous’  worth  of  tobacco  or  taking  a  cassis  [black-currant  ratafia] 
and  water  at  Trousseville’s  drinking-shop. 


THE  OLD  SCOTTISH  CAVALIER. 

By  W.  E.  AYTOUN. 


[William  Edmonstoune  Attoun  was  born  at  Edinburgh  in  1813,  and 
graduated  from  its  university.  Though  called  to  the  bar,  he  practiced  little, 
and  early  became  a  man  of  letters,  joining  the  staff  of  Blackwood' s  in  1844. 
From  1845  to  1864  he  was  professor  of  literature  in  the  University  of  Edin¬ 
burgh,  and  died  in  1865.  The  “Bon  Gaultier  Ballads,”  written  in  the  40’s, 
were  published  in  1865  ;  the  “Lays  of  the  Scottish  Cavaliers,”  his  best  work, 
in  1849.  He  wrote  many  other  poems  and  stories,  and  a  novel,  “  Norman 
Sinclair.”] 


Come  listen  to  another  song, 

Should  make  your  heart  beat  high, 
Bring  crimson  to  your  forehead, 

And  the  luster  to  your  eye ;  — 

It  is  a  song  of  olden  time, 

Of  days  long  since  gone  by, 

And  of  a  baron  stout  and  bold 
As  e’er  wore  sword  on  thigh ! 

Like  a  brave  old  Scottish  cavalier, 
All  of  the  olden  time  1 
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He  kept  his  castle  in  the  north, 

Hard  by  the  thundering  Spey ; 

And  a  thousand  vassals  dwelt  around, 

All  of  his  kindred  they. 

And  not  a  man  of  all  that  clan 
Had  ever  ceased  to  pray 
For  the  Royal  race  they  loved  so  well, 
Though  exiled  far  away 

From  the  steadfast  Scottish  cavaliers, 
All  of  the  olden  time  ! 

His  father  drew  the  righteous  sword 
For  Scotland  and  her  claims, 

Among  the  loyal  gentlemen 
And  chiefs  of  ancient  names, 

Who  swore  to  fight  or  fall  beneath 
The  standard  of  King  J ames, 

And  died  at  Killiecrankie  Pass, 

With  the  glory  of  the  Graemes ; 

Like  a  true  old  Scottish  cavalier 
All  of  the  olden  time ! 

He  never  owned  the  foreign  rule, 

No  master  he  obeyed, 

But  kept  his  clan  in  peace  at  home, 

From  foray  and  from  raid  ; 

And  when  they  asked  him  for  his  oath, 

He  touched  his  glittering  blade, 

And  pointed  to  his  bonnet  blue, 

That  bore  the  white  cockade  : 

Like  a  leal  old  Scottish  cavalier, 

All  of  the  olden  time ! 

At  length  the  news  ran  through  the  land,  — « 
The  Prince  had  come  again ! 

That  night  the  fiery  cross  was  sped 
O’er  mountain  and  through  glen ; 

And  our  old  baron  rose  in  might, 

Like  a  lion  from  his  den, 

And  rode  away  across  the  hills 
To  Charlie  and  his  men, 

With  the  valiant  Scottish  cavaliers, 

All  of  the  olden  time  ! 

He  was  the  first  that  bent  the  knee 
When  the  Standard  waved  abroad, 
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He  was  the  first  that  charged  the  foe 
On  Preston’s  bloody  sod ; 

And  ever,  in  the  van  of  fight, 

The  foremost  still  he  trod, 

Until  on  bleak  Culloden’s  heath 
He  gave  his  soul  to  God, 

Like  a  good  old  Scottish  cavalier, 
All  of  the  olden  time ! 

0,  never  shall  we  know  again 
A  heart  so  stout  and  true,  — 

The  olden  times  have  passed  away 
And  weary  are  the  new : 

The  fair  white  rose  has  faded 
From  the  garden  where  it  grew, 

And  no  fond  tears  save  those  of  heaven, 
The  glorious  bed  bedew 

Of  the  last  old  Scottish  cavalier, 
All  of  the  olden  time ! 

CON  CREGAN’S  LEGACY. 

By  CHARLES  LEVER. 

(From  “  The  Confessions  of  Con  Cregan.”) 


[Charles  James  Lever:  Irish  novelist;  horn  at  Dublin,  August  31,  1800. 
He  was  educated  for  the  medical  profession,  studying  first  at  Trinity  College  and 
then  on  the  Continent.  After  taking  his  degree  at  Gottingen,  he  practiced  in 
Ireland,  and  at  Brussels  as  physician  to  the  British  legation,  and,  on  his  resigna¬ 
tion  of  that  post,  became  editor  of  the  Dublin  University  Magazine.  Appointed 
vice  consul  at  Spezia  (1857),  he  was  transferred  to  Triest  (1867),  and  died 
there,  June  1,  1872.  Under  the  pseudonym  of  Cornelius  O’Dowd  he  wrote 
articles  on  miscellaneous  subjects  for  Blackwood' s  Magazine ,  and  became  cele¬ 
brated  as  the  author  of  humorous  novels,  chiefly  descriptive  of  Irish  life  and 
character,  such  as  “Harry  Lorrequer,”  “Charles  O’Malley,”  “Jack  Hinton,” 
“  Tom  Burke  of  Ours,”  “  Sir  Jasper  Carew,”  “  Con  Cregan,”  “Arthur  O’Leary,” 
and  “That  Boy  of  Norcott’s.”] 

When  we  shall  have  become  better  acquainted,  my  worthy 
reader,  there  will  be  little  necessity  for  my  insisting  upon  a 
fact  which,  at  this  early  stage  of  our  intimacy,  I  deem  it 
requisite  to  mention  ;  namely,  that  my  native  modesty  and 
bashfulness  are  only  second  to  my  veracity,  and  that  while 
the  latter  quality  in  a  manner  compels  me  to  lay  an  occasional 
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stress  upon  my  own  goodness  of  heart,  generosity,  candor, 
and  so  forth,  I  have,  notwithstanding,  never  introduced  the 
subject  without  a  pang,  —  such  a  pang  as  only  a  sensitive  and 
diffident  nature  can  suffer  or  comprehend  ;  there  now,  not 
another  word  of  preface  or  apology  ! 

I  was  born  in  a  little  cabin  on  the  borders  of  Meath  and 
King’s  County  :  it  stood  on  a  small  triangular  bit  of  ground, 
beside  a  crossroad ;  and  although  the  place  was  surveyed 
every  ten  years  or  so,  they  were  never  able  to  say  to  which 
county  we  belonged,  there  being  just  the  same  number  of 
arguments  for  one  side  as  for  the  other — a  circumstance,  many 
believed,  that  decided  my  father  in  his  original  choice  of  the 
residence  ;  for  while,  under  the  “  disputed  boundary  question,” 
he  paid  no  rates  or  county  cess,  he  always  made  a  point  of  vot¬ 
ing  at  both  county  elections  !  This  may  seem  to  indicate  that 
my  parent  was  of  a  naturally  acute  habit ;  and  indeed  the  way 
he  became  possessed  of  the  bit  of  ground  will  confirm  that 
impression. 

There  was  nobody  of  the  rank  of  gentry  in  the  parish,  nor 
even  “  squireen  ”  ;  the  richest  being  a  farmer,  a  snug  old  fel¬ 
low,  one  Henry  M’Cabe,  that  had  two  sons,  who  were  always 
fighting  between  themselves  which  was  to  have  the  old  man’s 
money.  Peter,  the  elder,  doing  everything  to  injure  Mat,  and 
Mat  never  backward  in  paying  off  the  obligation.  At  last 
Mat,  tired  out  in  the  struggle,  resolved  he  would  bear  no  more. 
He  took  leave  of  his  father  one  night,  and  next  day  set  off  for 
Dublin,  and  ’listed  in  the  “Buffs.”  Three  weeks  after,  he 
sailed  for  India  ;  and  the  old  man,  overwhelmed  by  grief,  took 
to  his  bed,  and  never  arose  from  it  after. 

Not  that  his  death  was  any  way  sudden,  for  he  lingered  on 
for  months  longer  ;  Peter  always  teasing  him  to  make  his  will, 
and  be  revenged  on  “  the  dirty  spalpeen  ”  that  disgraced  the 
family  :  but  old  Harry  as  stoutly  resisting,  and  declaring  that 
whatever  he  owned  should  be  fairly  divided  between  them. 

These  disputes  between  them  were  well  known  in  the  neigh¬ 
borhood.  Few  of  the  country  people  passing  the  house  at  night 
but  had  overheard  the  old  man’s  weak  reedy  voice,  and  Peter’s 
deep  hoarse  one,  in  altercation.  When,  at  last  —  it  was  on  a 
Sunday  night  —  all  was  still  and  quiet  in  the  house  ;  not  a 
word,  not  a  footstep,  could  be  heard,  no  more  than  if  it  were 
uninhabited,  the  neighbors  looked  knowingly  at  each  othei’, 
and  wondered  if  the  old  man  were  worse  —  if  he  were  dead  1 
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It  was  a  little  after  midnight  that  a  knock  came  to  the  door 
of  our  cabin.  I  heard  it  first,  for  I  used  to  sleep  in  a  little  snug 
basket  near  the  fire  ;  but  I  didn’t  speak,  for  I  was  frightened. 
It  was  repeated  still  louder,  and  then  came  a  cry  —  “Con 
Cregan  ;  Con,  I  say,  open  the  door  !  I  want  you.”  I  knew  the 
voice  well ;  it  was  Peter  M’Cabe’s  ;  but  I  pretended  to  be  fast 
asleep,  and  snored  loudly.  At  last  my  father  unbolted  the 
door,  and  I  heard  him  say,  “  Oh,  Mr.  Peter,  what’s  the  matter? 
is  the  ould  man  worse  ?  ” 

“  Faix  that’s  what  he  is  !  for  he’s  dead  !  ” 

“  Glory  be  his  bed  !  when  did  it  happen  ? 

“  About  an  hour  ago,”  said  Peter,  in  a  voice  that  even  I 
from  my  corner  could  perceive  was  greatly  agitated.  “  He 
died  like  an  ould  haythen,  Con,  and  never  made  a  will  I  ” 

“  That’s  bad,”  says  my  father,  for  he  was  always  a  polite 
man,  and  said  whatever  was  pleasing  to  the  company. 

“It  is  bad,”  said  Peter;  “but  it  would  be  worse  if  we 
couldn’t  help  it.  Listen  to  me  now,  Corny,  I  want  ye  to  help 
me  in  this  business  ;  and  here’s  five  guineas  in  goold,  if  ye  do 
what  I  bid  ye.  You  know  that  ye  were  always  reckoned  the 
image  of  my  father,  and  before  he  took  ill  ye  were  mistaken 
for  each  other  every  day  of  the  week.” 

“  Anan  !  ”  said  my  father  ;  for  he  was  getting  frightened  at 
the  notion,  without  well  knowing  why. 

“  W  ell,  what  I  want  is,  for  ye  to  come  over  to  the  house, 
and  get  into  the  bed.” 

“Not  beside  the  corpse?  ”  said  my  father,  trembling. 

“  By  no  means,  but  by  yourself  ;  and  you’re  to  pretend  to 
be  my  father,  and  that  ye  want  to  make  yer  will  before  ye 
die ;  and  then  I’ll  send  for  the  neighbors,  and  Billy  Scanlan 
the  schoolmaster,  and  ye’ll  tell  him  what  to  write,  laving  all 
the  farm  and  everything  to  me,  —  ye  understand.  And  as  the 
neighbors  will  see  ye,  and  hear  yer  voice,  it  will  never  be 
believed  but  that  it  was  himself  that  did  it.” 

“  The  room  must  be  very  dark,”  says  my  father. 

“To  be  sure  it  will,  but  have  no  fear!  Nobody  will  dare 
to  come  nigh  the  bed  ;  and  ye’ll  only  have  to  make  a  cross  with 
yer  pen  under  the  name.” 

“  And  the  priest  ?  ”  said  my  father. 

“  My  father  quarreled  with  him  last  week  about  the  Easter 
dues:  and  Father  Tom  said  he’d  not  give  him  the  ‘rites’: 
and  that’s  lucky  now  I  Come  along  now,  quick,  for  we’ve 
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no  time  to  lose :  it  must  be  all  finished  before  the  day 
breaks.” 

My  father  did  not  lose  much  time  at  his  toilet,  for  he  just 
wrapped  his  big  coat  ’round  him,  and  slipping  on  his  brogues, 
left  the  house.  I  sat  up  in  the  basket  and  listened  till  they 
were  gone  some  minutes ;  and  then,  in  a  costume  as  light  as 
my  parent’s,  set  out  after  them,  to  watch  the  course  of  the 
adventure.  I  thought  to  take  a  short  cut,  and  be  before  them  ; 
but  by  bad  luck  I  fell  into  a  bog  hole,  and  only  escaped  being 
drowned  by  a  chance.  As  it  was,  when  I  reached  the  house, 
the  performance  had  already  begun. 

I  think  I  see  the  whole  scene  this  instant  before  my  eyes, 
as  I  sat  on  a  little  window  with  one  pane,  and  that  a  broken 
one,  and  surveyed  the  proceeding.  It  was  a  large  room,  at  one 
end  of  which  was  a  bed,  and  beside  it  a  table,  with  physic  bot¬ 
tles,  and  spoons,  and  teacups  ;  a  little  farther  off  was  another 
table,  at  which  sat  Billy  Scanlan,  with  all  manner  of  writing 
materials  before  him.  The  country  people  sat  two,  sometimes 
three,  deep  round  the  walls,  all  intently  eager  and  anxious  for 
the  coming  event.  Peter  himself  went  from  place  to  place, 
trying  to  smother  his  grief,  and  occasionally  helping  the  com¬ 
pany  to  whisky  —  which  was  supplied  with  more  than  accus¬ 
tomed  liberality. 

All  my  consciousness  of  the  deceit  and  trickery  could  not 
deprive  the  scene  of  a  certain  solemnity.  The  misty  distance 
of  the  half -lighted  room;  the  highly  wrought  expression  of 
the  country  people’s  faces,  never  more  intensely  excited  than 
at  some  moment  of  this  kind  ;  the  low,  deep-drawn  breathings, 
unbroken  save  by  a  sigh  or  a  sob  —  the  tribute  of  affectionate 
sorrow  to  some  lost  friend,  whose  memory  was  thus  forcibly 
brought  back :  these,  I  repeat  it,  were  all  so  real,  that,  as  I 
looked,  a  thrilling  sense  of  awe  stole  over  me,  and  I  actually 
shook  with  fear. 

A  low  faint  cough,  from  the  dark  corner  where  the  bed 
stood,  seemed  to  cause  even  a  deeper  stillness ;  and  then  in  a 
silence  where  the  buzzing  of  a  fly  would  have  been  heard,  my 
father  said,  “  Where’s  Billy  Scanlan  ?  I  want  to  make  my  will !  ” 

“  He’s  here,  father  !  ”  said  Peter,  taking  Billy  by  the  hand 
and  leading  him  to  the  bedside. 

“  Write  what  I  bid  ye,  Billy,  and  be  quick  ;  for  I  haven’t  a 
long  time  afore  me  here.  I  die  a  good  Catholic,  though  Father 
O’Rafferty  won’t  give  me  the  ‘  rites  ’ !  ” 


CON  CREGAN’S  LEGACY. 


309 


A  general  chorus  of  muttered  “  Oh !  musha,  musha,”  was 
now  heard  through  the  room  ;  but  whether  in  grief  over  the 
sad  fate  of  the  dying  man,  or  the  unflinching  severity  of  the 
priest,  is  hard  to  say. 

“  I  die  in  peace  with  all  my  neighbors  and  all  mankind !  ” 

Another  chorus  of  the  company  seemed  to  approve  these 
charitable  expressions. 

“  I  bequeath  unto  my  son,  Peter,  —  and  never  was  there  a 
better  son,  or  a  decenter  boy  !  —  have  you  that  down  ?  I  be¬ 
queath  unto  my  son,  Peter,  the  whole  of  my  two  farms  of  Killi- 
mundoonery  and  Knocksheboora,  with  the  fallow  meadows 
behind  Lynch’s  house,  the  forge,  and  the  right  of  turf  on  the 
Dooran  bog.  I  give  him,  and  much  good  may  it  do  him,  Lanty 
Cassarn’s  acre,  and  the  Luary  field,  with  the  limekiln  ;  and 
that  reminds  me  that  my  mouth  is  just  as  dry ;  let  me  taste 
what  ye  have  in  the  jug.”  Here  the  dying  man  took  a  very 
hearty  pull,  and  seemed  considerably  refreshed  by  it.  “  Where 
was  I,  Billy  Scanlan  ?  ”  says  he  ;  “  oh,  I  remember,  at  the  lime¬ 
kiln  ;  I  leave  him  —  that’s  Peter,  I  mean  —  the  two  potato 
gardens  at  Noonan’s  Well;  and  it  is  the  elegant  fine  crops 
grows  there.” 

“  Ain’t  you  gettin’  wake,  father,  darlin’  ?  ”  says  Peter,  who 
began  to  be  afraid  of  my  father’s  loquaciousness ;  for,  to  say 
the  truth,  the  punch  got  into  his  head,  and  he  was  greatly  dis¬ 
posed  to  talk. 

“  I  am,  Peter,  my  son,”  says  he  ;  “I  am  getting  wake  ;  just 
touch  my  lips  again  with  the  jug.  Ah,  Peter,  Peter,  you 
watered  the  drink  I  ” 

“No,  indeed,  father;  but  it’s  the  taste  is  lavin’  you,”  says 
Peter  ;  and  again  a  low  chorus  of  compassionate  pity  mur¬ 
mured  through  the  cabin. 

“Well,  Pm  nearly  done  now,”  says  my  father:  “there’s 
only  one  little  plot  of  ground  remaining ;  and  I  put  it  on  you, 
Peter, — as  ye  wish  to  live  a  good  man,  and  die  with  the  same 
easy  heart  I  do  now,  —  that  ye  mind  my  last  words  to  ye  here. 
Are  ye  listening  ?  Are  the  neighbors  listening  ?  Is  Billy  Scan¬ 
lan  listening  ?  ” 

“Yes,  sir.  Yes,  father.  We’re  all  minding,”  chorused  the 
audience. 

“Well,  then,  it’s  my  last  will  and  testament,  and  may  — 
give  me  over  the  jug,”  —  here  he  took  a  long  drink  —  “and 
may  that  blessed  liquor  be  poison  to  me  if  I’m  not  as  eager 
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about  this  as  every  other  part  of  my  will ;  I  say,  then,  I  be 
queath  the  little  plot  at  the  crossroads  to  poor  Con  Cregan ; 
for  he  has  a  heavy  charge,  and  is  as  honest  and  as  hard-working 
a  man  as  ever  I  knew.  Be  a  friend  to  him,  Peter,  dear  ;  never 
let  him  want  while  ye  have  it  yourself  ;  think  of  me  on  my 
deathbed  whenever  he  asks  ye  for  any  trifle.  Is  it  down, 
Billy  Scanlan  ?  the  two  acres  at  the  cross  to  Con  Cregan,  and 
his  heirs  in  secla  seclorum.  Ah,  blessed  be  the  saints  !  but  I 
feel  my  heart  lighter  after  that,”  says  he  ;  “a  good  work  makes 
an  easy  conscience  ;  and  now  I’ll  drink  all  the  company’s  good 
health,  and  many  happy  returns - ” 

What  he  was  going  to  add,  there’s  no  saying  ;  but  Peter, 
who  was  now  terribly  frightened  at  the  lively  tone  the  sick  man 
was  assuming,  hurried  all  the  people  away  into  another  room, 
to  let  his  father  die  in  peace. 

When  they  were  all  gone,  Peter  slipped  back  to  my  father, 
who  was  putting  on  his  brogues  in  a  corner  :  “Con,”  says  he, 
“  ye  did  it  all  well ;  but  sure  that  was  a  joke  about  the  two 
acres  at  the  cross.” 

“  Of  course  it  was,  Peter,”  says  he  ;  “  sure  it  was  all  a  joke 
for  the  matter  of  that :  won’t  I  make  the  neighbors  laugh 
hearty  to-morrow  when  I  tell  them  all  about  it !  ” 

“  You  wouldn’t  be  mean  enough  to  betray  me  ?  ”  says  Peter, 
trembling  with  fright. 

“  Sure  ye  wouldn’t  be  mean  enough  to  go  against  yer  father’s 
dying  words  ?  ”  says  my  father  ;  “  the  last  sentence  ever  he 
spoke  ;  ”  and  here  he  gave  a  low  wicked  laugh,  that  made  my¬ 
self  shake  with  fear. 

“Very  well,  Con  !  ”  says  Peter,  holding  out  his  hand  ;  “  a 
bargain’s  a  bargain ;  yer  a  deep  fellow,  that’s  all !  ”  and  so  it 
ended ;  and  my  father  slipped  quietly  home  over  the  bog, 
mighty  well  satisfied  with  the  legacy  he  left  himself. 

And  thus  we  became  the  owners  of  the  little  spot  known  to 
this  day  as  Con’s  Acre  ;  of  which,  more  hereafter. 
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B’OR  HOME  AND  FIRESIDE. 

By  ALFRED  TENNYSON. 

(From  “The  Princess.”) 

Thy  voice  is  heard  through  rolling  drums, 

That  beat  to  battle  where  he  stands ; 

Thy  face  across  his  fancy  comes, 

And  gives  the  battle  to  his  hands ; 

A  moment,  while  the  trumpets  blow, 

He  sees  his  brood  about  thy  knee ; 

The  next,  like  fire  he  meets  the  foe, 

And  strikes  him  dead  for  thine  and  thee. 

ELLEN  AT  THE  FARM. 

By  SUSAN  WARNER. 

(From  “The  Wide,  Wide  World.”) 

[Susan  Warner:  A  popular  American  novelist ;  born  in  New  York  city, 
July  11,  1819.  Under  the  pen  name  of  “Elizabeth  Wetherell”  she  published 
“The  Wide,  Wide  World”  (1850),  which  had  a  sale  of  250,000  copies  in  the 
United  States,  and  was  widely  read  in  England.  Among  her  later  works  are: 
“  Queechy,”  “The  Hills  of  the  Shatemuc,”  “The  Old  Helmet,”  “Melbourne 
House,”  “  Wych  Hazel,”  and  “  My  Desire.”  She  died  at  Highland  Falls,  N.Y., 
1885.] 

Clouds  and  rain  and  cold  winds  kept  Ellen  within  doors 
for  several  days.  This  did  not  better  the  state  of  matters 
between  herself  and  her  aunt.  Shut  up  with  her  in  the  kitchen 
from  morning  till  night,  with  the  only  variety  of  the  old  lady’s 
company  part  of  the  time,  Ellen  thought  neither  of  them  im¬ 
proved  upon  acquaintance.  Perhaps  they  thought  the  same 
of  her;  she  was  certainly  not  in  her  best  mood.  With 
nothing  to  do,  the  time  hanging  very  heavy  on  her  hands, 
disappointed,  unhappy,  frequently  irritated,  Ellen  became  at 
length  very  ready  to  take  offense,  and  nowise  disposed  to  pass 
it  over  or  smooth  it  away.  She  seldom  showed  this  in  words, 
it  is  true,  but  it  rankled  in  her  mind.  Listless  and  brooding, 
she  sat  day  after  day,  comparing  the  present  with  the  past, 
wishing  vain  wishes,  indulging  bootless  regrets,  and  looking 
upon  her  aunt  and  grandmother  with  an  eye  of  more  settled 
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aversion.  The  only  other  person  she  saw  was  Mr.  Van  Brunt, 
who  came  in  regularly  to  meals  ;  but  he  never  said  anything 
unless  in  answer  to  Miss  Fortune’s  questions  and  remarks  about 
the  farm  concerns.  These  did  not  interest  her ;  and  she  was 
greatly  wearied  with  the  sameness  of  her  life.  She  longed  to 
go  out  again;  but  Thursday,  and  Friday,  and  Saturday,  and 
Sunday  passed,  and  the  weather  still  kept  her  close  prisoner. 
Monday  brought  a  change,  but  though  a  cool,  drying  wind  blew 
all  day,  the  ground  was  too  wet  to  venture  out. 

On  the  evening  of  that  day,  as  Miss  Fortune  was  setting  the 
table  for  tea,  and  Ellen  sitting  before  the  fire,  feeling  weary  of 
everything,  the  kitchen  door  opened,  and  a  girl  somewhat  larger 
and  older  than  herself  came  in.  She  had  a  pitcher  in  her  hand, 
and  marching  straight  up  to  the  tea  table,  she  said  :  — 

“Will  you  let  granny  have  a  little  milk  to-night,  Miss 
Fortune  ?  I  can’t  find  the  cow.  I’ll  bring  it  back  to-morrow.” 

“You  hain’t  lost  her,  Nancy?” 

“  Have,  though,”  said  the  other  ;  “  she’s  been  away  these 
two  days.” 

“  Why  didn’t  you  go  somewhere  nearer  for  milk  ?  ” 

“Oh!  I  don’t  know — I  guess  your’n  is  the  sweetest,”  said 
the  girl,  with  a  look  Ellen  did  not  understand. 

Miss  Fortune  took  the  pitcher  and  went  into  the  pantry. 
While  she  was  gone,  the  two  children  improved  the  time  in 
looking  very  hard  at  each  other.  Ellen’s  gaze  was  modest 
enough,  though  it  showed  a  great  deal  of  interest  in  the  new 
object ;  but  the  broad,  searching  stare  of  the  other  seemed 
intended  to  take  in  all  there  was  of  Ellen  from  her  head  to 
her  feet,  and  keep  it,  and  find  out  what  sort  of  a  creature  she 
was  at  once.  Ellen  almost  shrank  from  the  bold  black  eyes, 
but  they  never  wavered,  till  Miss  Fortune’s  voice  broke  the 
spell. 

“  How’s  your  grandmother,  Nancy  ?  ” 

“She’s  tolerable,  ma’am,  thank  you.” 

“Now,  if  you  don’t  bring  it  back  to-morrow,  you  won’t  get 
any  more  in  a  hurry,”  said  Miss  Fortune,  as  she  handed  the 
pitcher  back  to  the  girl. 

“  I’ll  mind  it,”  said  the  latter,  with  a  little  nod  of  her  head, 
which  seemed  to  say  there  was  no  danger  of  her  forgetting. 

“Who  is  that,  Aunt  Fortune?”  said  Ellen,  when  she  was 
gone. 

“  She  is  a  girl  that  lives  up  on  the  mountain  yonder.” 
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“  But  what’s  her  name?  ” 

“  I  had  just  as  lief  you  wouldn’t  know  her  name.  She  ain’t 
a  good  girl.  Don’t  you  never  have  anything  to  do  with  her.” 

Ellen  was  in  no  mind  to  give  credit  to  all  her  aunt’s  opin¬ 
ions,  and  she  set  this  down  as,  in  part  at  least,  coming  from  ill 
humor. 

The  next  morning  was  calm  and  fine,  and  Ellen  spent  nearly 
the  whole  of  it  out  of  doors.  She  did  not  venture  near  the 
ditch,  but  in  every  other  direction  she  explored  the  ground, 
and  examined  what  stood  or  grew  upon  it  as  thoroughly  as 
she  dared.  Towards  noon  she  was  standing  by  the  little  gate 
at  the  back  of  the  house,  unwilling  to  go  in,  but  not  knowing 
what  more  to  do,  when  Mr.  Van  Brunt  came  from  the  lane 
with  a  load  of  wood.  Ellen  watched  the  oxen  toiling  up  the 
ascent,  and  thought  it  looked  like  very  hard  work;  she  was 
sorry  for  them. 

“  Isn’t  that  a  very  heavy  load  ?  ”  she  asked  of  their  driver, 
as  he  was  throwing  it  down  under  the  apple  tree. 

“Heavy?  Not  a  bit  of  it.  It  ain’t  nothing  at  all  to  ’em. 
They’d  take  twice  as  much  any  day  with  pleasure.” 

“  I  shouldn’t  think  so,”  said  Ellen  ;  “  they  don’t  look  as  if 
there  was  much  pleasure  about  it.  What  makes  them  lean 
over  so  against  each  other  when  they  are  coming  uphill  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  that’s  just  a  way  they’ve  got.  They’re  so  fond  of 
each  other,  I  suppose.  Perhaps  they’ve  something  particular 
to  say,  and  want  to  put  their  heads  together  for  the  purpose.” 

“No,”  said  Ellen,  half  laughing,  “it  can’t  be  that;  they 
wouldn’t  take  the  very  hardest  time  for  that ;  they  would  wait 
till  they  got  to  the  top  of  the  hill ;  but  there  they  stand  just 
as  if  they  were  asleep,  only  their  eyes  are  open.  Poor  things  !  ” 

“They’re  not  very  poor,  anyhow,”  said  Mr.  Van  Brunt  ; 
“  there  ain’t  a  finer  yoke  of  oxen  to  be  seen  than  them  are,  nor 
in  better  condition.” 

He  went  on  throwing  the  wood  out  of  the  cart,  and  Ellen 
stood  looking  at  him. 

“  What’ll  you  give  me  if  I’ll  make  you  a  scup  one  of  these 
days?”  said  Mr.  Van  Brunt. 

“  A  scup  !  ”  said  Ellen. 

“Yes  —  a  scup  !  how  would  you  like  it  ?  ” 

“I  don't  know  what  it  is,”  said  Ellen. 

“  A  scup  !  —  maybe  you  don’t  know  it  by  that  name  ;  some 
folks  call  it  a  swing.” 
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“A  swing!  Oh,  yes,”  said  Ellen,  “now  I  know.  Oh,  I 
like  it  very  much.” 

'  “Would  you  like  to  have  one ? ” 

“  Yes,  indeed,  I  should,  very  much.” 

“  Well,  what’ll  you  give  me,  if  I’ll  fix  you  out  ?  ” 

“  I  don’t  know,”  said  Ellen,  “  I  have  nothing  to  give ;  I’ll 
be  very  much  obliged  to  you,  indeed.” 

“Well,  now,  come,  I’ll  make  a  bargain  with  you  :  I’ll  en¬ 
gage  to  fix  up  a  scup  for  you,  if  you’ll  give  me  a  kiss.” 

Poor  Ellen  was  struck  dumb.  The  good-natured  Dutch¬ 
man  had  taken  a  fancy  to  the  little  pale-faced,  sad-looking 
stranger,  and  really  felt  very  kindly  disposed  toward  her,  but 
she  neither  knew,  nor  at  the  moment  cared,  about  that.  She 
stood  motionless,  utterly  astounded  at  his  unheard-of  proposal, 
and  not  a  little  indignant ;  but  when,  with  a  good-natured 
smile  upon  his  round  face,  he  came  near  to  claim  the  kiss  he 
no  doubt  thought  himself  sure  of,  Ellen  shot  from  him  like  an 
arrow  from  a  bow.  She  rushed  to  the  house,  and  bursting 
open  the  door,  stood  with  flushed  face  and  sparkling  eyes  in 
the  presence  of  her  astonished  aunt. 

“  What  in  the  world  is  the  matter  ?  ”  exclaimed  that  lady. 

“  He  wanted  to  kiss  me!”  said  Ellen,  scarce  knowing  whom 
she  was  talking  to,  and  crimsoning  more  and  more. 

“  Who  wanted  to  kiss  you  ?  ” 

“  That  man  out  there.” 

“  What  man  ?  ” 

“  The  man  that  drives  the  oxen.” 

“  What  !  Mr.  Van  Brunt  ?  ”  And  Ellen  never  forgot  the 
loud  ha !  ha  !  which  burst  from  Miss  Fortune’s  wide-open 
mouth. 

“  Well,  why  didn’t  you  let  him  kiss  you  ?  ” 

The  laugh,  the  look,  the  tone,  stung  Ellen  to  the  very  quick. 
In  a  fury  of  passion  she  dashed  away  out  of  the  kitchen,  and  up 
to  her  own  room.  And  there,  for  a  while,  the  storm  of  anger 
drove  over  her  with  such  violence  that  conscience  had  hardly 
time  to  whisper.  Sorrow  came  in  again  as  passion  faded,  and 
gentler  but  very  bitter  weeping  took  the  place  of  convulsive 
sobs  of  rage  and  mortification,  and  then  the  whispers  of  con¬ 
science  began  to  be  heard  a  little.  “  Oh,  mamma  !  mamma  !  ” 
cried  poor  Ellen  in  her  heart,  “  how  miserable  I  am  without 
you  !  I  never  can  like  Aunt  Fortune  —  it’s  of  no  use  —  I  never 
can  like  her  ;  I  hope  I  shan’t  get  to  hate  her  !  —  and  that  isn’t 
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right.  I  am  forgetting  all  that  is  good,  and  there’s  nobody  to 
put  me  in  mind.  Oh,  mamma  !  if  I  could  lay  my  head  in  your 
lap  for  a  minute !  ”  Then  came  thoughts  of  her  Bible  and 
hymn  book,  and  the  friend  who  had  given  it  ;  sorrowful 
thoughts  they  were  ;  and  at  last,  humbled  and  sad,  poor  Ellen 
sought  that  great  Friend  she  knew  she  had  displeased,  and 
prayed  earnestly  to  be  made  a  good  child  ;  she  felt  and  owned 
she  was  not  one  now. 

It  was  long  after  midday  when  Ellen  rose  from  her  knees. 
Her  passion  was  all  gone  ;  she  felt  more  gentle  and  pleasant 
than  she  had  done  for  days  ;  but  at  the  bottom  of  her  heart 
resentment  was  not  all  gone.  She  still  thought  she  had  cause 
to  be  angry,  and  she  could  not  think  of  her  aunt’s  look  and 
tone  without  a  thrill  of  painful  feeling.  In  a  very  different 
mood,  however,  from  that  in  which  she  had  flown  upstairs 
two  or  three  hours  before,  she  now  came  softly  down,  and  went 
out  by  the  front  door,  to  avoid  meeting  her  aunt.  She  had 
visited  that  morning  a  little  brook  which  ran  through  the 
meadow  on  the  other  side  of  the  road.  It  had  great  charms 
for  her  ;  and  now  crossing  the  lane  and  creeping  under  the 
fence,  she  made  her  way  again  to  its  banks.  At  a  particular 
spot,  where  the  brook  made  one  of  its  sudden  turns,  Ellen  sat 
down  upon  the  grass,  and  watched  the  dark  water,  —  whirling, 
brawling  over  the  stones,  hurrying  past  her,  with  ever  the  same 
soft  pleasant  sound,  and  she  was  never  tired  of  it.  She  did  not 
hear  footsteps  drawing  near,  and  it  was  not  till  some  one  was 
close  beside  her,  and  a  voice  spoke  almost  in  her  ears,  that  she 
raised  her  startled  eyes  and  saw  the  little  girl  who  had  come 
the  evening  before  for  a  pitcher  of  milk. 

“  What  are  you  doing  ?  ”  said  the  latter. 

“  I’m  watching  for  fish,”  said  Ellen. 

“  W atching  for  fish  !  ”  said  the  other,  rather  disdainfully. 

“Yes,”  said  Ellen,  —  “there,  in  that  little  quiet  place,  they 
come  sometimes  ;  I’ve  seen  two.” 

“You  can  look  for  fish  another  time.  Come  now  and  take 
a  walk  with  me.” 

“  Where  ?  ”  said  Ellen. 

“  Oh,  you  shall  see.  Come  !  I’ll  take  you  all  about  and 
show  you  where  people  live  ;  you  hain’t  been  anywhere  yet, 
have  you  ?  ” 

“No,”  said  Ellen,  —  “and  I  should  like  very  much  to  go, 
but - ” 
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She  hesitated.  Her  aunt’s  words  came  to  mind,  that  this 
was  not  a  good  girl,  and  that  she  must  have  nothing  to  do  with 
her  ;  but  she  had  not  more  than  half  believed  them,  and  she 
could  not  possibly  bring  herself  now  to  go  in  and  ask  Miss 
Fortune’s  leave  to  take  this  walk.  “  I  am  sure,  thought 
Ellen,  “  she  would  refuse  me,  if  there  was  no  reason  in  the 
world.”  And  then  the  delight  of  rambling  through  the  beauti¬ 
ful  country,  and  being  for  a  while  in  other  company  than  that 
of  her  Aunt  Fortune  and  the  old  grandmother  !  The  tempta¬ 
tion  was  too  great  to  be  withstood. 

“Well,  what  are  you  thinking  about?”  said  the  girl; 

“  what’s  the  matter  ?  won’t  you  come  ?  ” 

“  Yes,”  said  Ellen,  “  I’m  ready.  Which  way  shall  we  go  ?  ” 
With  the  assurance  from  the  other  that  she  would  show  her 
plenty  of  ways,  they  set  off  down  the  lane ;  Ellen  with  a  secret 
fear  of  being  seen  and  called  back,  till  they  had  gone  some 
distance,  and  the  house  was  hid  from  view.  Then  her  pleasure 
became  great.  The  afternoon  was  fair  and  mild,  the  footing 
pleasant,  and  Ellen  felt  like  a  bird  out  of  a  cage.  She  was 
ready  to  be  delighted  with  every  trifle ;  her  companion  could 
not  by  any  means  understand  or  enter  into  her  bursts  of  pleas¬ 
ure  at  many  a  little  thing  which  she  of  the  black  eyes  thought 
not  worthy  of  notice.  She  tried  to  bring  Ellen  back  to  higher 
subjects  of  conversation. 

“  How  long  have  you  been  here  ?  ”  she  asked. 

“  Oh,  a  good  while,”  said  Ellen,  —  “I  don’t  know  exactly; 
it’s  a  week,  I  believe.” 

“  Why  do  you  call  that  a  good  while  ?  ”  said  the  other. 

“Well,  it  seems  a  good  while  to  me,”  said  Ellen,  sighing : 
“it  seems  as  long  as  four,  I  am  sure.” 

“ Then  you  don’t  like  to  live  here  much,  do  you?  ” 

“  I  had  rather  be  at  home,  of  course.” 

“  How  do  you  like  your  Aunt  Fortune  ?  ” 

“  How  do  I  like  her  ?  ”  said  Ellen,  hesitating,  —  “I  think 
she’s  good-looking,  and  very  smart.” 

“Yes,  you  needn’t  tell  me  she’s  smart,  —  everybody  knows 
that ;  that  ain’t  what  I  ask  you  ;  —  how  do  you  like  her  ?  ” 

“  How  do  I  like  her  ?  ”  said  Ellen  again  ;  “  how  can  I  tell 
how  I  shall  like  her  ?  I  haven’t  lived  with  her  but  a  week 
yet.” 

“You  might  just  as  well  ha’  spoke  out,”  said  the  other, 
somewhat  scornfully;  —  “  do  you  think  I  don’t  know  you  half 
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hate  her  already?  and  it’ll  be  whole  hating  in  another  week 
more.  When  I  first  heard  you’d  come,  I  guessed  you’d  have  a 
sweet  time  with  her.” 

“  Why  ?  ”  said  Ellen. 

“  Oh,  don’t  ask  me  why,”  said  the  other,  impatiently, 
“  when  you  know  as  well  as  I  do.  Every  soul  that  speaks  of 
you  says  ‘ Poor  child  !  ’  and  ‘I’m  glad  I  ain’t  her.’  You  needn’t 
try  to  come  cunning  over  me.  I  shall  be  too  much  for  you,  I 
tell  you.” 

“  I  don’t  know  what  you  mean,”  said  Ellen. 

“  Oh,  no,  I  suppose  you  don’t,”  said  the  other,  in  the  same 
tone,  —  “  of  course  you  don’t ;  I  suppose  you  don’t  know 
whether  your  tongue  is  your  own  or  somebody’s  else.  You 
think  Miss  Fortune  is  an  angel,  and  so  do  I ;  to  be  sure  she 
is  !  ” 

Not  very  well  pleased  with  this  kind  of  talk,  Ellen  walked 
on  for  a  while  in  grave  silence.  Her  companion  meantime 
recollected  herself ;  when  she  spoke  again,  it  was  with  an 
altered  tone. 

“  How  do  you  like  Mr.  Van  Brunt?  ” 

“  I  don’t  like  him  at  all,”  said  Ellen,  reddening. 

“  Don’t  you  !  ”  said  the  other,  surprised,  —  “why,  everybody 
likes  him.  What  don’t  you  like  him  for  ?  ” 

“  I  don’t  like  him,”  repeated  Ellen. 

“Ain’t  Miss  Fortune  queer  to  live  in  the  way  she  does?” 

“  What  way  ?  ”  said  Ellen. 

“  Why,  without  any  help,  —  doing  all  her  own  work,  and 
living  all  alone,  when  she’s  so  rich  as  she  is.” 

“  Is  she  rich  ?  ”  asked  Ellen. 

“  Rich  !  I  guess  she  is  !  she’s  one  of  the  very  best  farms  in 
the  country,  and  money  enough  to  have  a  dozen  help,  if  she 
wanted  ’em.  Van  Brunt  takes  care  of  the  farm,  you  know.” 

“  Does  he  ?  ”  said  Ellen. 

“  Why,  yes,  of  course  he  does ;  didn’t  you  know  that  ?  what 
did  you  think  he  was  at  your  house  all  the  time  for  ?  ” 

“  I  am  sure  I  don’t  know,”  said  Ellen.  “  And  are  those  Aunt 
Fortune’s  oxen  that  he  drives?  ” 

“To  be  sure  they  are.  Well,  I  do  think  you  are  green,  to 
have  been  there  all  this  time,  and  not  found  that  out.  Mr.  Van 
Brunt  does  just  what  he  pleases  over  the  whole  farm,  though  ; 
hires  what  help  he  wants,  manages  everything ;  and  then  he 
has  his  share  of  all  that  comes  off  it.  I  tell  you  what  —  you’d 
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better  make  friends  with  Van  Brunt,  for  if  anybody  can  help 
you  when  your  aunt  gets  one  of  her  ugly  fits,  it’s  him  ;  she 
don’t  care  to  meddle  with  him  much.” 

Leaving  the  lane,  the  two  girls  took  a  footpath  leading 
across  the  fields.  The  stranger  was  greatly  amused  here  with 
Ellen’s  awkwardness  in  climbing  fences.  Where  it  was  a  pos¬ 
sible  thing,  she  was  fain  to  crawl  under ;  but  once  or  twice 
that  could  not  be  done,  and  having  with  infinite  difficulty 
mounted  to  the  top  rail,  poor  Ellen  sat  there  in  a  most  totter¬ 
ing  condition,  uncertain  on  which  side  of  the  fence  she  should 
tumble  over,  but  seeing  no  other  possible  way  of  getting  down. 
The  more  she  trembled  the  more  her  companion  laughed,  stand¬ 
ing  aloof  meanwhile,  and  insisting  she  should  get  down  by  her¬ 
self.  Necessity  enabled  her  to  do  this  at  last,  and  each  time 
the  task  became  easier ;  but  Ellen  secretly  made  up  her  mind 
that  her  new  friend  was  not  likely  to  prove  a  very  good 
one. 

As  they  went  along,  she  pointed  out  to  Ellen  two  or  three 
houses  in  the  distance,  and  gave  her  not  a  little  gossip  about 
the  people  who  lived  in  them  ;  but  all  this  Ellen  scarcely  heard, 
and  cared  nothing  at  all  about.  She  had  paused  by  the  side  of 
a  large  rock  standing  alone  by  the  wayside,  and  was  looking 
very  closely  at  its  surface. 

“  What  is  this  curious  brown  stuff,”  said  Ellen,  “  growing  all 
over  the  rock?  —  like  shriveled  and  dried-up  leaves?  Isn’t  it 
curious?  part  of  it  stands  out  like  a  leaf,  and  part  of  it  sticks 
fast ;  I  wonder  if  it  grows  here,  or  what  it  is.” 

“  Oh,  never  mind,”  said  the  other ;  “  it  always  grows  on  the 
rocks  everywhere  ;  I  don’t  know  what  it  is,  and,  what’s  more, 
I  don’t  care.  ’Tain’t  worth  looking  at.  Come !  ” 

Ellen  followed  her.  But  presently  the  path  entered  an  open 
woodland,  and  now  her  delight  broke  forth  beyond  bounds. 

“  Oh,  how  pleasant  this  is  !  how  lovely  this  is  !  Isn’t  it 
beautiful  ?  ”  she  exclaimed. 

“  Isn’t  what  beautiful  ?  I  do  think  you  are  the  queerest 
girl,  Ellen.” 

“  Why,  everything,”  said  Ellen.  ...  “  I  do  think  this  is 

the  loveliest  place  I  ever  did  see.  Are  there  any  flowers  here 
in  the  spring  ?  ” 

“I  don’t  know  —  yes,  lots  of  ’em.” 

“  Pretty  ones  ?  ”  said  Ellen. 

“  You'd  think  so,  I  suppose  ;  I  never  look  at  ’em.” 
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“  Oil,  how  lovely  that  will  be  !  ”  said  Ellen,  clasping  her 
hands  ;  “  how  pleasant  it  must  be  to  live  in  the  country  !  ” 

“  Pleasant,  indeed  !  ”  said  the  other  ;  “  I  think  it’s  hateful. 
—  You’d  think  so,  too,  if  you  lived  where  I  do.  It  makes  me 
mad  at  granny  every  day  because  she  won’t  go  to  Thirlwall. 
Wait  till  we  get  out  of  the  wood,  and  I’ll  show  you  where  I 
live.  You  can’t  see  it  from  here.” 

Shocked  a  little  at  her  companion’s  language,  Ellen  again 
walked  on  in  sober  silence.  Gradually  the  ground  became 
more  broken,  sinking  rapidly  from  the  side  of  the  path,  and 
rising  again  in  a  steep  bank  on  the  other  side  of  a  narrow  dell ; 
both  sides  were  thickly  wooded,  but  stripped  of  green,  now, 
except  where  here  and  there  a  hemlock  flung  its  graceful 
branches  abroad  and  stood  in  lonely  beauty  among  its  leafless 
companions.  Now  the  gurgling  of  waters  was  heard. 

“  Where  is  that  ?  ”  said  Ellen,  stopping  short. 

“  ’Way  down,  down,  at  the  bottom  there.  It’s  the  brook.” 

“What  brook?  Not  the  same  that  goes  by  Aunt  For¬ 
tune’s  ?  ” 

“Yes,  it’s  the  very  same.  It’s  the  crookedest  thing  you  ever 
sawu  It  runs  over  there,”  said  the  speaker,  pointing  with  her 
arm,  “  and  then  it  takes  a  turn  and  goes  that  way,  and  then  it 
comes  round  so,  and  then  it  shoots  off  in  that  way  again  and 
passes  by  your  house  ;  and  after  that  the  dear  knows  where  it 
goes,  for  I  don’t.  But  I  don’t  suppose  it  could  run  straight  if 
it  was  to  try  to.” 

“  Can’t  we  get  down  to  it  ?  ”  asked  Ellen. 

“To  be  sure  we  can,  unless  you’re  as  afraid  of  steep  banks 
as  you  are  of  fences.” 

Very  steep  indeed  it  was,  and  strewn  with  loose  stones  ;  but 
Ellen  did  not  falter  here,  and  though  once  or  twice  in  imminent 
danger  of  exchanging  her  cautious  stepping  for  one  long  roll  to 
the  bottom,  she  got  there  safely  on  her  two  feet.  When  there, 
everything  was  forgotten  in  delight.  It  was  a  wild  little  place. 
The  high,  close  sides  of  the  dell  left  only  a  little  strip  of  sky 
overhead  ;  and  at  their  feet  ran  the  brook,  much  more  noisy 
and  lively  here  than  where  Ellen  had  before  made  its  acquaint¬ 
ance  ;  leaping  from  rock  to  rock,  eddying  round  large  stones, 
and  boiling  over  the  small  ones,  and  now  and  then  pouring 
quietly  over  some  great  trunk  of  a  tree  that  had  fallen  across 
its  bed  and  dammed  up  the  whole  stream.  Ellen  could  scarcely 
contain  herself  at  the  magnificence  of  many  of  the  waterfalls, 
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the  beauty  of  the  little  quiet  pools  where  the  water  lay  still 
behind  some  large  stone,  and  the  variety  of  graceful  tiny  cas- 
cades. 

“Look  here,  Nancy!”  cried  Ellen,  “that’s  the  Falls  of 
Niagara  —  do  you  see?  — that  large  one  ;  oh,  that  is  splendid  ! 
And  this  will  do  for  Trenton  Falls  —  what  a  fine  foam  it  makes 

_ isn’t  it  a  beauty  ?  —  and  what  shall  we  call  this  ?  I  don  t 

know  what  to  call  it ;  I  wish  we  could  name  them  all.  ^  But 
there’s  no  end  to  them.  Oh,  just  look  at  that  one !  that  s  too 
pretty  not  to  have  a  name ;  what  shall  it  be? 

“  Black  Falls,”  suggested  the  other. 

“  Black,”  said  Ellen,  dubiously,  “  why  ?  —  I  don’t  like 
that.” 

“  Why,  the  water’s  all  dark  and  black,  don  t  you  see  r 

ct  Well,”  said  Ellen,  “  let  it  be  Black,  then ;  but  I  don’t  like 
it.  Now  remember, — this  is  Niagara,  —  that  is  Black,  and 

this  is  Trenton,  —  and  what  is  this? 

“  If  you  are  a  going  to  name  them  all,”  said  Nancy,  “  we 
shan’t  get  home  to-night ;  you  might  as  well  name  all  the  trees  ; 
there’s  a  hundred  of  ’em,  and  more.  I  say,  Ellen  !  suppos’n 
we  follow  the  brook  instead  of  climbing  up  yonder  again;  it 
will  take  us  out  to  the  open  fields  by  and  by.” 

“  Oh,  do  let’s  !  ”  said  Ellen ;  “  that  will  be  lovely.” 

It  proved  a  rough  way  ;  but  Ellen  still  thought  and  called 
it  “lovely.”  Often  by  the  side  of  the  stream  there  was  no 
footing  at  all,  and  the  girls  picked  their  way  over  the  stones, 
large  and  small,  wet  and  dry,  which  strewed  its  bed,  —  against 
which  the  water  foamed  and  fumed  and  fretted,  as  if  in 
great  impatience.  It  was  ticklish  work  getting  along  over 
these  stones  ;  now  tottering  on  an  unsteady  one  ;  now  slipping 
on  a  wet  one  ;  —  and  every  now  and  then  making  huge  leaps 
from  rock  to  rock,  which  there  was  no  other  method  of  reach¬ 
ing,  at  the  imminent  hazard  of  falling  in.  But  they  laughed 
at  the  danger  ;  sprang  on  in  great  glee,  delighted  with  the 
exercise  and  the  fun  ;  didn’t  stay  long  enough  anywhere  to 
lose  their  balance,  and  enjoyed  themselves  amazingly.  There 
was  many  a  hairbreadth  escape  ;  many  an  almost  sousing  ;  but 
that  made  it  all  the  more  lively.  The  brook  formed,  as  Nancy 
had  said,  a  constant  succession  of  little  waterfalls,  its  course 
being  quite  steep  and  very  rocky ;  and  in  some  places  there 
were  pools  quite  deep  enough  to  have  given  them  a  thorough 
wetting,  to  say  no  more,  if  they  had  missed  their  footing  and 
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tumbled  in.  But  this  did  not  happen.  In  due  time,  though 
with  no  little  difficulty,  they  reached  the  spot  where  the  brook 
came  forth  from  the  wood  into  the  open  day,  and  thence  mak¬ 
ing  a  sharp  turn  to  the  right,  skirted  along  by  the  edge  of  the 
trees,  as  if  unwilling  to  part  company  with  them. 

“  I  guess  we’d  better  get  back  into  the  lane  now,”  said  Miss 
Nancy  ;  “we’re  a  pretty  good  long  way  from  home.” 

They  left  the  wood  and  the  brook  behind  them,  and  crossed 
a  large  stubble  field  ;  then  got  over  a  fence  into  another.  They 
were  in  the  midst  of  this  when  Nancy  stopped  Ellen,  and  bade 
her  look  up  toward  the  west,  where  towered  a  high  mountain, 
no  longer  hid  from  their  view  by  the  trees. 

“  I  told  you  I’d  show  you  where  I  live,”  said  she.  “  Look 
up  now,  —  clear  to  the  top  of  the  mountain,  almost,  and  a  little 
to  the  right  ;  —  do  you  see  that  little  mite  of  a  house  there  ? 
Look  sharp,  —  it’s  a’most  as  brown  as  the  rock,  —  do  you  see 
it  ?  —  it’s  close  by  that  big  pine  tree,  but  it  don’t  look  big  from 
here —  it’s  just  by  that  little  dark  spot  near  the  top.” 

“ I  see  it,”  said  Ellen,  —  “I  see  it  now  ;  do  you  live  ’way 
up  there  ?  ” 

“  That’s  just  what  I  do  ;  and  that’s  just  what  I  wish  I  didn’t. 
But  granny  likes  it  ;  she  will  live  there.  I’m  blessed  if  I  know 
what  for,  if  it  ain’t  to  plague  me.  Do  you  think  you’d  like  to 
live  up  on  the  top  of  a  mountain  like  that  ?  ” 

“No,  I  don’t  think  I  should,”  said  Ellen.  “Isn’t  it  very 
cold  up  there  ?  ” 

“  Cold  !  you  don’t  know  anything  about  it.  The  wind  comes 
there,  I  tell  you  !  enough  to  cut  you  in  two  ;  I  have  to  take 
and  hold  on  to. the  trees  sometimes  to  keep  from  being  blowed 
away.  And  then  granny  sends  me  out  every  morning  before 
it’s  light,  no  matter  how  deep  the  snow  is,  to  look  for  the  cow  ; 
—  and  it’s  so  bitter  cold  I  expect  nothing  else  but  I’ll  be  froze 
to  death  some  time.” 

“  Oh,”  said  Ellen,  with  a  look  of  horror,  “  how  can  she 
do  so? ” 

“  Oh,  she  don’t  care,”  said  the  other  ;  “  she  sees  my  nose 
freeze  off  every  winter,  and  it  don’t  make  no  difference.” 

“  Freeze  your  nose  off  !  ”  said  Ellen. 

“  To  be  sure,”  said  the  other,  nodding  gravely  —  “  every 
winter  ;  it  grows  out  again  when  the  warm  weather  comes.” 

“And  is  that  the  reason  why  it  is  so  little?”  said  Ellen, 
innocently,  and  with  great  curiosity. 
vol.  xxrv.  —  21 
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“  Little  !  ”  said  the  other,  crimsoning  in  a  fury,  —  “  what  do 
you  mean  by  that?  it’s  as  big  as  yours  any  day,  I  can  tell 
you.” 

Ellen  involuntarily  put  her  hand  to  her  face,  to  see  if  Nancy 
spoke  true.  Somewhat  reassured  to  find  a  very  decided  ridge 
where  her  companion’s  nose  was  rather  wanting  in  the  line  of 
beauty,  she  answered  in  her  turn  :  — 

“It’s  no  such  thing,  Nancy  !  you  oughtn’t  to  say  so;  you 
know  better.” 

“  I  don’t  know  better  !  I  ought  to  say  so  !  ”  replied  the  other, 
furiously.  “  If  I  had  your  nose,  I’d  be  glad  to  have  it  freeze 
off  ;  I’d  a  sight  rather  have  none.  I’d  pull  it  every  day,  if  I 
was  you,  to  make  it  grow.” 

“  I  shall  believe  what  Aunt  Fortune  said  of  you  was  true,” 
said  Ellen.  She  had  colored  very  high,  but  she  added  no  more 
and  walked  on  in  dignified  silence.  Nancy  stalked  before  her 
in  silence  that  was  meant  to  be  dignified  too,  though  it  had  not 
exactly  that  air.  By  degrees  each  cooled  down,  and  Nancy  was 
trying  to  find  out  what  Miss  Fortune  had  said  of  her,  when 
on  the  edge  of  the  next  field  they  met  the  brook  again.  After 
running  a  long  way  to  the  right,  it  had  swept  round,  and  here 
was  flowing  gently  in  the  opposite  direction.  But  how  were 
they  ever  to  cross  it  ?  The  brook  ran  in  a  smooth  current  be¬ 
tween  them  and  a  rising  bank  on  the  other  side,  so  high  as  to 
prevent  their  seeing  what  lay  beyond.  There  were  no  stepping 
stones  now.  The  only  thing  that  looked  like  a  bridge  was  an 
old  log  that  had  fallen  across  the  brook,  or  perhaps  had  at  some 
time  or  other  been  put  there  on  purpose,  and  that  lay  more 
than  half  in  the  water  ;  what  remained  of  its  surface  was  green 
with  moss  and  slippery  with  slime.  Ellen  was  sadly  afraid  to 
trust  herself  on  it ;  but  what  to  do?— -Nancy  soon  settled  the 
question  as  far  as  she  was  concerned.  Pulling  off  her  thick 
shoes,  she  ran  fearlessly  upon  the  rude  bridge  ;  her  clinging 
bare  feet  carried  her  safely  over,  and  Ellen  soon  saw  her  re- 
shoeing  herself  in  triumph  on  the  opposite  side  ;  but  thus  left 
behind  and  alone,  her  own  difficulty  increased. 

“  Pull  off  your  shoes,  and  do  as  I  did,”  said  Nancy. 

“  I  can’t,”  said  Ellen  ;  “  I’m  afraid  of  wetting  my  feet ;  I 
know  mamma  wouldn’t  let  me.” 

“  Afraid  of  wetting  your  feet  1  ”  said  the  other ;  “  what  a 
chickaninny  you  are  !  Well,  if  you  try  to  come  over  with  your 
shoes  on  you’ll  fall  in,  I  tell  you  ;  and  then  you’ll  wet  more 
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than  your  feet.  But  come  along  somehow,  for  I  won’t  stand 
waiting  here  much  longer.” 

Thus  urged,  Ellen  set  out  upon  her  perilous  journey  over 
the  bridge.  Slowly  and  fearfully,  and  with  as  much  care  as 
possible,  she  set  step  by  step  upon  the  slippery  log.  Already 
half  of  the  danger  was  passed,  when,  reaching  forward  to  grasp 
Nancy’s  outstretched  hand,  she  missed  it, — perhaps  that  was 
Nancy’s  fault,  —  poor  Ellen  lost  her  balance  and  went  in  head 
foremost.  The  water  was  deep  enough  to  cover  her  completely 
as  she  lay,  though  not  enough  to  prevent  her  getting  up  again. 
She  was  greatly  frightened,  but  managed  to  struggle  up  first 
to  a  sitting  posture,  and  then  to  her  feet,  and  then  to  wade  out 
to  the  shore,  —  though,  dizzy  and  sick,  she  came  near  falling 
back  again  more  than  once.  The  water  was  very  cold ;  and, 
thoroughly  sobered,  poor  Ellen  felt  chill  enough  in  body  and 
mind  too ;  all  her  fine  spirits  were  gone  ;  and  not  the  less 
because  Nancy’s  had  risen  to  a  great  pitch  of  delight  at  her 
misfortune.  The  air  rang  with  her  laughter  ;  she  likened  Ellen 
to  every  ridiculous  thing  she  could  think  of.  Too  miserable 
to  be  angry,  Ellen  could  not  laugh,  and  would  not  cry,  but  she 
exclaimed  in  distress  :  — 

“  Oh,  what  shall  I  do  !  I  am  so  cold  !  ” 

“  Come  along,”  said  Nancy;  “  give  me  your  hand ;  we’ll  run 
right  over  to  Mrs.  Van  Brunt,  —  ’tain’t  far  —  it’s  just  over 
here.  There,”  said  she,  as  they  got  to  the  top  of  the  bank, 
and  came  within  sight  of  a  house  standing  only  a  few  fields  off, 
“there  it  is  !  Run,  Ellen,  and  we’ll  be  there  directly.” 

“Who  is  Mrs.  Van  Brunt?”  Ellen  contrived  to  say,  as 
Nancy  hurried  her  along. 

“Who  is  she?  —  run,  Ellen! — why,  she’s  just  Mrs.  Van 
Brunt  —  your  Mr.  Van  Brunt’s  mother,  you  know,  —  make 
haste,  Ellen  —  we  had  rain  enough  the  other  day ;  I’m  afraid 
it  wouldn’t  be  good  for  the  grass  if  you  stayed  too  long  in 
one  place; — hurry!  I’m  afraid  you’ll  catch  cold,  —  you  got 
your  feet  wet  after  all,  I’m  sure.” 

Run  they  did  ;  and  a  few  minutes  brought  them  to  Mrs. 
Van  Brunt’s  door.  The  little  brick  walk  leading  to  it  from 
the  courtyard  gate  was  as  neat  as  a  pin  ;  so  was  everything 
else  the  eye  could  rest  on  ;  and  when  Nancy  went  in  poor  Ellen 
stayed  her  foot  at  the  door,  unwilling  to  carry  her  wet  shoes 
and  dripping  garments  any  further.  She  could  hear,  however, 
what  was  going  on. 
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“Hillo!  Mrs.  Van  Brunt,”  sliouted  Nancy,  —  “where  are 

you? _ oh! — Mrs.  Van  Brunt,  are  you  out  of  water? — ’cos  if 

you  are  I’ve  brought  you  a  plenty ;  the  person  that  has  it  don’t 
want  it ;  she’s  just  at  the  door  ;  she  wouldn’t  bring  it  in  till  she 
knew  you  wanted  it.  Oh,  Mrs.  Van  Brunt,  don’t  look  so  or 
you’ll  kill  me  with  laughing.  Come  and  see  !  come  and  see  !  ” 

The  steps  within  drew  near  the  door,  and  first  Nancy  showed 
herself  and  then  a  little  old  woman,  not  very  old  either,  of  very 
kind,  pleasant  countenance. 

“What  is  all  this?”  said  she,  in  great  surprise.  “Bless 
me  !  poor  little  dear  !  what  is  this  ?  ” 

“  Nothing  in  the  world  but  a  drowned  rat,  Mrs.  V an  Brunt, 
don’t  you  see?  ”  said  Nancy. 

“Go  home,  Nancy  Vawse!  go  home,”  said  the  old  lady; 

“  you’re  a  regular  bad  girl.  I  do  believe  this  is  some  mischief 
o’  yourn,  go  right  off  home;  it’s  time  you  were  after  your  cow 
a  great  while  ago.” 

As  she  spoke,  she  drew  Ellen  in,  and  shut  the  door. 

“Poor  little  dear,”  said  the  old  lady,  kindly,  “what  has 
happened  to  you  ?  Come  to  the  fire,  love,  you  re  trembling 
with  the  cold.  Oh,  dear,  dear  !  you’re  soaking  wet ;  this  is 
all  along  of  Nancy,  somehow,  I  know  ;  how  was  it,  love  ?  Ain  t 
you  Miss  Fortune’s  little  girl?  Never  mind,  don’t  talk,  dar¬ 
ling  ;  there  ain’t  one  bit  of  color  in  your  face,  not  one  bit.” 

Good  Mrs.  Van  Brunt  had  drawn  Ellen  to  the  fire,  and 
all  this  while  she  was  pulling  off  as  fast  as  possible  her  wet 
clothes.  Then  sending  a  girl  who  was  in  waiting  for  clean 
towels,  she  rubbed  Ellen  dry  from  head  to  foot,  and  wrapping 
her  in  a  blanket,  left  her  in  a  chair  before  the  fire,  while  she 
went  to  seek  something  for  her  to  put  on.  Ellen  had  man¬ 
aged  to  tell  who  she  was,  and  how  her  mischance  had  come 
about,  but  little  else,  though  the  kind  old  lady  had  kept  on 
pouring  out  words  of  sorrow  and  pity  during  the  whole  time. 
She  came  trotting  back  directly  with  one  of  her  own  short 
gowns,  the  only  thing  that  she  could  lay  hands  on  that 
was  anywhere  near  Ellen’s  length.  Enormously  big  it  was 
for  her,  but  Mrs.  Van  Brunt  wrapped  it  round  and  round, 
and  the  blanket  over  it  again,  and  then  she  bustled  about  till 
she  had  prepared  a  tumbler  of  hot  drink,  which  she  said  was 
to  keep  Ellen  from  catching  cold.  It  was  anything  but  agree¬ 
able,  being  made  from  some  bitter  herb,  and  sweetened  with 
molasses ;  but  Ellen  swallowed  it,  as  she  would  anything  else 
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at  such  kind  hands,  and  the  old  lady  carried  her  herself  into  a 
little  room  opening  out  of  the  kitchen,  and  laid  her  in  a  bed 
that  had  been  warmed  for  her.  Excessively  tired  and  weak 
as  she  was,  Ellen  scarcely  needed  the  help  of  the  hot  herb  tea 
to  fall  into  a  very  deep  sleep  ;  perhaps  it  might  not  have  lasted 
so  very  long  as  it  did,  but  for  that.  Afternoon  changed  for 
evening,  evening  grew  quite  dark,  still  Ellen  did  not  stir ;  and 
after  every  little  journey  into  the  bedroom  to  see  how  she  was 
doing,  Mrs.  Van  Brunt  came  back  saying  how  glad  she  was  to 
see  her  sleeping  so  finely.  Other  eyes  looked  on  her  for  a 
minute,  —  kind  and  gentle  eyes  ;  though  Mrs.  Van  Brunt’s  were 
kind  and  gentle  too  ;  once  a  soft  kiss  touched  her  forehead,  — • 
there  was  no  danger  of  waking  her. 

It  was  perfectly  dark  in  the  little  bedroom,  and  had  been  so 
a  good  while,  when  Ellen  was  aroused  by  some  noise,  and  then 
a  rough  voice  she  knew  very  well.  Feeling  faint  and  weak, 
and  not  more  than  half  awake  yet,  she  lay  still  and  listened. 
She  heard  the  outer  door  opened  and  shut,  and  then  the  voice 
said :  — 

“  So,  mother,  you’ve  got  my  stray  sheep  here,  have  you  ?  ” 

“  Ay,  ay,”  said  the  voice  of  Mrs.  Van  Brunt ;  “  have  you  been 
looking  for  her  ?  how  did  you  know  she  was  here  ?  ” 

“  Looking  for  her !  ay,  looking  for  her  ever  since  sundown. 
She  has  been  missing  at  the  house  since  some  time  this  fore¬ 
noon.  I  believe  her  aunt  got  a  bit  scared  about  her ;  anyhow 
I  did.  She’s  a  queer  little  chip  as  ever  I  see.” 

“  She’s  a  dear  little  soul,  I  know,”  said  his  mother  ;  “  you 
needn’t  say  nothin’  agin’  her,  I  ain’t  a  going  to  believe  it.” 

“No  more  am  I  —  I’m  the  best  friend  she’s  got  if  she  only 
knowed  it ;  but  don’t  you  think,”  said  Mr.  Van  Brunt,  laugh¬ 
ing,  “  I  asked  her  to  give  me  a  kiss  this  forenoon,  and  if  I’d 
been  an  owl  she  couldn’t  ha’  been  more  scared  ;  she  went  off 
like  a  streak,  and  Miss  Fortune  said  she  was  as  mad  as  she 
could  be,  and  that’s  the  last  of  her.” 

“  How  did  you  find  her  out  ?  ” 

“I  met  that  mischievous  Vawse  girl,  and  I  made  her  tell 
me  ;  she  had  no  mind  to  at  first.  It’ll  be  the  worse  for  Ellen 
if  she  takes  to  that  wicked  thing.” 

“  She  won’t.  Nancy  had  been  taking  her  a  walk,  and  worked 
it  so  as  to  get  her  into  the  brook,  and  then  she  brought  her  here, 
just  as  dripping  wet  as  she  could  be.  I  gave  her  something  hot 
and  put  her  to  bed,  and  she’ll  do,  I  reckon  ;  but  I  tell  you  it 
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gave  me  queer  feelings  to  see  the  poor  little  thing  just  as  white 
as  ashes,  and  all  of  a  tremble,  and  looking  so  sorrowful  too. 
She’s  sleeping  finely  now  ;  but  it  ain’t  right  to  see  a  child’s  face 
look  so  ; — it  ain’t  right,”  repeated  Mrs.  Van  Brunt,  thought¬ 
fully.  —  “You  hain’t  had  supper,  have  yous  ?  ” 

“No,  mother,  and  I  must  take  that  young  one  back.  Ain’t 
she  awake  yet  ?  ” 

“  I’ll  see  directly;  but  she  ain’t  going  home,  nor  you  neither, 
’Brahm,  till  you’ve  got  your  supper  ;  it  would  be  a  sin  to  let 
her.  She  shall  have  a  taste  of  my  splitters  this  very  night ; 
I’ve  been  makin’  them  o’  purpose  for  her.  So  you  may  just 
take  off  your  hat  and  sit  down.” 

“  You  mean  to  let  her  know  where  to  come  when  she  wants 
good  things,  mother.  Well,  I  won’t  say  splitters  ain’t  worth 
waiting  for.” 

Ellen  heard  him  sit  down,  and  then  she  guessed  from  the 
words  that  passed  that  Mrs.  Van  Brunt  and  her  little  maid 
were  busied  in  baking  the  cakes ;  she  lay  quiet. 

“You’re  a  good  friend,  ’Brahm,”  began  the  old  lady  again, 
“  nobody  knows  that  better  than  me  ;  but  I  hope  that  poor 
little  thing  has  got  another  one  to-day  that’ll  do  more  for  her 
than  you  can.” 

“What,  yourself,  mother  ?  I  don’t  know  about  that.” 

“No,  no;  do  you  think  I  mean  myself?  —  there,  turn  it 
quick,  Sally  !  —  Miss  Alice  has  been  here.” 

“  How  ?  this  evening  ?  ” 

“  Just  a  little  before  dark,  on  her  gray  pony.  She  came  in 
for  a  minute,  and  I  took  her  —  that’ll  burn,  Sally !  —  I  took  her 
in  to  see  the  child  while  she  was  asleep,  and  I  told  her  all  you 
told  me  about  her.  She  didn’t  say  much,  but  she  looked  at 
her  very  sweet,  as  she  always  does,  and  I  guess,  —  there  —  now 
I’ll  see  after  my  little  sleeper.” 

And  presently  Mrs.  Van  Brunt  came  to  the  bedside  with  a 
light,  and  her  arm  full  of  Ellen’s  dry  clothes.  Ellen  felt  as  if 
she  could  have  put  her  arms  around  her  kind  old  friend  and 
hugged  her  with  all  her  heart  ;  but  it  was  not  her  way  to  show 
her  feelings  before  strangers.  She  suffered  Mrs.  Van  Brunt  to 
dress  her  in  silence,  only  saying  with  a  sigh,  “  How  kind  you 
are  to  me,  ma’am  !  ”  to  which  the  old  lady  replied  with  a  kiss, 
and  telling  her  she  mustn’t  say  a  word  about  that. 

The  kitchen  was  bright  with  firelight  and  candlelight ;  the 
tea  table  looked  beautiful  with  its  piles  of  white  splitters,  be- 
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sides  plenty  of  other  and  more  substantial  things  ;  and  at  the 
corner  of  the  hearth  sat  Mr.  Van  Brunt. 

“  So,”  said  he,  smiling,  as  Ellen  came  in  and  took  her  stand 
at  the  opposite  corner,  —  “  so  I  drove  you  away  this  morning  ? 
You  ain’t  mad  with  me  yet,  I  hope.” 

Ellen  crossed  directly  over  to  him,  and  putting  her  little 
hand  in  his  great  rough  one,  said,  “  I’m  very  much  obliged  to 
you,  Mr.  Van  Brunt,  for  taking  so  much  trouble  to  come  and 
look  after  me.” 

She  said  it  with  a  look  of  gratitude  and  trust  that  pleased 
him  very  much. 

“  Trouble,  indeed !  ”  said  he,  good-humoredly,  “  I’d  take 
twice  as  much  any  day  for  what  you  wouldn’t  give  me  this 
forenoon.  But  never  fear,  Miss  Ellen,  I  ain’t  a  going  to  ask 
you  that  again.” 

He  shook  the  little  hand  ;  and  from  that  time  Ellen  and  her 
rough  charioteer  were  firm  friends. 

Mrs.  Van  Brunt  now  summoned  them  to  table ;  and  Ellen 
was  well  feasted  with  the  splitters,  which  were  a  kind  of  rich 
shortcake  baked  in  irons,  very  thin  and  crisp,  and  then  split 
in  two  and  buttered,  whence  their  name.  A  pleasant  meal  was 
that.  Whatever  an  epicure  might  have  thought  of  the  tea,  to 
Ellen  in  her  famished  state  it  was  delicious ;  and  no  epicure 
could  have  found  fault  with  the  cold  ham  and  the  butter  and 
the  cakes ;  but  far  better  than  all  was  the  spirit  of  kindness 
that  was  there.  Ellen  feasted  on  that  more  than  on  anything 
else.  If  her  host  and  hostess  were  not  very  polished,  they 
could  not  have  been  outdone  in  their  kind  care  of  her  and  kind 
attention  to  her  wants.  And  when  the  supper  was  at  length 
over,  Mrs.  Van  Brunt  declared  a  little  color  had  come  back  to 
the  pale  cheeks.  The  color  came  back  in  good  earnest  a  few 
minutes  after,  when  a  great  tortoise-shell  cat  walked  into  the 
room.  Ellen  jumped  down  from  her  chair,  and  presently  was 
bestowing  the  tenclerest  caresses  upon  pussy,  who  stretched  out 
her  head  and  purred  as  if  she  liked  them  very  well. 

“  What  a  nice  cat !  ”  said  Ellen. 

“She  has  five  kittens,”  said  Mrs.  Van  Brunt. 

“  Five  kittens  !  ”  said  Ellen.  “  Oh,  may  I  come  sometime 
and  see  them  ?  ” 

“You  shall  see  ’em  right  away,  dear,  and  come  as  often  as 
you  like,  too.  Sally,  just  take  a  basket,  and  go  fetch  them 
kittens  here.” 
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Upon  this,  Mr.  Van  Brunt  began  to  talk  about  its  being 
time  to  go,  if  they  were  going.  But  his  mother  insisted  that 
Ellen  should  stay  where  she  was ;  she  said  she  was  not  fit  to  go 
home  that  night,  that  she  oughtn  t  to  walk  a  step,  and  that 
’Brahm  should  go  and  tell  Miss  Fortune  the  child  was  safe  and 
well,  and  would  be  with  her  early  in  the  morning.  Mr.  Van 
Brunt  shook  his  head  two  or  three  times,  but  finally  agreed,  to 
Ellen’s  great  joy. 
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THE  BOY  AT  MUGBY. 

By  CHARLES  DICKENS. 

[For  biographical  sketch,  see  page  193.] 

I  AM  the  boy  at  Mugby.  That’s  about  what  I  am. 

You  don’t  know  what  I  mean  ?  What  a  pity  '  But  I 
think  you  do.  I  think  you  must.  Look  here.  I  am  the  boy 
at  what  is  called  the  refreshment  room  at  Mugby  J unction,  and 
what’s  proudest  boast  is  that  it  never  yet  refreshed  a  mortal 
being. 

Up  in  a  corner  of  the  down  refreshment  room  at  Mugby 
Junction,  in  the  height  of  twenty-seven  cross  draughts  (I’ve 
often  counted  ’em  while  they  brush  the  First  Class  hair  twenty- 
seven  ways),  behind  the  bottles,  among  the  glasses,  bounded 
on  the  nor’west  by  the  beer,  stood  pretty  far  to  the  right  of  a 
metallic  object  that’s  at  times  the  tea  urn  and  at  times  the 
soup  tureen,  according  to  the  nature  of  the  last  twang  im¬ 
parted  to  its  contents  which  are  the  same  groundwork,  fended 
off  from  the  traveler  by  a  barrier  of  stale  sponge  cakes  elected 
atop  of  the  counter,  and  lastly  exposed  sideways  to  the  glare  of 
our  missis’  eye  —  you  ask  a  boy  so  sitiwated,  next  time  you 
stop  in  a  hurry  at  Mugby,  for  anything  to  drink ;  you  take 
particular  notice  that  he’ll  try  to  seem  not  to  hear  you,  that 
he’ll  appear  in  an  absent  manner  to  survey  the  line  through  a 
transparent  medium  composed  of  your  head  and  body,  and 
that  he  won’t  serve  you  as  long  as  you  can  possibly  bear  it. 
That’s  me. 

What  a  lark  it  is  !  We  are  the  model  establishment,  we 
are,  at  Mugby.  Other  refreshment  rooms  send  their  imperfect 
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young  ladies  up  to  be  finished  off  by  our  missis.  For  some  of 
the  young  ladies,  when  they’re  new  to  the  business,  come  into 
it  mild !  Ah  !  Our  missis,  she  soon  takes  that  out  of  ’em. 
Why,  I  originally  come  into  the  business  meek  myself.  But 
our  missis,  she  soon  took  that  out  of  me. 

What  a  delightful  lark  it  is  !  I  look  upon  us  refreshmenters 
as  ockipying  the  only  proudly  independent  footing  on  the  line. 
There’s  Papers,  for  instance  —  my  honorable  friend,  if  he  will 
allow  me  to  call  him  so  —  him  as  belongs  to  Smith’s  bookstall. 
Why,  he  no  more  dares  to  be  up  to  our  refreshmenting  games 
than  he  dares  to  jump  atop  of  a  locomotive  with  her  steam  at 
full  pressure,  and  cut  away  upon  her  alone,  driving  himself,  at 
limited  mail  speed.  Papers,  he’d  get  his  head  punched  at  every 
compartment,  first,  second,  and  third,  the  whole  length  of  the 
train,  if  he  was  to  venture  to  imitate  my  demeanor.  It’s  the 
same  with  the  porters,  the  same  with  the  guards,  the  same  with 
the  ticket  clerks,  the  same  the  whole  way  up  to  the  secretary, 
traffic  manager,  or  very  chairman.  There  ain’t  a  one  among  ’em 
on  the  nobly  independent  footing  we  are.  Did  you  ever  catch 
one  of  them,  when  you  wanted  anything  of  him,  making  a  sys¬ 
tem  of  surveying  the  line  through  a  transparent  medium  of  your 
head  and  body?  I  should  hope  not. 

You  should  see  our  bandolining  room  at  Mugby  Junction. 
It’s  led  to  by  the  door  behind  the  counter,  which  you’ll  notice 
usually  stands  ajar,  and  it’s  the  room  where  our  missis  and  our 
young  ladies  bandolines  their  hair.  You  should  see  ’em  at  it, 
betwixt  trains,  bandolining  away,  as  if  they  was  anointing 
themselves  for  the  combat.  When  you’re  telegraphed  you 
should  see  their  noses  all  a  going  up  with  scorn,  as  if  it  was  a 
part  of  the  working  of  the  same  Cooke  and  Wheatstone  elec¬ 
trical  machinery.  You  should  hear  our  missis  give  the  word, 
“  Here  comes  the  beast  to  be  fed  !  ”  and  then  you  should  see 
’em  indignantly  skipping  across  the  line,  from  the  up  to  the 
down,  or  wicer  warsar,  and  begin  to  pitch  the  stale  pastry  into 
the  plates,  and  chuck  the  sawdust  sandwiches  under  the  glass 
covers,  and  get  out  the  —  ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  —  the  sherry  —  oh,  my 
eye  !  my  eye  !  —  for  your  refreshment. 

It’s  only  in  the  isle  of  the  brave  and  land  of  the  free  (by 
which,  of  course,  I  mean  to  say  Britannia)  that  refreshmenting 
is  so  effective,  so  ’olesome,  so  constitutional  a  check  upon  the 
public.  There  was  a  foreigner,  which  having  politely,  with  his 
hat  off,  beseeched  our  young  ladies  and  our  missis  for  “  a  leetel 
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gloss  hoff  prarndee,”  and  having  had  the  line  surveyed  through 
him  by  all,  and  no  other  acknowledgment,  was  a  proceeding 
at  last  to  help  himself,  as  seems  to  be  the  custom  in  his  own 
country,  when  our  missis,  with  her  hair  almost  a  coming  un- 
bandolined  with  rage,  and  her  eyes  omitting  sparks,  flew  at 
him,  cotched  the  decanter  out  of  his  hand,  and  said,  “  Put  it 
down !  I  won’t  allow  that !  ”  The  foreigner  turned  pale, 
stepped  back  with  his  arms  stretched  out  in  front  of  him,  his 
hands  clasped,  and  his  shoulders  riz,  and  exclaimed  :  “  Ah  ! 
Is  it  possible,  this  !  That  these  disdaineous  females  and  this 
ferocious  old  woman  are  placed  here  by  the  administration,  not 
only  to  empoison  the  voyagers,  but  to  affront  them  !  Great 
Heaven  !  How  arrives  it?  The  English  people.  Or  is  he 
then  a  slave?  Or  idiot?”  Another  time,  a  merry,  wide¬ 
awake  American  gent  had  tried  the  sawdust  and  spit  it  out, 
and  had  tried  the  sherry  and  spit  that  out,  and  had  tried  in 
vain  to  sustain  exhausted  natur  upon  butter-scotch,  and  had 
been  rather  extra  bandolined  and  line-surveyed  through,  when 
as  the  bell  was  ringing  and  he  paid  our  missis,  he  says,  very 
loud  and  good-tempered  :  “  I  tell  yew  what  ’tis,  marm.  I  la’af. 
Theer  !  I  la’af.  I  dew.  I  oughter  ha’  seen  most  things,  for 
I  hail  from  the  onlimited  side  of  the  Atlantic  Ocean,  and  I 
haive  traveled  right  slick  over  the  limited,  head  on  through 
Jeerusalemm  and  the  East  and  likewise  b  ranee  and  Italy, 
Europe,  Old  World,  and  am  now  upon  the  track  to  the  chief 
Europian  village,  but  such  an  institution  as  yew  and  yewer 
young  ladies  and  yewer  fixin’s  solid  and  liquid,  afore  the 
glorious  tarnal  I  never  did  see  yet !  And  if  I  hain’t  found  the 
eighth  wonder  of  monarchical  creation  in  finding  yew  and  yewer 
young  ladies  and  yewer  fixin’s  solid  and  liquid,  all  as  aforesaid, 
established  in  a  country  where  the  people  air  not  absolute  loo- 
naticks,  I  am  extra  double  darned  with  a  nip  and  frizzle  to  the 
innermostest  grit!  Wheerfur  —  theer!  —  I  la’af!  I  dew, 
marm.  I  la’af !  ”  And  so  he  went,  stamping  and  shaking  his 
sides,  along  the  platform  all  the  way  to  his  own  compartment. 

I  think  it  was  her  standing  up  agin  the  foreigner  as  giv’ 
our  missis  the  idea  of  going  over  to  France,  and  droring  a  com¬ 
parison  betwixt  refreshmenting  as  followed  among  the  frog 
eaters  and  refreshmenting  as  triumphant  in  the  isle  of  the 
brave  and  land  of  the  free  (by  which,  of  course,  I  mean  to  say 
agin  Britannia).  Our  young  ladies,  Miss  Whiff,  Miss  Piff, 
and  Mrs.  Sniff,  was  unanimous  opposed  to  her  going :  for,  as 
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they  says  to  our  missis  one  and  all,  it  is  well  beknown  to  the 
hends  of  the  herth  as  no  other  nation  except  Britain  has  a  idea 
of  anythink,  but  above  all  of  business.  Why  then  should  you 
tire  yourself  to  prove  what  is  already  proved?  Our  missis, 
however  (being  a  teaser  at  all  pints),  stood  out  grim  obstinate, 
and  got  a  return  pass  by  Southeastern  Tidal,  to  go  right 
through,  if  such  should  be  her  dispositions,  to  Marseilles. 

Sniff  is  husband  to  Mrs.  Sniff,  and  is  a  regular  insignificant 
cove.  He  looks  arter  the  sawdust  department  in  a  back  room, 
and  is  sometimes,  when  we  are  very  hard  put  to  it,  let  behind 
the  counter  with  a  corkscrew  ;  but  never  when  it  can  be  helped, 
his  demeanor  toward  the  public  being  disgusting  servile.  How 
Mrs.  Sniff  ever  come  so  far  to  lower  herself  as  to  marry  him,  I 
don’t  know ;  but  I  suppose  he  does,  and  I  should  think  he 
wished  he  didn’t,  for  he  leads  a  awful  life.  Mrs.  Sniff  couldn’t 
be  much  harder  with  him  if  he  was  public.  Similarly,  Miss 
Whiff  and  Miss  Piff,  taking  the  tone  of  Mrs.  Sniff,  they  shoulder 
Sniff  about  when  he  is  let  in  with  a  corkscrew,  and  they  whisk 
things  out  of  his  hands  when  in  his  servility  he  is  a  going  to  let 
the  public  have  ’em,  and  they  snap  him  up  when  in  the  crawl¬ 
ing  baseness  of  his  spirit  he  is  a  going  to  answer  a  public  ques¬ 
tion,  and  they  dror  more  tears  into  his  eyes  than  ever  the  mus¬ 
tard  does  which  he  all  day  long  lays  on  to  the  sawdust.  (But 
it  ain’t  strong.)  Once,  when  Sniff  had  the  repulsiveness  to 
reach  across  to  get  the  milk  pot  to  hand  over  for  a  baby,  I  see 
our  missis  in  her  rage  catch  him  by  both  his  shoulders,  and 
spin  him  out  into  the  bandolining  room. 

But  Mrs.  Sniff  —  how  different !  She’s  the  one  !  She’s  the 
one  as  you’ll  notice  to  be  always  looking  another  way  from  you 
when  you  look  at  her.  She’s  the  one  with  the  small  waist 
buckled  in  tight  in  front,  and  with  the  lace  cuffs  at  her  wrists, 
which  she  puts  on  the  edge  of  the  counter  before  her,  and  stands 
a  smoothing  while  the  public  foams.  This  smoothing  the  cuffs 
and  looking  another  way  while  the  public  foams  is  the  last 
accomplishment  taught  to  the  young  ladies  as  come  to  Mugby 
to  be  finished  by  our  missis ;  and  it’s  always  taught  by  Mrs. 
Sniff. 

When  our  missis  went  away  upon  her  journey,  Mrs.  Sniff 
was  left  in  charge.  She  did  hold  the  public  in  check  most 
beautiful !  In  all  my  time,  I  never  see  half  so  many  cups  of 
tea  given  without  milk  to  people  as  wanted  it  with,  nor  half  so 
many  cups  of  tea  with  milk  given  to  people  as  wanted  it  with- 
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out.  When  foaming  ensued,  Mrs.  Sniff  would  say :  “  Then 
you’d  better  settle  it  among  yourselves,  and  change  with  one 
another.”  It  was  a  most  highly  delicious  lark.  I  enjoyed  the 
refreshmenting  business  more  than  ever,  and  so  glad  I  had  took 
to  it  when  young. 

Our  missis  returned.  It  got  circulated  among  the  young 
ladies,  and  it  as  it  might  be  penetrated  to  me  through  the 
crevices  of  the  bandolining  room,  that  she  had  orrors  to  reveal, 
if  revelations  so  contemptible  could  be  dignified  with  the  name. 
Agitation  become  wakened.  Excitement  was  up  in  the  stir¬ 
rups.  Expectation  stood  a-tiptoe.  At  length  it  was  put  forth 
that  on  our  slackest  evening  in  the  week,  and  at  our  slackest 
time  of  that  evening  betwixt  trains,  our  missis  would  give  her 
views  of  foreign  refreshmenting  in  the  bandolining  room. 

It  was  arranged  tasteful  for  the  purpose.  The  bandolining 
table  and  glass  was  hid  in  a  corner,  a  armchair  was  elevated  on 
a  packing  case  for  our  missis’  ockipation,  a  table  and  a  tumbler 
of  water  (no  sherry  in  it,  thankee)  was  placed  beside  it.  Two 
of  the  pupils,  the  season  being  autumn  and  hollyhocks  and 
dahlias  being  in,  ornamented  the  wall  with  three  devices  in 
those  flowers.  On  one  might  be  read,  “May  Albion  Never 
Learn ;  ”  on  another,  “  Keep  the  Public  Down ;  ”  on  another, 
“Our  Refreshmenting  Charter.”  The  whole  had  a  beautiful 
appearance,  with  which  the  beauty  of  the  sentiments  corre¬ 
sponded. 

On  our  missis’  brow  was  wrote  severity  as  she  ascended  the 
fatal  platform.  (Not  that  that  was  anythink  new.)  Miss 
Whiff  and  Miss  Piff  sat  at  her  feet.  Three  chairs  from  the 
waiting  room  might  have  been  perceived  by  a  average  eye 
in  front  of  her,  on  which  the  pupils  was  accommodated.  Be¬ 
hind  them,  a  very  close  observer  might  have  discerned  a  boy. 
Myself. 

“  Where,”  said  our  missis,  glancing  gloomily  around,  “  is 
Sniff  ?  ” 

“  I  thought  it  better,”  answered  Mrs.  Sniff,  “  that  he  should 
not  be  let  come  in.  He  is  such  an  ass.” 

“No  doubt,”  assented  our  missis.  “But  for  that  reason  is 
it  not  desirable  to  improve  his  mind  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  nothing  will  ever  improve  him,”  said  Mrs.  Sniff. 

“However,”  pursued  our  missis,  “call  him  in,  Ezekiel.” 

I  called  him  in.  The  appearance  of  the  low-minded  cove 
was  hailed  with  disapprobation  from  all  sides,  on  account  of 
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his  having  brought  his  corkscrew  with  him.  He  pleaded  “  the 
force  of  habit.” 

“  The  force !  ”  said  Mrs.  Sniff.  “  Don’t  let  us  have  you 
talking  about  force,  for  gracious’  sake.  There !  Do  stand 
still  where  you  are,  with  your  back  against  the  wall.” 

He  is  a  smiling  piece  of  vacancy,  and  he  smiled  in  the  mean 
way  in  which  he  will  even  smile  at  the  public  if  he  gets  a 
chance  (language  can  say  no  meaner  of  him),  and  he  stood 
upright  near  the  door  with  the  back  of  his  head  agin’  the  wall, 
as  if  he  was  waiting  for  somebody  to  come  and  measure  his 
height  for  the  army. 

“  I  should  not  enter,  ladies,”  said  our  missis,  “  on  the  re¬ 
volting  disclosures  I  am  about  to  make,  if  it  was  not  in  the 
hopes  that  they  will  cause  you  to  be  yet  more  implacable  in  the 
exercise  of  the  power  you  wield  in  a  constitutional  country, 
and  yet  more  devoted  to  the  constitutional  motto  which  I  see 
before  me  ”  —  it  was  behind  her,  but  the  words  sounded  better 
so  —  “  ‘  May  Albion  Never  Learn  !  ’  ” 

Here  the  pupils  as  had  made  the  motto  admired  it,  and 
cried,  “  Hear  1  Hear  !  Hear  !  ”  Sniff,  showing  an  inclination 
to  join  in  chorus,  got  himself  frowned  down  by  every  brow. 

“The  baseness  of  the  French,”  pursued  our  missis,  “as  dis¬ 
played  in  the  fawning  nature  of  their  refreshmenting,  equals, 
if  not  surpasses,  anythink  as  we  ever  heard  of  the  baseness  of 
the  celebrated  Bonaparte.” 

Miss  Whiff,  Miss  Piff,  and  me,  we  drored  a  heavy  breath, 
equal  to  saying,  “We  thought  as  much!”  Miss  Whiff  and 
Miss  Piff  seeming  to  object  to  my  droring  mine  along  with 
theirs,  I  drored  another  to  aggravate  ’em. 

“  Shall  I  be  believed,”  says  our  missis,  with  flashing  eyes, 
“  when  I  tell  you  that  no  sooner  had  I  set  my  foot  upon  that 
treacherous  shore - ” 

Here  Sniff,  either  bursting  out  mad,  or  thinking  aloud,  says, 
in  a  low  voice  :  “  Feet.  Plural,  you  know.” 

The  cowering  that  come  upon  him  when  he  was  spurned  by 
all  eyes,  added  to  his  being  beneath  contempt,  was  sufficient 
punishment  for  a  cove  so  groveling.  In  the  midst  of  a  silence 
rendered  more  impressive  by  the  turned-up  female  noses  with 
which  it  was  pervaded,  our  missis  went  on  :  — 

“  Shall  I  be  believed  when  I  tell  you  that  no  sooner  had  I 
landed,”  this  word  with  a  killing  look  at  Sniff,  “  on  that  treach¬ 
erous  shore  than  I  was  ushered  into  a  refreshment  room  where 
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there  were  —  I  do  not  exaggerate  —  actually  eatable  things  to 
eat?” 

A  groan  burst  from  the  ladies.  I  not  only  did  myself  the 
honor  of  jining,  but  also  of  lengthening  it  out. 

“  Where  there  were,”  our  missis  added,  “  not  only  eatable 
things  to  eat,  but  also  drinkable  things  to  drink  !  ” 

A  murmur,  swelling  almost  into  a  scream,  ariz.  Miss  Piff 
trembling  with  indignation,  called  out,  “Name  !  ” 

“  I  will  name,”  said  our  missis.  “  There  was  roast  fowls, 
hot  and  cold ;  there  was  smoking  roast  veal  surrounded  with 
browned  potatoes ;  there  was  hot  soup  with  (again  I  ask  shall 
I  be  credited  ?)  nothing  bitter  in  it,  and  no  flour  to  choke  off 
the  consumer ;  there  was  a  variety  of  cold  dishes  set  off  with 
jelly  ;  there  was  salad  ;  there  was  —  mark  me  !  —  fresh  pastry, 
and  that  of  a  light  construction  ;  there  was  a  luscious  show  of 
fruit ;  there  was  bottles  and  decanters  of  sound  small  wine,  of 
every  size,  and  adapted  to  every  pocket ;  the  same  odious  state¬ 
ment  will  apply  to  brandy ;  and  these  were  set  out  upon  the 
counter  so  that  all  could  help  themselves.” 

Our  missis’  lips  so  quivered  that  Mrs.  Sniff,  though  scarcely 
less  convulsed  than  she  were,  got  up  and  held  the  tumbler  to 
them. 

“  This,”  proceeds  our  missis,  “  was  my  first  unconstitutional 
experience.  Well  would  it  have  been  if  it  had  been  my  last 
and  worst.  But  no.  As  I  proceeded  further  into  that  en¬ 
slaved  and  ignorant  land,  its  aspect  became  more  hideous.  I 
need  not  explain  to  this  assembly  the  ingredients  and  forma¬ 
tion  of  the  British  refreshment  sangwich?” 

Universal  laughter  —  except  from  Sniff,  who,  as  sangwich 
cutter,  shook  his  head  in  a  state  of  the  utmost  dejection  as  he 
stood  with  it  agin’  the  wall. 

“Well!”  said  our  missis,  with  dilated  nostrils.  “Take  a 
fresh,  crisp,  long,  crusty  penny  loaf  made  of  the  whitest  and 
best  flour.  Cut  it  longwise  through  the  middle.  Insert  a  fair 
and  nicely  fitting  slice  of  ham.  Tie  a  smart  piece  of  ribbon 
round  the  middle  of  the  whole  to  bind  it  together.  Add  at 
one  end  a  neat  wrapper  of  clean  white  paper  by  which  to  hold 
it.  And  the  universal  French  refreshment  sangwich  busts  on 
your  disgusted  vision.” 

A  cry  of  “  Shame  !  ”  from  all  —  except  Sniff,  who  rubbed 
his  stomach  with  a  soothing  hand. 

“  I  need  not,”  said  our  missis,  “  explain  to  this  assembly 


THE  BOY  AT  MUGBY. 


335 


the  usual  formation  and  fitting  of  the  British  refreshment 
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room  ! 

No,  no,  and  laughter.  Sniff  agin  shaking  his  head  in  low 
spirits  agin’  the  wall. 

“  Well,”  said  our  missis,  “  what  would  you  say  to  a  general 
decoration  of  everythink,  to  hangings  (sometimes  elegant),  to 
easy  velvet  furniture,  to  abundance  of  little  tables,  to  abundance 
of  little  seats,  to  brisk  bright  waiters,  to  great  convenience,  to  a 
pervading  cleanliness  and  tastefulness  positively  addressing  the 
public,  and  making  the  beast  thinking  itself  worth  the  pains  ?  ” 

Contemptuous  fury  on  the  part  of  all  the  ladies.  Mrs.  Sniff 
looking  as  if  she  wanted  somebody  to  hold  her,  and  everybody 
else  looking  as  if  they’d  rather  not. 

“Three  times,”  said  our  missis,  working  herself  into  a  truly 
terrimenjious  state  —  “three  times  did  I  see  these  shameful 
things,  only  between  the  coast  and  Paris,  and  not  counting 
either  :  at  Idazebroucke,  at  Arras,  at  Amiens.  But  worse  re¬ 
mains.  Tell  me  what  would  you  call  a  person  who  should 
propose  in  England  that  there  should  be  kept,  say  at  our  own 
model  Mugby  Junction,  pretty  baskets,  each  holding  an  assorted 
cold  lunch  and  dessert  for  one,  each  at  a  certain  fixed  price, 
and  each  within  a  passenger’s  power  to  take  away,  to  empty  in 
the  carriage  at  perfect  leisure,  and  to  return  at  another  station 
fifty  or  a  hundred  miles  further  on  ?  ” 

There  was  disagreement  what  such  a  person  should  be 
called.  Whether  revolutionist,  atheist,  Bright  (I  said  him), 
or  un-English.  Miss  Piff  screeched  her  shrill  opinion  last  in 
the  words  :  “  A  malignant  maniac  !  ” 

“  1  adopt,”  says  our  missis,  “  the  brand  set  upon  such  a 
person  by  the  righteous  indignation  of  my  friend  Miss  Piff. 
A  malignant  maniac.  Know,  then,  that  that  malignant  maniac 
has  sprung  from  the  congenial  soil  of  France,  and  that  his 
malignant  madness  was  in  unchecked  action  on  this  same  part 
of  my  journey.” 

I  noticed  that  Sniff  was  a  rubbing  his  hands,  and  that  Mrs. 
Sniff  had  got  her  eye  upon  him.  But  I  did  not  take  more 
particular  notice,  owing  to  the  excited  state  in  which  the  young 
ladies  was,  and  to  feeling  myself  called  upon  to  keep  it  up  with 
a  howl. 

“  On  my  experience  south  of  Paris,”  said  our  missis,  in  a 
deep  tone,  “I  will  not  expatiate.  Too  loathsome  were  the 
task!  But  fancy  this.  Fancy  a  guard  coming  round,  with 
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the  train  at  full  speed,  to  inquire  how  many  for  dinner. 
Fancy  his  telegraphing  forward  the  numbers  of  diners.  Fancy 
every  one  expected,  and  the  table  elegantly  laid  for  the  com¬ 
plete  party.  Fancy  a  charming  dinner,  in  a  charming  room, 
and  the  head  cook,  concerned  for  the  honor  of  every  dish, 
superintending  in  his  clean  white  jacket  and  cap.  Fancy  the 
beast  traveling  six  hundred  miles  on  end,  very  fast  and  with 
great  punctuality,  yet  being  taught  to  expect  all  this  to  be 
done  for  it !  ” 

A  spirited  chorus  of  “  The  beast !  ” 

I  noticed  that  Sniff  was  agin  a  rubbing  his  stomach  with 
a  soothing  hand,  and  that  he  had  drored  up  one  leg.  But  agin 
I  didn’t  take  particular  notice,  looking  on  myself  as  called 
upon  to  stimulate  public  feeling.  It  being  a  lark  besides.^ 

“  Putting  everything  together,”  said  our  missis,  “  I  rench 
refreshmenting  comes  to  this,  and  oh,  it  comes  to  a  nice  total  ! 
First  :  eatable  things  to  eat  and  drinkable  things  to  drink.” 

A  groan  from  the  young  ladies,  kep’  up  by  me. 

“  Second  :  convenience,  and  even  elegance.” 

Another  groan  from  the  young  ladies,  kep’  up  by  me. 

“  Third  :  moderate  charges.” 

This  time  a  groan  from  me,  kep’  up  by  the  young  ladies. 

“  Fourth  :  and  here,”  says  our  missis,  “I  claim  your  angriest 
sympathy  —  attention,  common  civility,  nay,  even  politeness  ! 

Me  and  the  young  ladies  regularly  raging  mad  all  together. 

“  And  I  cannot  in  conclusion,”  says  our  missis,  with  her 
spitefulest  sneer,  “  give  you  a  completer  pictur  of  that  despica¬ 
ble  nation  (after  what  I  have  related)  than  assuring  you  that 
they  wouldn’t  bear  our  constitutional  ways  and  noble  inde¬ 
pendence  at  Mugby  Junction  for  a  single  month,  and  that  they 
would  turn  us  to  the  right-about  and  put  another  system  in 
our  places  as  soon  as  look  at  us ;  perhaps  sooner,  for  I  do  not 
believe  they  have  the  good  taste  to  care  to  look  at  us  twice. 

The  swelling  tumult  was  arrested  in  its  rise.  Sniff,  bore 
away  by  his  servile  disposition,  had  drored  up  his  leg  with  a 
higher  and  a  higher  relish,  and  was  now  discovered  to  be  wav¬ 
ing  his  corkscrew  over  his  head.  It  was  at  this  moment  that 
Mrs.  Sniff,  who  had  kep’  her  eye  upon  him  like  the  fabled 
obelisk,  descended  on  her  victim.  Our  missis  followed  them 
both  out,  and  cries  was  heard  in  the  sawdust  department. 

You  come  into  the  down  refreshment  room  at  the  J unction 
making  believe  you  don’t  know  me,  and  1 11  pint  you  out  with 
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my  right  thumb  over  my  shoulder  which  is  our  missis,  and 
which  is  Miss  Whiff,  and  which  is  Miss  Piff,  and  which  is  Mrs. 
Sniff.  But  you  won’t  get  a  chance  to  see  Sniff,  because  he 
disappeared  that  night.  Whether  he  perished,  tore  to  pieces, 
I  cannot  say ;  but  his  corkscrew  alone  remains  to  bear  witness 
to  the  servility  of  his  disposition. 

SOMETHING. 

By  HANS  CHRISTIAN  ANDERSEN. 

[Hans  Christian  Andersen,  Danish  story-teller,  was  born  in  Odense, 
April  2, 1805.  Of  so  poor  a  family  that  he  had  to  go  out  begging,  he  was  intended 
for  a  tailor,  but  strove  hard  to  be  an  actor ;  he  was  finally  sent  to  a  grammar 
school  at  state  expense.  He  had  a  passion  for  travel,  and  his  first  book  was  a 
thumb-nail  travel  sketch;  it  was  followed  by  “The  Improvisator,”  “0.  T.,” 
and  “Only  a  Fiddler,”  prose  romances.  He  wrote  other  books  of  travel, 
many  poems,  and  some  dramas  ;  but  his  title  to  remembrance  is  his  mass  of 
fairy  tales,  in  which  a  vividly  realizing  imagination  is  accompanied  by  great 
humor,  satire,  fine  spiritual  perception,  and  acutely  practical  sense.] 

“  I  want  to  be  something  !  ”  said  the  eldest  of  five  brothers. 
“  I  want  to  do  something  in  the  world.  I  don’t  care  how  humble 
my  position  may  be  in  society,  if  I  only  effect  some  good,  for 
that  will  really  be  something.  I’ll  make  bricks,  for  they  are 
quite  indispensable  things,  and  then  I  shall  truly  have  done 
something.” 

“  But  that  something  will  not  be  enough  !  ”  quoth  the  second 
brother.  “  What  you  intend  doing  is  just  as  much  as  nothing 
at  all.  It  is  journeyman’s  work,  and  can  be  done  by  a  machine. 
No,  I  would  rather  be  a  bricklayer  at  once,  for  that  is  some¬ 
thing  real ;  and  that’s  what  I  will  be.  That  brings  rank  :  as 
a  bricklayer  one  belongs  to  a  guild,  and  is  a  citizen,  and  has 
one’s  own  flag  and  one’s  own  house  of  call.  Yes,  and  if  all 
goes  well,  I  will  keep  journe}rmen.  I  shall  become  a  master 
bricklayer,  and  my  wife  will  be  a  master’s  wife  —  that  is  what 
I  call  something.” 

“  That’s  nothing  at  all  !  ”  said  the  third.  “  That  is  beyond 
the  pale  of  the  guild,  and  there  are  many  of  those  in  a  town 
that  stand  far  above  the  mere  master  artisan.  You  may  be  an 
honest  man  ;  but  as  a  ‘  master  ’  you  will  after  all  only  belong  to 
those  who  are  ranked  among  common  men.  I  know  something 
better  than  that.  I  will  be  an  architect,  and  will  thus  enter 
vol.  xxiv.  —  22 
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into  the  territory  of  art  and  speculation.  I  shall  be  reckoned 
among  those  who  stand  high  in  point  of  intellect.  I  shall  cer¬ 
tainly  have  to  serve  up  from  the  pickax,  so  to  speak  ;  so  I  must 
begin  as  a  carpenter’s  apprentice,  and  must  go  about  as  an 
assistant,  in  a  cap,  though  I  am  accustomed  to  wear  a  silk  hat. 

I  shall  have  to  fetch  beer  and  spirits  for  the  common  journey¬ 
men,  and  they  will  call  me  ‘  thou,’  and  that  is  insulting  !  But 
I  shall  imagine  to  myself  that  the  whole  thing  is  only  acting, 
and  a  kind  of  masquerade.  To-morrow  —  that  is  to  say,  when 
I  have  served  my  time  —  I  shall  go  my  own  way,  and  the  others 
will  be  nothing  to  me.  I  shall  go  to  the  academy,  and  get 
instructions  in  drawing,  and  shall  be  called  an  architect.  That's 
something!  I  may  get  to  be  called  ‘sir,’  and  even  ‘worship¬ 
ful  sir,’  or  even  get  a  handle  at  the  front  or  at  the  back  of  my 
name,  and  shall  go  on  building  and  building,  just  as  those 
before  me  have  built.  That  will  always  be  a  thing  to  remem¬ 
ber,  and  that’s  what  I  call  something  !  ” 

“  But  I  don’t  care  at  all  for  that  something,”  said  the  fourth. 
“  I  won’t  sail  in  the  wake  of  others,  and  be  a  copyist.  I  will  be 
a  genius,  and  will  stand  up  greater  than  all  the  rest  of  you 
together.  I  shall  be  the  creator  of  a  new  style,  and  will  give 
the  plan  of  a  building  suitable  to  the  climate  and  material  of 
the  country,  for  the  nationality  of  the  people,  for  the  develop¬ 
ment  of  the  age  —  and  an  additional  story  for  my  own  genius.” 

“  But  supposing  the  climate  and  the  material  are  bad,”  said 
the  fifth,  “  that  would  be  a  disastrous  circumstance,  for  these 
two  exert  a  great  influence.  Nationality,  moreover,  may  expand 
itself  until  it  becomes  affectation,  and  the  development  of  the 
century  may  run  wild  with  your  work,  as  youth  often  runs 
wild.  I  quite  realize  the  fact  that  none  of  you  will  be  any¬ 
thing  real,  however  much  you  may  believe  in  yourselves.  But, 
do  what  you  like,  I  will  not  resemble  you  :  I  shall  keep  on  the 
outside  of  things,  and  criticise  whatever  you  produce.  To 
every  work  there  is  attached  something  that  is  not  right  — 
something  that  has  gone  wrong,  and  I  will  ferret  that  out  and 
find  fault  with  it;  and  that  will  be  doing  something  /” 

And  he  kept  his  word  ;  and  everybody  said  concerning  this 
fifth  brother  :  “  There  is  certainly  something  in  him  ;  he  has  a 
good  head,  but  he  does  nothing.”  And  by  that  very  means 
they  thought  something  of  him  ! 

Now,  you  see,  this  is  only  a  little  story ;  but  it  will  never 
end  as  long  as  the  world  lasts. 
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But  what  became  of  the  five  brothers  ?  Why,  this  is  noth 
ing  and  not  something. 

Listen,  it  is  a  capital  story. 

The  eldest  brother,  he  who  manufactured  bricks,  soon 
became  aware  of  the  fact  that  every  brick,  however  small  it 
might  be,  produced  for  him  a  little  coin,  though  this  coin  was 
only  copper ;  and  many  copper  pennies  laid  one  upon  the  other 
can  be  changed  into  a  shining  dollar ;  and  wherever  one  knocks 
■with  such  a  dollar  in  one’s  hand,  whether  at  the  baker’s,  or  the 
butcher’s,  or  the  tailor’s  —  wherever  it  may  be,  the  door  flies 
open,  and  the  visitor  is  welcomed,  and  gets  what  he  wants. 
You  see  that  is  what  comes  of  bricks.  Some  of  these  belong¬ 
ing  to  the  eldest  brother  certainly  crumbled  away,  or  broke  in 
two,  but  there  was  a  use  even  for  these. 

On  the  high  rampart,  the  wall  that  kept  out  the  sea,  Mar* 
garet,  the  poor  woman,  wished  to  build  herself  a  little  house. 
All  the  faulty  bricks  were  given  to  her,  and  a  few  perfect  ones 
into  the  bargain,  for  the  eldest  brother  was  a  good-natured 
man,  though  he  certainly  did  not  achieve  anything  beyond  the 
manufacture  of  bricks.  The  poor  woman  put  together  the 
house  for  herself.  It  was  little  and  narrow,  and  the  single 
window  was  quite  crooked.  The  door  was  too  low,  and  the 
thatched  roof  might  have  shown  better  workmanship.  But 
after  all  it  was  a  shelter ;  and  from  the  little  house  you  could 
look  far  across  the  sea,  whose  waves  broke  plainly  against  the 
protecting  rampart  on  which  it  was  built.  The  salt  billows 
spurted  their  spray  over  the  whole  house,  which  was  still  stand¬ 
ing  when  he  who  had  given  the  bricks  for  its  erection  had  long 
been  dead  and  buried. 

The  second  brother  knew  better  how  to  build  a  wall,  for  he 
had  served  an  apprenticeship  to  it.  When  he  had  served  his 
time  and  passed  his  examination,  he  packed  his  knapsack  and 
sang  the  journeyman’s  song  :  — 

“  While  I  am  young  I’ll  wander,  from  place  to  place  I’ll  roam, 

And  everywhere  build  houses,  until  I  come  back  home : 

And  youth  will  give  me  courage,  and  my  true  love  won’t  forget ; 
Hurrah,  then,  for  a  workman’s  life !  I’ll  be  a  master  yet !  ” 

And  he  carried  his  idea  into  effect.  When  he  had  come 
home  and  become  a  master,  he  built  one  house  after  another  in 
the  town.  He  built  a  whole  street ;  and  when  the  street  was 
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finished  and  become  an  ornament  to  the  place,  the  houses  built 
a  house  for  him  in  return,  that  was  to  be  his  own.  But  how 
can  houses  build  a  house?  If  you  ask  them  they  will  not 
answer  you,  but  people  will  understand  what  is  meant  by  the 
expression,  and  say,  “  Certainly,  it  was  the  street  that  built  his 
house  for  him.”  It  was  little,  and  the  floor  was  covered  with 
clay ;  but  when  he  danced  with  his  bride  upon  this  clay  floor, 
it  seemed  to  become  polished  oak;  and  from  every  stone  in 
the  wall  sprang  forth  a  flower,  and  the  room  was  gay,  as  if 
with  the  costliest  paper  hanger’s  work.  It  was  a  pretty  house, 
and  in  it  lived  a  happy  pair.  The  flag  of  the  guild  fluttered 
before  the  house,  and  the  journeymen  and  apprentices  shouted 
hurrah  !  Yes,  he  certainly  was  something!  And  at  last  he 
died ;  and  that  was  something  too. 

Now  came  the  architect,  the  third  brother,  who  had  been  at 
first  a  carpenter’s  apprentice,  had  worn  a  cap,  and  served  as  an 
errand  boy,  but  had  afterward  gone  to  the  academy,  and  risen 
to  become  an  architect,  and  to  be  called  “honored  sir.”  Yes, 
if  the  houses  of  the  street  had  built  a  house  for  the  brother  who 
had  become  a  bricklayer,  the  street  now  received  its  name  from 
the  architect,  and  the  handsomest  house  in  it  became  his  prop¬ 
erty.  That  was  something,  and  he  was  something  ;  and  he  had 
a  long  title  before  and  after  his  name.  His  children  were 
called  genteel  children,  and  when  he  died  his  widow  was  “a 
widow  of  rank,”  and  that  is  something !  and  his  name  always 
remained  at  the  corner  of  the  street,  and  lived  on  in  the  mouth 
of  every  one  as  the  street’s  name  —  and  that  was  something  ! 

Now  came  the  genius  of  the  family,  the  fourth  brother,  who 
wanted  to  invent  something  new  and  original,  and  an  addi¬ 
tional  story  on  the  top  of  it  for  himself.  But  the  top  story 
tumbled  down,  and  he  came  tumbling  down  with  it,  and  broke 
his  neck.  Nevertheless,  he  had  a  splendid  funeral,  with  guild 
flags  and  music,  poems  in  the  papers,  and  flowers  strewn  on 
the  paving  stones  in  the  street :  and  three  funeral  orations 
were  held  over  him,  each  one  longer  than  the  last,  which 
would  have  rejoiced  him  greatly,  for  he  always  liked  it  when 
people  talked  about  him  ;  a  monument  also  was  erected  over  his 
grave.  It  was  only  one  story  high,  but  still  it  was  something. 

Now  he  was  dead,  like  the  three  other  brothers  ;  but  the 
last,  the  one  who  was  a  critic,  outlived  them  all ;  and  that  was 
quite  right,  for  by  this  means  he  got  the  last  word,  and  it  was 
of  great  importance  to  him  to  have  the  last  word.  The  people 
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always  said  he  had  a  good  head  of  his  own.  At  last  his  hour 
came,  and  he  died,  and  came  to  the  gates  of  Paradise.  There 
souls  always  enter  two  and  two,  and  he  came  up  with  another 
soul  that  wanted  to  get  into  Paradise  too ;  and  who  should 
this  be  but  old  Dame  Margaret  from  the  house  upon  the  sea 
wall. 

“  I  suppose  this  is  done  for  the  sake  of  contrast,  that  I  and 
this  wretched  soul  should  arrive  here  at  exactly  the  same  time,” 
said  the  critic.  “  Pray  who  are  you,  my  good  woman  ?  ”  he 
asked.  “  Do  you  want  to  get  in  here  too  ?  ” 

And  the  old  woman  courtesied  as  well  as  she  could ;  she 
thought  it  must  he  St.  Peter  himself  talking  to  her. 

“  I’m  a  poor  old  woman  of  a  very  humble  family,”  she  re¬ 
plied.  “  I’m  old  Margaret  that  lived  in  the  house  on  the  sea 
wall.” 

“  W ell,  and  what  have  you  done  ?  What  have  you  accom¬ 
plished  down  there  ?  ” 

“  I  have  really  accomplished  nothing  at  all  in  the  world : 
nothing  that  I  can  plead  to  have  the  doors  here  opened  to  me. 
It  would  be  a  real  mercy  to  allow  me  to  slip  in  through  the 
gate.” 

“  In  what  manner  did  you  leave  the  world  ?  ”  asked  he,  just 
for  the  sake  of  saying  something  ;  for  it  was  wearisome  work 
standing  there  and  saying  nothing. 

“  Why,  I  really  don’t  know  how  I  left  it.  I  was  sick  and 
miserable  during  my  last  years,  and  could  not  well  bear  creep¬ 
ing  out  of  bed,  and  going  out  suddenly  into  the  frost  and  cold. 
It  was  a  hard  winter,  but  I  have  got  out  of  it  all  now.  For  a 
few  days  the  weather  was  quite  calm,  but  very  cold,  as  your 
honor  must  very  well  know.  The  sea  was  covered  with  ice  as 
far  as  one  could  look.  All  the  people  from  the  town  walked 
out  upon  the  ice,  and  I  think  they  said  there  was  a  dance  there 
and  skating.  There  was  beautiful  music  and  a  great  feast  there 
too ;  the  sound  came  into  my  poor  little  room,  where  I  lay  ill. 
And  it  was  toward  the  evening;  the  moon  had  risen  beauti¬ 
fully,  but  was  not  yet  in  its  full  splendor.  I  looked  from  my 
bed  out  over  the  wide  sea,  and  far  off,  just  where  the  sea  and  sky 
join,  a  strange  white  cloud  came  up.  I  lay  looking  at  the  cloud, 
and  I  saw  a  little  black  spot  in  the  middle  of  it,  that  grew  larger 
and  larger ;  and  now  I  knew  what  it  meant,  for  I  am  old  and  ex¬ 
perienced,  though  this  token  is  not  often  seen.  I  knew  it,  and 
a  shuddering  came  upon  me.  Twice  in  my  life  I  have  seen  the 
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same  thing ;  and  I  knew  there  would  be  an  awful  tempest,  and 
a  spring  flood,  which  would  overwhelm  the  poor  people  who 
were  drinking  and  dancing  and  rejoicing  —  young  and  old,  the 
whole  city  had  issued  forth  :  who  was  to  warn  them,  if  no  one 
saw  what  was  coming  yonder,  or  knew,  as  I  did,  what  it 
meant.  I  was  dreadfully  alarmed,  and  felt  more  lively  than  I 
had  done  for  a  long  time.  I  crept  out  of  bed,  and  got  to  the 
window,  but  could  not  crawl  any  farther,  I  was  so  exhausted. 
But  I  managed  to  open  the  window.  I  saw  the  people  outside 
running  and  jumping  about  on  the  ice ;  I  could  see  the  beauti¬ 
ful  flags  that  waved  in  the  wind.  I  heard  the  hoys  shouting 
‘  Hurrah  !  ’  and  the  servant  men  and  maids  singing.  There 
were  all  kinds  of  merriment  going  on.  But  the  white  cloud 
with  the  black  spot  !  I  cried  as  loud  as  I  could,  but  no  one 
heard  me ;  I  was  too  far  from  the  people.  Soon  the  storm 
would  burst,  and  the  ice  would  break,  and  all  who  were  upon  it 
would  he  lost  without  remedy.  They  could  not  hear  me,  and 
I  could  not  come  out  to  them.  Oh,  if  I  could  only  bring  them 
ashore  !  Then  kind  Heaven  inspired  me  with  the  thought  of 
setting  fire  to  my  bed,  and  rather  to  let  the  house  burn  down, 
than  that  all  those  people  should  perish  miserably.  I  succeeded 
in  lighting  up  a  beacon  for  them.  The  red  flame  blazed  up  on 
high,  and  I  escaped  out  of  the  door,  but  fell  down  exhausted 
on  the  threshold,  and  could  get  no  farther.  The  flames  rushed 
out  toward  me,  flickered  through  the  window,  and  rose  high 
above  the  roof.  All  the  people  on  the  ice  yonder  beheld  it  and 
ran  as  fast  as  they  could  to  give  aid  to  a  poor  old  woman  who, 
they  thought,  was  being  burned  to  death.  Not  one  remained 
behind.  I  heard  them  coming ;  but  I  also  became  aware  of  a 
rushing  sound  in  the  air ;  I  heard  a  rumbling  like  the  sound  of 
heavy  artillery  ;  the  spring  flood  was  lifting  the  covering  of  ice, 
which  presently  burst  and  cracked  into  a  thousand  fragments. 
But  the  people  succeeded  in  reaching  the  sea  wall  —  I  saved 
them  all !  But  I  fancy  I  could  not  bear  the  cold  and  the  fright, 
and  so  I  came  up  here  to  the  gates  of  Paradise.  I  am  told  they 
are  opened  to  poor  creatures  like  me  —  and  now  I  have  no 
house  left  down  upon  the  rampart :  not  that  I  think  this  will 
give  me  admission  here.” 

Then  the  gates  of  heaven  were  opened,  and  the  angel  led  the 
old  woman  in.  She  left  a  straw  behind  her,  a  straw  that  had 
been  in  her  bed  when  she  set  it  on  fire  to  save  the  lives  of  many  ; 
and  this  straw  had  been  changed  into  the  purest  gold  —  into 
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gold  that  grew  and  grew,  and  spread  out  into  beauteous  leaves 
and  flowers. 

“  Look,  this  is  what  the  poor  woman  brought,”  said  the  angel 
to  the  critic.  “  What  dost  thou  bring  ?  I  know  that  thou  hast 
accomplished  nothing  —  thou  hast  not  made  so  much  as  a  single 
brick.  Ah,  if  thou  couldst  only  return,  and  effect  at  least  as 
much  as  that  !  Probably  the  brick,  when  thou  hadst  made  it, 
would  not  be  worth  much ;  but  if  it  were  made  with  a  good 
will,  it  would  at  least  be  something.  But  thou  canst  not  go 
back,  and  I  can  do  nothing  for  thee  !  ” 

Then  the  poor  soul,  the  old  dame  who  had  lived  on  the  dike, 
put  in  a  petition  for  him.  She  said:  — 

“  His  brother  gave  me  the  bricks  and  the  pieces  out  of  which 
I  built  up  my  house,  and  that  was  a  great  deal  for  a  poor  woman 
like  me.  Could  not  all  those  bricks  and  pieces  be  counted  as 
a  single  brick  in  his  favor  ?  It  was  an  act  of  mercy.  He  wants 
it  now  ;  and  is  not  this  a  very  fountain  of  mercy  ?  ” 

Then  the  angel  said  :  — 

“  Thy  brother,  him  whom  thou  hast  regarded  as  the  least 
among  you  all,  he  whose  honest  industry  seemed  to  thee  as  the 
most  humble,  hath  given  thee  this  heavenly  gift.  Thou  shalt 
not  be  turned  away.  It  shall  be  vouchsafed  to  thee  to  stand 
here  without  the  gate,  and  to  reflect,  and  repent  of  thy  life  down 
yonder  ;  but  thou  shalt  not  be  admitted  until  thou  hast  in  ear¬ 
nest  accomplished  something .” 

“  I  could  have  said  that  in  better  words  !  ”  thought  the 
critic,  but  he  did  not  find  fault  aloud  ;  and  for  him,  after  all, 
that  was  “  Something  ”  ! 
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He  clasps  the  crag  with  crooked  hands ; 
Close  to  the  sun,  in  lonely  lands, 

Binged  with  the  azure  world,  he  stands. 

The  wrinkled  sea  beneath  him  crawls ; 
He  watches  from  his  mountain  walls, 
And  like  a  thunderbolt  he  falls. 
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DIMMESDALE  AND  CHILLINGWORTH. 

By  NATHANIEL  HAWTHORNE. 

(From  “The  Scarlet  Letter.”) 

[For  biographical  sketch,  see  page  121.] 

“  I  pray  you,  good  sir,”  said  he,  “  who  is  this  woman  ?  — 
and  wherefore  is  she  here  set  up  to  public  shame  ?  ” 

“You  must  needs  be  a  stranger  in  this  region,  friend,” 
answered  the  townsman,  looking  curiously  at  the  questioner 
and  his  savage  companion,  “  else  you  would  surely  have  heard 
of  Mistress  Hester  Prynne,  and  her  evil  doings.  She  hath 
raised  a  great  scandal,  I  promise  you,  in  godly  Master  Dimmes- 
dale’s  church.” 

“  You  say  truly,”  replied  the  other.  “lama  stranger,  and 
have  been  a  wanderer,  sorely  against  my  will.  I  have  met 
with  grievous  mishaps  by  sea  and  land,  and  have  been  long 
held  in  bonds  among  the  heathen  folk,  to  the  southward  ;  and 
am  now  brought  hither  by  this  Indian,  to  be  redeemed  out  of 
my  captivity.  Will  it  please  you,  therefore,  to  tell  me  of  Hes¬ 
ter  Prynne’s,  —  have  I  her  name  rightly  ?  —  of  this  woman’s 
offenses,  and  what  has  brought  her  to  yonder  scaffold  ?  ” 

“  Truly,  friend  ;  and  methinks  it  must  gladden  your  heart, 
after  your  troubles  and  sojourn  in  the  wilderness,”  said  the 
townsman,  “  to  find  yourself,  at  length,  in  a  land  where  iniquity 
is  searched  out,  and  punished  in  the  sight  of  rulers  and  people ; 
as  here  in  our  godly  New  England.  Yonder  woman,  sir,  you 
must  know,  was  the  wife  of  a  certain  learned  man,  English  by 
birth,  but  who  had  long  dwelt  in  Amsterdam,  whence,  some 
good  time  agone,  he  was  minded  to  cross  over  and  cast  in  his 
lot  with  us  of  the  Massachusetts.  To  this  purpose,  he  sent  his 
wife  before  him,  remaining  himself  to  look  after  some  necessary 
affairs.  Marry,  good  sir,  in  some  two  years,  or  less,  that  the 
woman  has  been  a  dweller  here  in  Boston,  no  tidings  have  come 
of  this  learned  gentleman,  Master  Prynne  ;  and  his  young  wife, 

look  you,  being  left  to  her  own  misguidance - ” 

“  Ah  !  —  aha  !  —  I  conceive  you,”  said  the  stranger,  with  a 
bitter  smile.  “  So  learned  a  man  as  you  speak  of  should  have 
learned  this  too  in  his  books.  And  who,  by  your  favor,  sir, 
may  be  the  father  of  yonder  babe  —  it  is  some  three  or  four 
months  old,  I  should  judge — which  Mistress  Prynne  is  holding 
in  her  arms  ?  ” 

“  Of  a  truth,  friend,  that  matter  remaineth  a  riddle  ;  and 
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the  Daniel  who  shall  expound  it  is  yet  a  wanting,”  answered 
the  townsman.  “  Madam  Hester  absolutely  refuseth  to  speak, 
and  the  magistrates  have  laid  their  heads  together  in  vain. 
Peradventure  the  guilty  one  stands  looking  on  at  this  sad 
spectacle,  unknown  of  man,  and  forgetting  that  God  sees  him.” 

“  The  learned  man,”  observed  the  stranger,  with  another 
smile,  “  should  come  himself,  to  look  into  the  mystery.  ” 

“  It  behooves  him  well,  if  he  be  still  in  life,”  responded  the 
townsman.  “Now,  good  sir,  our  Massachusetts  magistracy, 
bethinking  themselves  that  this  woman  is  youthful  and  fair, 
and  doubtless  was  strongly  tempted  to  her  fall,  —  and  that, 
moreover,  as  is  most  likely,  her  husband  may  be  at  the  bottom 
of  the  sea,  —  they  have  not  been  bold  to  put  in  force  the  ex¬ 
tremity  of  our  righteous  law  against  her.  The  penalty  thereof 
is  death.  But  in  their  great  mercy  and  tenderness  of  heart, 
they  have  doomed  Mistress  Prynne  to  stand  only  a  space  of 
three  hours  on  the  platform  of  the  pillory,  and  then  and  there¬ 
after,  for  the  remainder  of  her  natural  life,  to  wear  a  mark  of 
shame  upon  her  bosom.” 

“  A  wise  sentence  !  ”  remarked  the  stranger,  gravely  bowing 
his  head.  “  Thus  she  will  be  a  living  sermon  against  sin,  until 
the  ignominious  letter  be  engraved  upon  her  tombstone.  It 
irks  me,  nevertheless,  that  the  partner  of  her  iniquity  should 
not,  at  least,  stand  on  the  scaffold  by  her  side.  But  he  will 
be  known  !  —  he  will  be  known  !  —  he  will  be  known  !  ” 

3|£  3|£  3|£  3j£  3j£ 

Slowly  as  the  minister  walked,  he  had  almost  gone  by, 
before  Hester  Prynne  could  gather  voice  enough  to  attract 
his  observation.  At  length,  she  succeeded. 

“  Arthur  Dimmesdale  !  ”  she  said,  faintly  at  first ;  then 
louder,  but  hoarsely.  “  Arthur  Dimmesdale  !  ” 

“  Who  speaks  ?  ”  answered  the  minister. 

Gathering  himself  quickly  up,  he  stood  more  erect,  like  a 
man  taken  by  surprise  in  a  mood  to  which  he  was  reluctant  to 
have  witnesses.  Throwing  his  eyes  anxiously  in  the  direction 
of  the  voice,  he  indistinctly  beheld  a  form  under  the  trees,  clad 
in  garments  so  somber,  and  so  little  relieved  from  the  gray 
twilight  into  which  the  clouded  sky  and  the  heavy  foliage  had 
darkened  the  noontide,  that  he  knew  not  whether  it  were  a 
woman  or  a  shadow.  It  may  be,  that  his  pathway  through  life 
was  haunted  thus,  by  a  specter  that  had  stolen  out  from  among 
his  thoughts. 
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He  made  a  step  nigher,  and  discovered  the  scarlet  letter. 

“Hester!  Hester  Prynne  !  ”  said  he.  “Is  it  thou?  Art 
thou  in  life  ?  ” 

“  Even  so  !  ”  she  answered.  “  In  such  life  as  has  been  mine 
these  seven  years  past  !  And  thou,  Arthur  Dimmesdale,  dost 
thou  yet  live  ?  ” 

It  was  no  wonder  that  they  thus  questioned  one  another’s 
actual  and  bodily  existence,  and  even  doubted  of  their  own.  So 
strangely  did  they  meet,  in  the  dim  wood,  that  it  was  like  the 
first  encounter,  in  the  world  beyond  the  grave,  of  two  spirits 
who  had  been  intimately  connected  in  their  former  life,  hut 
now  stood  coldly  shuddering,  in  mutual  dread,  —  as  not  yet 
familiar  with  their  state,  nor  wonted  to  the  companionship  of 
disembodied  beings.  Each  a  ghost,  and  awe-stricken  at  the 
other  ghost !  They  were  awe-stricken  likewise  at  themselves ; 
because  the  crisis  flung  back  to  them  their  consciousness,  and 
revealed  to  each  heart  its  history  and  experience,  as  life  never 
does,  except  at  such  breathless  epochs.  The  soul  beheld  its 
features  in  the  mirror  of  the  passing  moment.  It  was  with 
fear,  and  tremulously,  and,  as  it  were,  by  a  slow,  reluctant 
necessity,  that  Arthur  Dimmesdale  put  forth  his  hand,  chill 
as  death,  and  touched  the  chill  hand  of  Hester  Prynne.  The 
grasp,  cold  as  it  was,  took  away  what  was  dreariest  in  the 
interview.  They  now  felt  themselves,  at  least,  inhabitants  of 
the  same  sphere. 

Without  a  word  more  spoken,  —  neither  he  nor  she  assum¬ 
ing  the  guidance,  but  with  an  unexpressed  consent,  —  they 
glided  back  into  the  shadow  of  the  woods  whence  Hester  had 
emerged,  and  sat  down  on  the  heap  of  moss  where  she  and 
Pearl  had  before  been  sitting.  When  they  found  voice  to 
speak,  it  was,  at  first,  only  to  utter  remarks  and  inquiries 
such  as  any  two  acquaintance  might  have  made,  about  the 
gloomy  sky,  the  threatening  storm,  and,  next,  the  health  of 
each.  Thus  they  went  onward,  not  boldly,  but  step  by  step, 
into  the  themes  that  were  brooding  deepest  in  their  hearts. 
So  long  estranged  by  fate  and  circumstances,  they  needed 
something  slight  and  casual  to  run  before,  and  throw  open 
the  doors  of  intercourse,  so  that  their  real  thoughts  might 
be  led  across  the  threshold. 

After  a  while,  the  minister  fixed  his  eyes  on  Hester  Prynne’s. 

“  Hester,”  said  he,  “  hast  thou  found  peace  ?  ” 

She  smiled  drearily,  looking  down  upon  her  bosom. 
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“  Hast  thou  ?  ”  she  asked. 

“None! — nothing  hut  despair  I  ”  he  answered.  “What 
else  could  I  look  for,  being  what  I  am,  and  leading  such  a  life 
as  mine?  Were  I  an  atheist,  —  a  man  devoid  of  conscience, — 
a  wretch  with  coarse  and  brutal  instincts,  —  I  might  have  found 
peace,  long  ere  now.  Nay,  1  never  should  have  lost  it !  But, 
as  matters  stand  with  my  soul,  whatever  of  good  capacity  there 
originally  was  in  me,  all  of  God’s  gifts  that  were  the  choicest 
have  become  the  ministers  of  spiritual  torment.  Hester,  I  am 
most  miserable !  ” 

“  The  people  reverence  thee,”  said  Hester.  “  And  surely 
thou  workest  good  among  them  !  Doth  this  bring  thee  no 
comfort  ?  ” 

“  More  misery,  Hester  !  —  only  the  more  misery  !  ”  answered 
the  clergyman,  with  a  bitter  smile.  “  As  concerns  the  good 
which  1  may  appear  to  do,  I  have  no  faith  in  it.  It  must 
needs  be  a  delusion.  What  can  a  ruined  soul,  like  mine,  effect 
towards  the  redemption  of  other  souls  ?  —  or  a  polluted  soul 
towards  their  purification?  And  as  for  the  people’s  reverence, 
would  that  it  were  turned  to  scorn  and  hatred  !  Canst  thou 
deem  it,  Hester,  a  consolation,  that  I  must  stand  up  in  my  pul¬ 
pit,  and  meet  so  many  eyes  turned  upward  to  my  face,  as  if 
the  light  of  heaven  were  beaming  from  it !  —  must  see  my  flock 
hungry  for  the  truth,  and  listening  to  my  words  as  if  a  tongue 
of  Pentecost  were  speaking !  —  and  then  look  inward,  and  dis¬ 
cern  the  black  reality  of  what  they  idolize  ?  I  have  laughed,  in 
bitterness  and  agony  of  heart,  at  the  contrast  between  what  I 
seem  and  what  I  am  !  And  Satan  laughs  at  it !  ” 

“You  wrong  yoiirself  in  this,”  said  Hester,  gently.  “You 
have  deeply  and  sorely  repented.  Your  sin  is  left  behind  you, 
in  the  days  long  past.  Your  present  life  is  not  less  holy,  in 
very  truth,  than  it  seems  in  people’s  eyes.  Is  there  no  reality 
in  the  penitence  thus  sealed  and  witnessed  by  good  works? 
And  wherefore  should  it  not  bring  you  peace  ?  ” 

“  No,  Hester,  no  !  ”  replied  the  clergyman.  “  There  is  no 
substance  in  it  !  It  is  cold  and  dead,  and  can  do  nothing  for 
me !  Of  penance,  I  have  had  enough  !  Of  penitence,  there 
has  been  none  !  Else,  I  should  long  ago  have  thrown  off  these 
garments  of  mock  holiness,  and  have  shown  myself  to  mankind 
as  they  will  see  me  at  the  judgment  seat.  Happy  are  you, 
Hester,  that  wear  the  scarlet  letter  openly  upon  your  bosom  ! 
Mine  burns  in  secret !  Thou  little  knowest  what  a  relief  it  is, 
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after  the  torment  of  a  seven  years’  cheat,  to  look  into  an  eye 
that  recognizes  me  for  what  I  am  !  Had  I  one  friend,  —  or 
were  it  my  worst  enemy  !  —  to  whom,  when  sickened  with  the 
praises  of  all  other  men,  I  could  daily  betake  myself,  and  be 
known  as  the  vilest  of  all  sinners,  methinks  my  soul  might  keep 
itself  alive  thereby.  Even  thus  much  of  truth  would  save  me  ! 
But,  now,  it  is  all  falsehood  !  —  all  emptiness  !  —  all  death  !  ” 

Hester  Prynne  looked  into  his  face,  but  hesitated  to  speak. 
Yet,  uttering  his  long-restrained  emotions  so  vehemently  as  he 
did,  his  words  here  offered  her  the  very  point  of  circumstances 
in  which  to  interpose  what  she  came  to  say.  She  conquered 
her  fears,  and  spoke. 

“  Such  a  friend  as  thou  hast  even  now  wished  for,”  said  she, 
“  with  whom  to  weep  over  thy  sin,  thou  hast  in  me,  the  partner 
of  ft !  ” — Again  she  hesitated,  but  brought  out  the  words  with 
an  effort.  —  “  Thou  hast  long  had  such  an  enemy,  and  dwellest 
with  him,  under  the  same  roof  !  ” 

The  minister  started  to  his  feet,  gasping  for  breath,  and 
clutching  at  his  heart,  as  if  he  would  have  torn  it  out  of  his 
bosom. 

“  Ha  !  What  sayest  thou  !  ”  cried  he.  “  An  enemy  !  And 
under  mine  own  roof !  What  mean  you  ?  ” 

Hester  Prynne  was  now  fully  sensible  of  the  deep  injury  for 
which  she  was  responsible  to  this  unhappy  man,  in  permitting 
him  to  lie  for  so  many  years,  or,  indeed,  for  a  single  moment, 
at  the  mercy  of  one  whose  purposes  could  not  be  other  than 
malevolent.  The  very  contiguity  of  his  enemy,  beneath  what¬ 
ever  mask  the  latter  might  conceal  himself,  was  enough  to  dis¬ 
turb  the  magnetic  sphere  of  a  being  so  sensitive  as  Arthur 
Dimmesdale.  There  had  been  a  period  when  Hester  was  less 
alive  to  this  consideration ;  or,  perhaps,  in  the  misanthropy  of 
her  own  trouble,  she  left  the  minister  to  bear  what  she  might 
picture  to  herself  as  a  more  tolerable  doom.  But  of  late,  since 
the  night  of  his  vigil,  all  her  sympathies  towards  him  had  been 
both  softened  and  invigorated.  She  now  read  his  heart  more 
accurately.  She  doubted  not,  that  the  continual  presence  of 
Roger  Chillingworth,  —  the  secret  poison  of  his  malignity,  in¬ 
fecting  all  the  air  about  him,  —  and  his  authorized  interference, 
as  a  physician,  with  the  minister’s  physical  and  spiritual  infirmi¬ 
ties,  —  that  these  bad  opportunities  had  been  turned  to  a  cruel 
purpose.  By  means  of  them,  the  sufferer’s  conscience  had  been 
kept  in  an  irritated  state,  the  tendency  of  which  was,  not  to 
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cure  by  wholesome  pain,  but  to  disorganize  and  corrupt  his 
spiritual  being.  Its  result,  on  earth,  could  hardly  fail  to  be 
insanity,  and  hereafter,  that  eternal  alienation  from  the  Good 
and  True,  of  which  madness  is  perhaps  the  earthly  type. 

Such  was  the  ruin  to  which  she  had  brought  the  man,  once, 

—  nay,  why  should  we  not  speak  it  ?  —  still  so  passionately 
loved  !  Hester  felt  that  the  sacrifice  of  the  clergyman’s  good 
name,  and  death  itself,  as  she  had  already  told  Roger  Chilling- 
worth,  would  have  been  infinitely  preferable  to  the  alternative 
which  she  had  taken  upon  herself  to  choose.  And  now,  rather 
than  have  had  this  grievous  wrong  to  confess,  she  would  gladly 
have  lain  down  on  the  forest  leaves,  and  died  there,  at  Arthur 
Dimmesdale’s  feet. 

“  O  Arthur,”  she  cried,  “  forgive  me  !  In  all  things  else,  I 
have  striven  to  be  true  !  Truth  was  the  one  virtue  which  I 
might  have  held  fast,  and  did  hold  fast,  through  all  extremity ; 
save  when  thy  good,  —  thy  life,  —  thy  fame,  —  were  put  in 
question !  Then  I  consented  to  a  deception.  But  a  lie  is 
never  good,  even  though  death  threaten  on  the  other  side ! 
Dost  thou  not  see  what  I  would  say  ?  That  old  man  !  —  the 
physician! — he  whom  they  call  Roger  Chillingworth  ! — he 
was  my  husband  !  ” 

The  minister  looked  at  her,  for  an  instant,  with  all  that  vio¬ 
lence  of  passion,  which  —  intermixed,  in  more  shapes  than  one, 
with  his  higher,  purer,  softer  qualities  —  was,  in  fact,  the  por¬ 
tion  of  him  which  the  Devil  claimed,  and  through  which  he 
sought  to  win  the  rest.  Never  was  there  a  blacker  or  a  fiercer 
frown  than  Hester  now  encountered.  For  the  brief  space  that 
it  lasted,  it  was  a  dark  transfiguration.  But  his  character  had 
been  so  much  enfeebled  by  suffering,  that  even  its  lower  ener¬ 
gies  were  incapable  of  more  than  a  temporary  struggle.  He 
sank  down  on  the  ground,  and  buried  his  face  in  his  hands. 

“  I  might  have  known  it,”  murmured  he.  “  I  did  know  it ! 
Was  not  the  secret  told  me,  in  the  natural  recoil  of  my  heart, 
at  the  first  sight  of  him,  and  as  often  as  I  have  seen  him  since  ? 
Why  did  I  not  understand  ?  O  Hester  Prynne,  thou  little, 
little  knowest  all  the  horror  of  this  thing  !  And  the  shame  ! 

—  the  indelicacy  !  —  the  horrible  ugliness  of  this  exposure  of  a 
sick  and  guilty  heart  to  the  very  eye  that  would  gloat  over  it ! 
W oman,  woman,  thou  art  accountable  for  this  !  I  cannot  for¬ 
give  thee  !  ” 

“  Thou  shalt  forgive  me  !  ”  cried  Hester,  flinging  herself 
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on  the  fallen  leaves  beside  him.  “  Let  God  punish !  Thou 
shalt  forgive  !  ” 

With  sudden  and  desperate  tenderness,  she  threw  her  arms 
around  him,  and  pressed  his  head  against  her  bosom, —  little 
caring  though  his  cheek  rested  on  the  scarlet  letter.  He  would 
have  released  himself,  but  strove  in  vain  to  do  so.  Hester 
would  not  set  him  free,  lest  he  should  look  her  sternly  in  the 
face.  All  the  world  had  frowned  on  her, — for  seven  long 
years  had  it  frowned  upon  this  lonely  woman,  —  and  still  she 
bore  it  all,  nor  ever  once  turned  away  her  firm,  sad  eyes. 
Heaven,  likewise,  had  frowned  upon  her,  and  she  had  not  died. 
But  the  frown  of  this  pale,  weak,  sinful,  and  sorrow-stricken 
man  was  what  Hester  could  not  bear  and  live  ! 

“  Wilt  thou  yet  forgive  me  ?  ”  she  repeated,  over  and  over 
again.  “  Wilt  thou  not  frown  ?  Wilt  thou  forgive  ?  ” 

“  I  do  forgive  you,  Hester,”  replied  the  minister,  at  length, 
with  a  deep  utterance,  out  of  an  abyss  of  sadness,  but  no 
anger.  “  I  freely  forgive  you  now.  May  God  forgive  us  both  ! 
We  are  not,  Hester,  the  worst  sinners  in  the  world.  There  is 
one  worse  than  even  the  polluted  priest !  That  old  man  s 
revenge  has  been  blacker  than  my  sin.  He  has  violated,  m 
cold  blood,  the  sanctity  of  a  human  heart.  Thou  and  I,  Hester, 
never  did  so  I  ” 

“Never,  never!”  whispered  she.  “What  we  did  had  a 
consecration  of  its  own.  W e  felt  it  so  !  W  e  said  so  to  each 

other  !  Hast  thou  forgotten  it  ?  ” 

“  Hush,  Hester  !  ”  said  Arthur  Dimmesdale,  rising  from  the 
ground.  “  No  ;  I  have  not  forgotten  ! 

They  sat  down  again,  side  by  side,  and  hand  clasped  in 
hand,  on  the  mossy  trunk  of  the  fallen  tree.  Life  had  never 
brought  them  a  gloomier  hour  ;  it  was  the  point  whither  their 
pathway  had  so  long  been  tending,  and  darkening  ever,  as  it 
stole  along  ;  —  and  yet  it  inclosed  a  charm  that  made  them 
linger  upon  it,  and  claim  another,  and  another,  and,  after  all, 
another  moment.  The  forest  was  obscure  around  them,  and 
creaked  with  a  blast  that  was  passing  through  it.  The  boughs 
were  tossing  heavily  above  their  heads ;  while  one  solemn  old 
tree  groaned  dolefully  to  another,  as  if  telling  the  sad  stoiy  of 
the  pair  that  sat  beneath,  or  constrained  to  forebode  evil  to 
come. 

And  yet  they  lingered.  How  dreary  looked  the  forest  track 
that  led  backward  to  the  settlement,  where  Hester  Prynne  must 
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take  up  again  the  burden  of  ignominy,  and  the  minister  the 
hollow  mockery  of  his  good  name  !  So  they  lingered  an  instant 
longer.  No  golden  light  had  ever  been  so  precious  as  the  gloom 
of  this  dark  forest.  Here,  seen  only  by  his  eyes,  the  scarlet 
letter  need  not  burn  into  the  bosom  of  the  fallen  woman  !  Here, 
seen  only  by  her  eyes,  Arthur  Dimmesdale,  false  to  God  and 
man,  might  be,  for  one  moment,  true  ! 

He  started  at  a  thought  that  suddenly  occurred  to  him. 

“  Hester,”  cried  he,  “  here  is  a  new  horror  !  Roger  Chilling- 
worth  knows  your  purpose  to  reveal  his  true  character.  Will 
he  continue,  then,  to  keep  our  secret  ?  What  will  now  be  the 
course  of  his  revenge  ?  ” 

“  There  is  a  strange  secrecy  in  his  nature,”  replied  Hester, 
thoughtfully  ;  “  and  it  has  grown  upon  him  by  the  hidden  prac¬ 
tices  of  his  revenge.  I  deem  it  not  likely  that  he  will  betray 
the  secret.  He  will  doubtless  seek  other  means  of  satiating  his 
dark  passion.” 

“  And  I !  —  how  am  I  to  live  longer,  breathing  the  same 
air  with  this  deadly  enemy  ?  ”  exclaimed  Arthur  Dimmesdale, 
shrinking  within  himself,  and  pressing  his  hand  nervously 
against  his  heart,  - —  a  gesture  that  had  grown  involuntary  with 
him.  “  Think  for  me,  Hester  !  Thou  art  strong.  Resolve  for 
me  !  ” 

“  Thou  must  dwell  no  longer  with  this  man,”  said  Hester, 
slowly  and  firmly.  “  Thy  heart  must  be  no  longer  under  his 
evil  eye  !  ” 

“  It  were  far  worse  than  death  !  ”  replied  the  minister.  “  But 
how  to  avoid  it  ?  What  choice  remains  to  me  ?  Shall  I  lie 
down  again  on  these  withered  leaves,  where  I  cast  myself  when 
thou  didst  tell  me  what  he  was  ?  Must  I  sink  down  there,  and 
die  at  once  ?  ” 

“  Alas,  what  a  ruin  has  befallen  thee  !  ”  said  Hester,  with 
the  tears  gushing  into  her  eyes.  “  Wilt  thou  die  for  very  weak¬ 
ness  ?  There  is  no  other  cause  !  ” 

“  The  judgment  of  God  is  on  me,”  answered  the  conscience- 
stricken  priest.  “  It  is  too  mighty  for  me  to  struggle  with  !  ” 

“  Heaven  would  show  mercy,”  rejoined  Hester,  “hadst  thou 
but  the  strength  to  take  advantage  of  it.” 

“  Be  thou  strong  for  me  !  ”  answered  he.  “  Advise  me  what 
to  do.” 

“  Is  the  world,  then,  so  narrow  ?  ”  exclaimed  Hester  Prynne, 
fixing  her  deep  eyes  on  the  minister’s,  and  instinctively  exer- 
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cising  a  magnetic  power  over  a  spirit  so  shattered  and  subdued 
that  it  could  hardly  hold  itself  erect.  “  Doth  the  universe  lie 
within  the  compass  of  yonder  town,  which  only  a  little  time 
ago  was  but  a  leaf -strewn  desert,  as  lonely  as  this  around  us  ? 
Whither  leads  yonder  forest  track  ?  Backward  to  the  settle¬ 
ment,  thou  sayest  !  Yes ;  but  onward,  too.  Deeper  it  goes,  and 
deeper,  into  the  wilderness,  less  plainly  to  be  seen  at  every  step  ; 
until,  some  few  miles  hence,  the  yellow  leaves  will  show  no  ves¬ 
tige  of  the  white  man’s  tread.  There  thou  art  free  !  So  brief 
a  journey  would  bring  thee  from  a  world  where  thou  hast  been 
most  wretched,  to  one  where  thou  mayest  still  be  happy  !  Is 
there  not  shade  enough  in  all  this  boundless  forest  to  hide  thy 
heart  from  the  gaze  of  Roger  Chillingworth  ?  ” 

“Yes,  Hester;  but  only  under  the  fallen  leaves!”  replied 
the  minister,  with  a  sad  smile. 

“  Then  there  is  the  broad  pathway  of  the  sea !  ”  continued 
Hester.  “  It  brought  thee  hither.  If  thou  so  choose,  it  will 
bear  thee  back  again.  In  our  native  land,  whether  in  some  re¬ 
mote  rural  village  or  in  vast  London,  —  or,  surely,  in  Germany, 
in  France,  in  pleasant  Italy,  —  thou  wouldst  be  beyond  his 
power  and  knowledge !  And  what  hast  thou  to  do  with  all 
these  iron  men,  and  their  opinions  ?  They  have  kept  thy  better 
part  in  bondage  too  long  already  !  ” 

“  It  cannot  be  !  ”  answered  the  minister,  listening  as  if  he 
were  called  upon  to  realize  a  dream.  “  I  am  powerless  to  go  ! 
Wretched  and  sinful  as  I  am,  I  have  had  no  other  thought  than 
to  drag  on  my  earthly  existence  in  the  sphere  where  Providence 
hath  placed  me.  Lost  as  my  own  soul  is,  I  would  still  do  what 
I  may  for  other  human  souls  !  I  dare  not  quit  my  post,  though 
an  unfaithful  sentinel,  whose  sure  reward  is  death  and  dishonor, 
when  his  dreary  watch  shall  come  to  an  end !  ” 

“  Thou  art  crushed  under  this  seven  years’  weight  of  mis¬ 
ery,”  replied  Hester,  fervently  resolved  to  buoy  him  up  with 
her  own  energy.  “  But  thou  shalt  leave  it  all  behind  thee  !  It 
shall  not  cumber  thy  steps,  as  thou  treadest  along  the  forest 
path ;  neither  shalt  thou  freight  the  ship  with  it,  if  thou  prefer 
to  cross  the  sea.  Leave  this  wreck  and  ruin  here  where  it  hath 
happened.  Meddle  no  more  with  it !  Begin  all  anew  !  Hast 
thou  exhausted  possibility  in  the  failure  of  this  one  trial  ?  Not 
so  !  The  future  is  yet  full  of  trial  and  success.  There  is  hap¬ 
piness  to  be  enjoyed !  There  is  good  to  be  done  !  Exchange 
this  false  life  of  thine  for  a  true  one.  Be,  if  thy  spirit  summon 
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thee  to  such  a  mission,  the  teacher  and  apostle  of  the  red  men. 
Or,  —  as  is  more  thy  nature,  —  he  a  scholar  and  a  sage  among  the 
wisest  and  the  most  renowned  of  the  cultivated  world.  Preach  ! 
Write  !  Act !  Do  anything,  save  to  lie  down  and  die  !  Give 
up  this  name  of  Arthur  Dimmesdale,  and  make  thyself  another, 
and  a  high  one,  such  as  thou  canst  wear  without  fear  or  shame. 
Why  shouldst  thou  tarry  so  much  as  one  other  day  in  the 
torments  that  have  so  gnawed  into  thy  life  !  —  that  have  made 
thee  feeble  to  will  and  to  do  !  —  that  will  leave  thee  powerless 
even  to  repent !  Up,  and  away  !  ” 

“  O  Hester  !  ”  cried  Arthur  Dimmesdale,  in  whose  eyes  a 
fitful  light,  kindled  by  her  enthusiasm,  flashed  up  and  died 
away,  “  thou  tellest  of  running  a  race  to  a  man  whose  knees  are 
tottering  beneath  him  !  I  must  die  here  !  There  is  not  the 
strength  or  courage  left  me  to  venture  into  the  wide,  strange, 
difficult  world,  alone  !  ” 

It  was  the  last  expression  of  the  despondency  of  a  broken 
spirit.  He  lacked  energy  to  grasp  the  better  fortune  that 
seemed  within  his  reach. 

He  repeated  the  word. 

“  Alone,  Hester  !  ” 

“  Thou  shalt  not  go  alone  !  ”  answered  she,  in  a  deep  whisper. 

Then,  all  was  spoken  ! 

4|£  3|£  3|£ 

As  the  ranks  of  military  men  and  civil  fathers  moved 
onward,  all  eyes  were  turned  towards  the  point  where  the 
minister  was  seen  to  approach  among  them.  The  shout  died 
into  a  murmur,  as  one  portion  of  the  crowd  after  another 
obtained  a  glimpse  of  him.  How  feeble  and  pale  he  looked, 
amid  all  his  triumph  !  The  energy  —  or  say,  rather,  the 
inspiration  which  had  held  him  up,  until  he  should  have 
delivered  the  sacred  message  that  brought  its  own  strength 
along  with  it  from  heaven  —  was  withdrawn,  now  that  it  had 
so  faithfully  performed  its  office.  The  glow,  which  they  had 
just  before  beheld  burning  on  his  cheek,  was  extinguished, 
like  a  flame  that  sinks  down  hopelessly  among  the  late-decay¬ 
ing  embers.  It  seemed  hardly  the  face  of  a  man  alive,  with 
such  a  deathlike  hue ;  it  was  hardly  a  man  with  life  in  him, 
that  tottered  on  his  path  so  nervelessly,  yet  tottered,  and  did 
not  fall ! 

One  of  his  clerical  brethren,  —  it  was  the  venerable  John 
vol.  xxiv. — 23 
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Wilson,  —  observing  the  state  in  which  Mr.  Dimmesdale  was 
left  by  the  retiring  wave  of  intellect  and  sensibility,  stepped 
forward  hastily  to  offer  his  support.  The  minister  tremu¬ 
lously,  but  decidedly,  repelled  the  old  man’s  arm.  He  still 
walked  onward,  if  that  movement  could  be  so  described,  which 
rather  resembled  the  wavering  effort  of  an  infant,  with  its 
mother’s  arms  in  view,  outstretched  to  tempt  him  forward. 
And  now,  almost  imperceptible  as  were  the  latter  steps  of  his 
progress,  he  had  come  opposite  the  well-remembered  but 
weather-darkened  scaffold,  where,  long  since,  with  all  that 
dreary  lapse  of  time  between,  Hester  Prynne  had  encountered 
the  world’s  ignominious  stare.  There  stood  Hester,  holding 
little  Pearl  by  the  hand  !  And  there  was  the  scarlet  letter  on 
her  breast !  The  minister  here  made  a  pause,  although  the 
music  still  played  the  stately  and  rejoicing  march  to  which  the 
procession  moved.  It  summoned  him  onward,  —  onward  to 
the  festival  !  —  but  here  he  made  a  pause. 

Bellingham,  for  the  last  few  moments,  had  kept  an  anxious 
eye  upon  him.  He  now  left  his  own  place  in  the  procession,  and 
advanced  to  give  assistance,  —  judging,  from  Mr.  Dimmesdale’s 
aspect,  that  he  must  otherwise  inevitably  fall.  But  there  was 
something  in  the  latter’s  expression  that  warned  back  the 
magistrate,  although  a  man  not  readily  obeying  the  vague 
intimations  that  pass  from  one  spirit  to  another.  The  crowd, 
meanwhile,  looked  on  with  awe  and  wonder.  This  earthly 
faintness  was,  in  their  view,  only  another  phase  of  the  min¬ 
ister’s  celestial  strength ;  nor  would  it  have  seemed  a  miracle 
too  high  to  be  wrought  for  one  so  holy,  had  he  ascended  be¬ 
fore  their  eyes,  waxing  dimmer  and  brighter,  and  fading  at 
last  into  the  light  of  heaven. 

He  turned  towards  the  scaffold,  and  stretched  forth  his 
arms. 

“  Hester,”  said  he,  “  come  hither !  Come,  my  little 
Pearl !  ” 

It  was  a  ghastly  look  with  which  he  regarded  them  ;  but 
there  was  something  at  once  tender  and  strangely  triumphant 
in  it.  The  child,  with  the  birdlike  motion  which  was  one  of 
her  characteristics,  flew  to  him,  and  clasped  her  arms  about  his 
knees.  Hester  Prynne  —  slowly,  as  if  impelled  by  inevitable 
fate,  and  against  her  strongest  will,  likewise  drew  near,  but 
paused  before  she  reached  him.  At  this  instant,  old  Roger 
Chillingworth  thrust  himself  through  the  crowd,  —  or,  perhaps, 


THE  SCARLET  LETTER. 


355 


so  dark,  disturbed,  and  evil  was  bis  look,  be  rose  up  out  of 
some  netber  region,  —  to  snatcli  back  his  victim  from  what  he 
sought  to  do !  Be  that  as  it  might,  the  old  man  rushed  for¬ 
ward,  and  caught  the  minister  by  the  arm. 

“  Madman,  hold  !  what  is  your  purpose  ?  ”  whispered  he. 
“  W ave  back  that  woman  !  Cast  off  this  child !  All  shall  be 
well !  Do  not  blacken  your  fame,  and  perish  in  dishonor !  I 
can  yet  save  you !  W ould  you  bring  infamy  on  your  sacred 
profession?  ” 

“  Ha,  tempter  !  Methinks  thou  art  too  late  !  ”  answered  the 
minister,  encountering  his  eye,  fearfully,  but  firmly.  “  Thy 
power  is  not  what  it  was!  With  God’s  help,  I  shall  escape 
thee  now !  ” 

He  again  extended  his  hand  to  the  woman  of  the  scarlet 
letter. 

“  Hester  Prynne,”  cried  he,  with  a  piercing  earnestness,  “in 
the  name  of  Him,  so  terrible  and  so  merciful,  who  gives  me 
grace,  at  this  last  moment,  to  do  what  —  for  my  oavii  heavy  sin 
and  miserable  agony  —  I  withheld  myself  from  doing  seven 
years  ago,  come  hither  now,  and  twine  thy  strength  about  me  ! 
Thy  strength,  Hester  ;  but  let  it  be  guided  by  the  will  which 
God  hath  granted  me  !  This  wretched  and  wronged  old  man  is 
opposing  it  with  all  his  might !  —  with  all  his  own  might,  and 
the  fiend’s  !  Come,  Hester,  come !  Support  me  up  yonder 
scaffold  !  ” 

The  crowd  was  in  a  tumult.  The  men  of  rank  and  dignity, 
who  stood  more  immediately  around  the  clergyman,  were  so 
taken  by  surprise,  and  so  perplexed  as  to  the  purport  of  what 
they  saw,  —  unable  to  receive  the  explanation  which  most  readily 
presented  itself,  or  to  imagine  any  other,  —  that  they  remained 
silent  and  inactive  spectators  of  the  judgment  which  Providence 
seemed  about  to  work.  They  beheld  the  minister,  leaning  on 
Hester’s  shoulder,  and  supported  by  her  arm  around  him,  ap¬ 
proach  the  scaffold,  and  ascend  its  steps  ;  while  still  the  little 
hand  of  the  sin-born  child  was  clasped  in  his.  Old  Roger  Chil- 
lingworth  followed,  as  one  intimately  connected  with  the  drama 
of  guilt  and  sorrow  in  which  they  had  all  been  actors,  and  well 
entitled,  therefore,  to  be  present  at  its  closing  scene. 

“  Hadst  thou  sought  the  whole  earth  over,”  said  he,  looking 
darkly  at  the  clergyman,  “  there  was  no  one  place  so  secret,  — 
no  high  place  nor  lowly  place,  where  thou  couldst  have  escaped 
me,  —  save  on  this  very  scaffold  !  ” 
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“  Thanks  be  to  Him  who  hath  led  me  hither  !  ”  answered 
the  minister. 

Yet  he  trembled,  and  turned  to  Hester  with  an  expression 
of  doubt  and  anxiety  in  his  eyes,  not  the  less  evidently  be¬ 
trayed,  that  there  was  a  feeble  smile  upon  his  lips. 

“Is  not  this  better,”  murmured  he,  “than  what  we  dreamed 
of  in  the  forest? ” 

“  I  know  not !  I  know  not !  ”  she  hurriedly  replied.  “  Bet¬ 
ter  ?  Yea  ;  so  we  may  both  die,  and  little  Pearl  die  with  us  !  ” 

“For  thee  and  Pearl,  be  it  as  God  shall  order,”  said  the 
minister ;  “  and  God  is  merciful !  Let  me  now  do  the  will 
which  he  hath  made  plain  before  my  sight.  For,  Hester,  I  am 
a  dying  man.  So  let  me  make  haste  to  take  my  shame  upon 
me  !  ” 

Partly  supported  by  Hester  Prynne,  and  holding  one  hand 
of  little  Pearl’s,  the  Reverend  Mr.  Dimmesdale  turned  to  the 
dignified  and  venerable  rulers  ;  to  the  holy  ministers,  who  were 
his  brethren  ;  to  the  people,  whose  great  heart  was  thoroughly 
appalled,  yet  overflowing  with  tearful  sympathy,  as  knowing 
that  some  deep  life  matter  —  which,  if  full  of  sin,  was  full  of 
anguish  and  repentance  likewise  —  was  now  to  be  laid  open  to 
them.  The  sun,  but  little  past  its  meridian,  shone  down  upon 
the  clergyman,  and  gave  a  distinctness  to  his  figure,  as  he  stood 
out  from  all  the  earth,  to  put  in  his  plea  of  guilty  at  the  bar  of 
Eternal  Justice. 

“People  of  New  England!”  cried  he,  with  a  voice  that 
rose  over  them,  high,  solemn,  and  majestic,  —  yet  had  always  a 
tremor  through  it,  and  sometimes  a  shriek,  struggling  up  out 
of  a  fathomless  depth  of  remorse  and  woe,  —  “  ye,  that  have 
loved  me  !  —  ye,  that  have  deemed  me  holy  !  —  behold  me  here, 
the  one  sinner  of  the  world  !  At  last !  —  at  last !  —  I  stand 
upon  the  spot  where,  seven  years  since,  I  should  have  stood  ; 
here,  with  this  woman,  whose  arm,  more  than  the  little  strength 
wherewith  I  have  crept  hitherward,  sustains  me,  at  this  dread¬ 
ful  moment,  from  groveling  down  upon  my  face  !  Lo,  the  scar¬ 
let  letter  which  Hester  wears  !  Ye  have  all  shuddered  at  it  ! 
Wherever  her  walk  hath  been,  —  wherever,  so  miserably  bur¬ 
dened,  she  may  have  hoped  to  find  repose,  —  it  hath  cast  a  lurid 
gleam  of  awe  and  horrible  repugnance  round  about  her.  But 
there  stood  one  in  the  midst  of  you,  at  whose  brand  of  sin  and 
infamy  ye  have  not  shuddered  !  ” 

It  seemed,  at  this  point,  as  if  the  minister  must  leave  the 
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remainder  of  his  secret  undisclosed.  But  he  fought  back  the 
bodily  weakness,  —  and,  still  more,  the  faintness  of  heart, — 
that  was  striving  for  the  mastery  with  him.  He  threw  off  all 
assistance,  and  stepped  passionately  forward  a  pace  before  the 
woman  and  the  child. 

“It  was  on  him  !  ”  he  continued,  with  a  kind  of  fierceness  ; 
so  determined  was  he  to  speak  out  the  whole.  “  God’s  eye  be¬ 
held  it !  The  angels  were  forever  pointing  at  it !  The  Devil 
knew  it  well,  and  fretted  it  continually  with  the  touch  of  his 
burning  finger  !  But  he  hid  it  cunningly  from  men,  and  walked 
among  you  with  the  mien  of  a  spirit,  mournful,  because  so  pure 
in  a  sinful  world  !  —  and  sad,  because  he  missed  his  heavenly 
kindred  !  Now,  at  the  death  hour,  he  stands  up  before  you  ! 
He  bids  you  look  again  at  Hester’s  scarlet  letter  !  He  tells 
you  that,  with  all  its  mysterious  horror,  it  is  but  the  shadow 
of  what  he  bears  on  his  own  breast,  and  that  even  this,  his  own 
red  stigma,  is  no  more  than  the  type  of  what  has  seared  his  in¬ 
most  heart !  Stand  any  here  that  question  God’s  judgment  on 
a  sinner  ?  Behold  !  Behold  a  dreadful  witness  of  it !  ” 

With  a  convulsive  motion,  he  tore  away  the  ministerial 
band  from  before  his  breast.  It  was  revealed  !  But  it  were 
irreverent  to  describe  that  revelation.  For  an  instant,  the 
gaze  of  the  horror-stricken  multitude  was  concentrated  on  the 
ghastly  miracle  ;  while  the  minister  stood,  with  a  flush  of 
triumph  in  his  face,  as  one  who,  in  the  crisis  of  acutest  pain, 
had  won  a  victory.  Then,  down  he  sank  upon  the  scaffold  ! 
Hester  partly  raised  him,  and  supported  his  head  against  her 
bosom.  Old  Roger  Chillingworth  knelt  down  beside  him, 
with  a  blank,  dull  countenance,  out  of  which  the  life  seemed 
to  have  departed. 

“  Thou  hast  escaped  me  !  ”  he  repeated  more  than  once. 
“  Thou  hast  escaped  me  !  ” 

“  May  God  forgive  thee  !  ”  said  the  minister.  “  Thou,  too, 
hast  deeply  sinned  !  ” 

He  withdrew  his  dying  eyes  from  the  old  man,  and  fixed 
them  on  the  woman  and  the  child. 

“  My  little  Pearl,”  said  he,  feebly,  —  and  there  was  a  sweet 
and  gentle  smile  over  his  face,  as  of  a  spirit  sinking  into  deep 
repose  ;  nay,  now  that  the  burden  was  removed,  it  seemed  al¬ 
most  as  if  he  would  be  sportive  with  the  child,  —  “  dear  little 
Pearl,  wilt  thou  kiss  me  now  ?  Thou  wouldst  not,  yonder,  in 
the  forest !  But  now  thou  wilt  ?  ” 
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Pearl  kissed  his  lips.  A  spell  was  broken.  The  great 
scene  of  grief,  in  which  the  wild  infant  bore  a  part,  had  de¬ 
veloped  all  her  sympathies  ;  and  as  her  tears  fell  upon  her 
father’s  cheek,  they  were  the  pledge  that  she  would  grow  up 
amid  human  joy  and  sorrow,  nor  forever  do  battle  with  the 
world,  but  be  a  woman  in  it.  Towards  her  mother,  too, 
Pearl’s  errand  as  a  messenger  of  anguish  was  all  fulfilled. 

“  Hester,”  said  the  clergyman,  “  farewell  !  ” 

“Shall  we  not  meet  again?”  whispered  she,  bending  her 
face  down  close  to  his.  “  Shall  we  not  spend  our  immortal  life 
together  ?  Surely,  surely,  we  have  ransomed  one  another, 
with  all  this  woe  !  Thou  lookest  far  into  eternity,  with  those 
bright  dying  eyes  !  Then  tell  me  what  thou  seest.” 

“  Hush,  Hester,  hush  !  ”  said  he,  with  tremulous  solemnity. 
“The  law  we  broke! — the  sin  here  so  awfully  revealed!  — 
let  these  alone  be  thy  thoughts  !  I  fear  !  I  fear  !  It  may 
be  that,  when  we  forgot  our  God,  —  when  we  violated  our 
reverence  each  for  the  other’s  soul,  —  it  was  thenceforth  vain  to 
hope  that  we  could  meet  hereafter,  in  an  everlasting  and  pure 
reunion.  God  knows  ;  and  He  is  merciful  !  He  hath  proved 
His  mercy,  most  of  all,  in  my  afflictions.  By  giving  me  this 
burning  torture  to  bear  upon  my  breast !  By  sending  yonder 
dark  and  terrible  old  man,  to  keep  the  torture  always  at  red 
heat  !  By  bringing  me  hither,  to  die  this  death  of  triumphant 
ignominy  before  the  people  !  Had  either  of  these  agonies  been 
wanting,  I  had  been  lost  forever  !  Praised  be  His  name  !  His 
will  be  done  !  Farewell  !  ” 

That  final  word  came  forth  with  the  minister’s  expiring 
breath.  The  multitude,  silent  till  then,  broke  out  in  a  strange, 
deep  voice  of  awe  and  wonder,  which  could  not  as  yet  find 
utterance,  save  in  this  murmur  that  rolled  so  heavily  after  the 
departed  spirit. 

BLOW,  BUGLE,  BLOW. 

By  ALFRED  TENNYSON. 

The  splendor  falls  on  castle  walls 
And  snowy  summits  old  in  story ; 

The  long  light  shakes  across  the  lakes, 

And  the  wild  cataract  leaps  in  glory. 
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Blow,  bugle,  blow,  set  the  wild  echoes  flying ; 
Blow,  bugle ;  answer,  echoes,  dying,  dying,  dying. 

0  hark,  0  hear,  how  thin  and  clear, 

And  thinner,  clearer,  farther  going ! 

0  sweet  and  far  from  cliff  and  scar 
The  horns  of  Elfland  faintly  blowing ! 
Blow,  let  us  hear  the  purple  glens  replying ; 

Blow,  bugle ;  answer,  echoes,  dying,  dying,  dying. 

0  love,  they  die  in  yon  rich  sky, 

They  faint  on  hill  or  field  or  river; 

Our  echoes  roll  from  soul  to  soul, 

And  grow  forever  and  forever. 

Blow,  bugle,  blow,  set  the  wild  echoes  flying, 

And  answer,  echoes,  answer,  dying,  dying,  dying. 


THE  REVERIES  OF  A  BACHELOR. 

By  DONALD  G.  MITCHELL. 


[Donald  Grant  Mitchell  :  An  American  essayist  and  novelist ;  born  in 
Norwich,  Conn.,  April  12,  1822.  He  graduated  at  Yale  (1841)  ;  studied  law; 
was  United  States  consul  at  Venice  (1853-1855)  ;  and  has  since  lived  on  his 
farm,  Edgewood,  near  New  Haven,  Conn.  Under  the  pseudonym  of  “Ik 
Marvel”  he  has  published  “Reveries  of  a  Bachelor”  (1850),  his  best-known 
work;  “Dream  Life”  (1851);  “My  Farm  at  Edgewood”;  “Wet  Days  at 
Edgewood”;  “English  Lands,  Letters,  and  Kings”  (1889-1895);  “American 
Lands  and  Letters  ”  (1897).] 


First  Reverie.  —  Smoke,  Flame,  and  Ashes. 

OVER  A  WOOD  FIRE. 

% 

I  have  got  a  quiet  farmhouse  in  the  country,  a  very  humble 
place  to  be  sure,  tenanted  by  a  worthy  enough  man,  of  the  old 
New  England  stamp,  where  I  sometimes  go  for  a  day  or  two  in 
the  winter,  to  look  over  the  farm  accounts,  and  to  see  how  the 
stock  is  thriving  on  the  winter’s  keep. 

One  side  of  the  door,  as  you  enter  from  the  porch,  is  a  little 
parlor,  scarce  twelve  feet  by  ten,  with  a  cozy-looking  fireplace 
—  a  heavy  oak  floor  —  a  couple  of  armchairs  and  a  brown  table 
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with  carved  lions’  feet.  Out  of  this  room  opens  a  little  cabinet, 
only  big  enough  for  a  broad  bachelor  bedstead,  where  I  sleep 
upon  feathers,  and  wake  in  the  morning,  with  my  eye  upon  a 
saucy-colored  lithographic  print  of  some  fancy  “Bessy.” 

It  happens  to  be  the  only  house  in  the  world  of  which  I  am 
bona  fide  owner;  and  I  take  a  vast  deal  of  comfort  in  treating 
it  just  as  I  choose.  I  manage  to  break  some  article  of  furni¬ 
ture,  almost  every  time  I  pay  it  a  visit;  and  if  I  cannot  open 
the  window  readily  of  a  morning,  to  breathe  the  fresh  air,  I 
knock  out  a  pane  or  two  of  glass  with  my  boot.  I  lean  against 
the  walls  in  a  very  old  armchair  there  is  on  the  premises,  and 
scarce  ever  fail  to  worry  such  a  hole  in  the  plastering  as  would 
set  me  down  for  a  round  charge  for  damages  in  town,  or  make 
a  prim  housewife  fret  herself  into  a  raging  fever.  I  laugh  out 
loud  with  myself,  in  my  big  armchair,  when  I  think  that  I  am 
neither  afraid  of  one  nor  the  other. 

As  for  the  fire,  I  keep  the  little  hearth  so  hot,  as  to  warm 
half  the  cellar  below,  and  the  whole  space  between  the  jambs 
roars  for  hours  together,  with  white  flame.  To  be  sure,  the 
windows  are  not  very  tight,  between  broken  panes,  and  bad 
joints,  so  that  the  fire,  large  as  it  is,  is  by  no  means  an  extrava¬ 
gant  comfort. 

As  night  approaches,  I  have  a  huge  pile  of  oak  and  hickory 
placed  beside  the  hearth;  I  put  out  the  tallow  candle  on  the 
mantel,  (using  the  family  snuffers,  with  one  leg  broken,)  —  then, 
drawing  my  chair  directly  in  front  of  the  blazing  wood,  and 
setting  one  foot  on  each  of  the  old  iron  firedogs,  (until  they 
grow  too  warm,)  I  dispose  myself  for  an  evening  of  such  sober 
and  thoughtful  quietude,  as  I  believe,  on  my  soul,  that  very 
few  of  my  fellow-men  have  the  good  fortune  to  enjoy. 

My  tenant,  meantime,  in  the  other  room,  I  can  hear  now 
and  then, —  though  there  is  a  thick  stone  chimney  and  broad 
entry  between,  —  multiplying  contrivances  with  his  wife,  to 
put  two  babies  to  sleep.  This  occupies  them,  I  should  say, 
usually  an  hour;  though  my  only  measure  of  time  (for  I  never 
carry  a  watch  into  the  country)  is  the  blaze  of  my  fire.  By  ten, 
or  thereabouts,  my  stock  of  wood  is  nearly  exhausted;  I  pile 
upon  the  hot  coals  what  remains,  and  sit  watching  how  it  kin¬ 
dles,  and  blazes,  and  goes  out,  —  even  like  our  joys!  —  and 
then  slip  by  the  light  of  the  embers  into  my  bed,  where  I 
luxuriate  in  such  sound  and  healthful  slumber  as  only  such 
rattling  window  frames  and  country  air  can  supply. 
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But  to  return:  the  other  evening,  — it  happened  to  be  on 
my  last  visit  to  my  farmhouse,  —  when  I  had  exhausted  all  the 
ordinary  rural  topics  of  thought;  had  formed  all  sorts  of  con¬ 
jectures  as  to  the  income  of  the  year;  had  planned  a  new  wall 
around  one  lot,  and  the  clearing  up  of  another,  now  covered 
with  patriarchal  wood;  and  wondered  if  the  little  rickety  house 
would  not  be  after  all  a  snug  enough  box  to  live  and  to  die  in 
—  I  fell  on  a  sudden  into  such  an  unprecedented  line  of  thought, 
which  took  such  deep  hold  of  my  sympathies  —  sometimes  even 
starting  tears  —  that  I  determined,  the  next  day,  to  set  as  much 
of  it  as  I  could  recall  on  paper. 

Something  —  it  may  have  been  the  home-looking  blaze,  (I 
am  a  bachelor  of  —  say  six  and  twenty,)  or  possibly  a  plaintive 
cry  of  the  baby  in  my  tenant’s  room,  had  suggested  to  me  the 
thought  of  —  Marriage. 

I  piled  upon  the  heated  firedogs  the  last  armful  of  my  wood; 
and  now,  said  I,  bracing  myself  courageously  between  the  arms 
of  my  chair,  — I’ll  not  flinch;  —  I’ll  pursue  the  thought  wher¬ 
ever  it  leads,  though  it  leads  me  to  the  d - ,  (I  am  apt  to  be 

hasty,)  —  at  least,  —  continued  I,  softening,  —  until  my  fire  is 
out. 

The  wood  was  green,  and  at  first  showed  no  disposition  to 
blaze.  It  smoked  furiously.  Smoke,  thought  I,  always  goes 
before  blaze;  and  so  does  doubt  go  before  decision:  and  my 
Reverie,  from  that  very  starting  point,  slipped  into  this 
shape : — 


I.  SMOKE  —  SIGNIFYING  DOUBT. 

A  wife  ?  —  thought  I ;  —  yes,  a  wife ! 

And  why? 

And  pray,  my  dear  sir,  why  not  —  why?  Why  not  doubt; 
why  not  hesitate ;  why  not  tremble  ? 

Does  a  man  buy  a  ticket  in  a  lottery  —  a  poor  man,  whose 
whole  earnings  go  in  to  secure  the  ticket  —  without  trembling, 
hesitating,  and  doubting? 

Can  a  man  stake  his  bachelor  respectability,  his  independ¬ 
ence  and  comfort,  upon  the  die  of  absorbing,  unchanging, 
relentless  marriage,  without  trembling  at  the  venture  ? 

Shall  a  man  who  has  been  free  to  chase  his  fancies  over  the 
wide  world,  without  let  or  hindrance,  shut  himself  up  to  mar¬ 
riage-ship,  within  four  walls  called  Home,  that  are  to  claim 
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him,  his  time,  his  trouble,  and  his  tears,  thenceforward  for  ever¬ 
more,  without  doubts  thick,  and  thick-coming  as  Smoke  ? 

Shall  he  who  has  been  hitherto  a  mere  observer  of  other 
men’s  cares  and  business  —  moving  off  where  they  made  him 
sick  of  heart,  approaching  whenever  and  wherever  they  made 
him  gleeful  —  shall  he  now  undertake  administration  of  just 
such  cares  and  business,  without  qualms?  Shall  he,  whose 
whole  life  has  been  but  a  nimble  succession  of  escapes  from 
trifling  difficulties,  now  broach  without  doubtings  —  that  Matri¬ 
mony,  where,  if  difficulty  beset  him,  there  is  no  escape  ?  Shall 
this  brain  of  mine,  careless-working,  never  tired  with  idleness, 
feeding  on  long  vagaries,  and  high,  gigantic  castles,  dreaming 
out  beatitudes  hour  by  hour  —  turn  itself  at  length  to  such 
dull  task  work  as  thinking  out  a  livelihood  for  wife  and 
children  ? 

Where  thenceforward  will  be  those  sunny  dreams,  in  which 
I  have  warmed  my  fancies,  and  my  heart,  and  lighted  my  eye 
with  crystal?  This  very  marriage,  which  a  brilliant- working 
imagination  has  invested  time  and  again  with  brightness  and 
delight,  can  serve  no  longer  as  a  mine  for  teeming  fancy :  all, 
alas,  will  be  gone  —  reduced  to  the  dull  standard  of  the  actual! 
No  more  room  for  intrepid  forays  of  imagination — mo  more 
gorgeous  realifi  making  —  all  will  be  over! 

Why  not,  I  thought,  go  on  dreaming  ? 

Can  any  wife  be  prettier  than  an  after-dinner  fancy,  idle 
and  yet  vivid,  can  paint  for  you  ?  Can  any  children  make  less 
noise  than  the  little  rosy-cheeked  ones,  who  have  no  existence, 
except  in  the  omnium  gatherum  of  your  own  brain  ?  Can  any 
housewife  be  more  unexceptionable  than  she  who  goes  sweeping 
daintily  the  cobwebs  that  gather  in  your  dreams?  Can  any 
domestic  larder  be  better  stocked  than  the  private  larder  of 
your  head  dozing  on  a  cushioned  chair  back  at  Delmonico’s? 
Can  any  family  purse  be  better  filled  than  the  exceeding 
plump  one  you  dream  of,  after  reading  such  pleasant  books  as 
Munchausen  or  Typee  ? 

But  if,  after  all,  it  must  be  — duty,  or  what  not,  making 
provocation  —  what  then  ?  And  I  clapped  my  feet  hard  against 
the  firedogs,  and  leaned  back,  and  turned  my  face  to  the  ceil¬ 
ing,  as  much  as  to  say:  —  And  where  on  earth,  then,  shall  a 
poor  devil  look  for  a  wife? 

Somebody  says,  Lyttleton  or  Shaftesbury,  I  think,  that 
“  marriages  would  be  happier  if  they  were  all  arranged  by  the 
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Lord  Chancellor.”  Unfortunately  we  have  no  Lord  Chancellor 
to  make  this  commutation  of  our  misery. 

Shall  a  man  then  scour  the  country  on  a  mule’s  back,  like 
Honest  Gil  Bias  of  Santillane;  or  shall  he  make  application  to 
some  such  intervening  providence  as  Madame  St.  Marc,  who, 
as  I  see  by  the  Presse ,  manages  these  matters  to  one’s  hand, 
for  some  five  per  cent  on  the  fortunes  of  the  parties  ? 

I  have  trouted  when  the  brook  was  so  low,  and  the  sky  so 
hot,  that  I  might  as  well  have  thrown  my  fly  upon  the  turn¬ 
pike;  and  I  have  hunted  hare  at  noon,  and  woodcock  in  snow 
time  —  never  despairing,  scarce  doubting;  but  for  a  poor  hunter 
of  his  kind,  without  traps  or  snares,  or  any  aid  of  police  or  con¬ 
stabulary,  to  traverse  the  world,  where  are  swarming,  on  a 
moderate  computation,  some  three  hundred  and  odd  millions 
of  unmarried  women,  for  a  single  capture  —  irremediable,  un¬ 
changeable  —  and  yet  a  capture  which  by  strange  metonymy, 
not  laid  down  in  the  books,  is  very  apt  to  turn  captor  into  cap¬ 
tive,  and  make  game  of  hunter  —  all  this,  surely,  surely  may 
make  a  man  shrug  with  doubt! 

Then  —  again  —  there  are  the  plaguy  wife’s  relations.  Who 
knows  how  many  third,  fourth,  or  fifth  cousins  will  appear  at 
careless  complimentary  intervals  long  after  you  had  settled  into 
the  placid  belief  that  all  congratulatory  visits  were  at  an  end? 
How  many  twisted-headed  brothers  will  be  putting  in  their 
advice,  as  a  friend  to  Peggy? 

How  many  maiden  aunts  will  come  to  spend  a  month  or 
two  with  their  “  dear  Peggy,”  and  want  to  know  every  tea  time, 
“if  she  isn’t  a  dear  love  of  a  wife?”  Then,  dear  father-in-law 
will  beg  (taking  dear  Peggy’s  hand  in  his)  to  give  a  little 
wholesome  counsel ;  and  will  be  very  sure  to  advise  just  the 
contrary  of  what  you  had  determined  to  undertake.  And  dear 
mamma-in-law  must  set  her  nose  into  Peggy’s  cupboard,  and 
insist  upon  having  the  key  to  your  own  private  locker  in  the 
wainscot. 

Then,  perhaps,  there  is  a  little  bevy  of  dirty-nosed  nephews 
who  come  to  spend  the  holidays,  and  eat  up  your  East  India 
sweetmeats ;  and  who  are  forever  tramping  over  your  head 
or  raising  the  old  Harry  below,  while  you  are  busy  with  your 
clients.  Last,  and  worse,  is  some  fidgety  old  uncle,  forever  too 
cold  or  too  hot,  who  vexes  you  with  his  patronizing  airs,  and 
impudently  kisses  his  little  Peggy ! 

—  That  could  be  borne,  however:  for  perhaps  he  has 
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promised  his  fortune  to  Peggy.  Peggy,  then,  will  be  rich: — ■ 
(and  the  thought  made  me  rub  my  shins,  which  were  now  get¬ 
ting  comfortably  warm  upon  the  firedogs).  Then,  she  will  be 
forever  talking  of  her  fortune;  and  pleasantly  reminding  you 
on  occasion  of  a  favorite  purchase, —  how  lucky  that  she  had 
the  means;  and  dropping  hints  about  economy;  and  buying 
very  extravagant  Paisleys. 

She  will  annoy  you  by  looking  over  the  stock  list  at  break¬ 
fast  time ;  and  mention  quite  carelessly  to  your  clients,  that 
she  is  interested  in  such  or  such  a  speculation. 

She  will  be  provokingly  silent  when  you  hint  to  a  trades¬ 
man  that  you  have  not  the  money  by  you  for  his  small  bill ; 

—  in  short,  she  will  tear  the  life  out  of  you,  making  you  pay 
in  righteous  retribution  of  annoyance,  grief,  vexation,  shame, 
and  sickness  of  heart  for  the  superlative  folly  of  “marrying 
rich.” 

—  But  if  not  rich,  then  poor.  Bah!  the  thought  made 
me  stir  the  coals;  but  there  was  still  no  blaze.  The  paltry 
earnings  you  are  able  to  wring  out  of  clients  by  the  sweat  of 
your  brow  will  now  be  all  our  income;  you  will  be  pestered 
for  pin  money,  and  pestered  with  your  poor  wife’s  relations. 
Ten  to  one,  she  will  stickle  about  taste  —  “  Sir  Visto’s  ”  —  and 
want  to  make  this  so  pretty,  and  that  so  charming,  if  she  only 
had  the  means;  and  is  sure  Paul  (a  kiss)  can’t  deny  his  little 
Peggy  such  a  trifling  sum,  and  all  for  the  common  benefit. 

Then  she,  for  one,  means  that  her  children  shan’t  go  a  beg¬ 
ging  for  clothes, —  and  another  pull  at  the  purse.  Trust  a  poor 
mother  to  dress  her  children  in  finery ! 

Perhaps  she  is  ugly ;  —  not  noticeable  at  first ;  but  growing 
on  her,  and  (what  is  worse)  growing  faster  on  you.  You  won¬ 
der  why  you  didn’t  see  that  vulgar  nose  long  ago:  and  that  lip 

—  it  is  very  strange,  you  think,  that  you  ever  thought  it  pretty. 
And  then, —  to  come  to  breakfast,  with  her  hair  looking  as  it 
does,  and  you  not  so  much  as  daring  to  say  —  “Peggy,  do 
brush  your  hair!  ”  Her  foot  too  —  not  very  bad  when  decently 
chaussSe  —  but  now  since  she’s  married  she  does  wear  such 
infernal  slippers !  And  yet  for  all  this,  to  be  prigging  up  for 
an  hour,  when  any  of  my  old  chums  come  to  dine  with  me ! 

“Bless  your  kind  hearts!  my  dear  fellows,”  said  I,  thrust¬ 
ing  the  tongs  into  the  coals,  and  speaking  out  loud,  as  if  my 
voice  could  reach  from  Virginia  to  Paris  —  “not  married  yet!  ” 

Perhaps  Peggy  is  pretty  enough  —  only  shrewish. 
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—  No  matter  for  cold  coffee;  —  you  should  have  been  up 
before. 

What  sad,  thin,  poorly  cooked  chops,  to  eat  with  your  rolls » 

—  She  thinks  they  are  very  good,  and  wonders  how  you  can 
set  such  an  example  to  your  children. 

The  butter  is  nauseating. 

—  She  has  no  other,  and  hopes  you’ll  not  raise  a  storm 
about  butter  a  little  turned.  —  I  think  I  see  myself  —  ruminated 
I  —  sitting  meekly  at  table,  scarce  daring  to  lift  up  my  eyes, 
utterly  fagged  out  with  some  quarrel  of  yesterday,  choking 
down  detestably  sour  muffins,  that  my  wife  thinks  are  “  deli¬ 
cious  ”  —  slipping  in  dried  mouthfuls  of  burnt  ham  off  the  side 
of  my  fork  tines,  —  slipping  off  my  chair  sideways  at  the  end, 
and  slipping  out  with  my  hat  between  my  knees,  to  business, 
and  never  feeling  myself  a  competent,  sound-minded  man  till 
the  oak  door  is  between  me  and  Peggy! 

—  “Ha,  ha,  —  not  yet!”  said  I;  and  in  so  earnest  a  tone, 
that  my  dog  started  to  his  feet  —  cocked  his  eye  to  have  a  good 
look  into  my  face  —  met  my  smile  of  triumph  with  an  amiable 
wag  of  the  tail,  and  curled  up  again  in  the  corner. 

Again,  Peggy  is  rich  enough,  well  enough,  mild  enough, 
only  she  doesn’t  care  a  fig  for  you.  She  has  married  you  be¬ 
cause  father  or  grandfather  thought  the  match  eligible,  and 
because  she  didn’t  wish  to  disoblige  them.  Besides,  she  didn’t 
positively  hate  you,  and  thought  you  were  a  respectable  enough 
young  person ;  —  she  has  told  you  so  repeatedly  at  dinner.  She 
wonders  you  like  to  read  poetry ;  she  wishes  you  would  buy  her 
a  good  cookbook;  and  insists  upon  your  making  your  will  at 
the  birth  of  the  first  baby. 

She  thinks  Captain  So-and-So  a  splendid-looking  fellow, 
and  wishes  you  would  trim  up  a  little,  were  it  only  for  appear¬ 
ance’  sake. 

You  need  not  hurry  up  from  the  office  so  early  at  night:  — 
she,  bless  her  dear  heart!  —  does  not  feel  lonely.  You  read  to 
her  a  love  tale ;  she  interrupts  the  pathetic  parts  with  directions 
to  her  seamstress.  You  read  of  marriages:  she  sighs,  and  asks 
if  Captain  So-and-So  has  left  town!  She  hates  to  be  mewed 
up  in  a  cottage,  or  between  brick  walls ;  she  does  so  love  the 
Springs ! 

But,  again,  Peggy  loves  you ;  —  at  least  she  swears  it,  with 
her  hand  on  the  “  Sorrows  of  W erther.  ”  She  has  pin  money  which 
she  spends  for  the  Literary  World  and  the  Friends  in  Council. 
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She  is  not  bad  looking,  save  a  bit  too  much  of  forehead ;  nor  is 
she  sluttish,  unless  a  neglige  till  three  o’clock,  and  an  ink  stain 
on  the  forefinger,  be  sluttish ;  —  but  then  she  is  such  a  sad  blue ! 

You  never  fancied  when  you  saw  her  buried  in  a  three- 
volume  novel,  that  it  was  anything  more  than  a  girlish  vagary ; 
and  when  she  quoted  Latin,  you  thought  innocently  that  she 
had  a  capital  memory  for  her  samplers. 

But  to  be  bored  eternally  about  Divine  Dante  and  funny 
Goldoni,  is  too  bad.  Your  copy  of  Tasso,  a  treasure  print  of 
1680,  is  all  bethumbed  and  dog’s-eared,  and  spotted  with  baby 
gruel.  Even  your  Seneca  —  an  Elzevir  —  is  all  sweaty  with 
handling.  She  adores  La  Fontaine,  reads  Balzac  with  a  kind 
of  artist  scowl,  and  will  not  let  Greek  alone. 

You  hint  at  broken  rest  and  an  aching  head  at  breakfast, 
and  she  will  fling  you  a  scrap  of  Anthology  —  in  lieu  of  the 
camphor  bottle  —  or  chant  the  alal  alal  of  tragic  chorus. 

—  The  nurse  is  getting  dinner;  you  are  holding  the  baby; 
Peggy  is  reading  Bruyeire. 

The  fire  smoked  thick  as  pitch,  and  puffed  out  little  clouds 
over  the  chimney-piece.  I  gave  the  forestick  a  kick,  at  the 
thought  of  Peggy,  baby,  and  Bruy  ere. 

—  Suddenly  the  flame  flickered  bluely  athwart  the  smoke 
—  caught  at  a  twig  below  —  rolled  round  the  mossy  oak  stick  — • 
twined  among  the  crackling  tree  limbs  —  mounted  —  lit  up 
the  whole  body  of  smoke,  and  blazed  out  cheerily  and  bright. 
Doubt  vanished  with  Smoke,  and  Hope  began  with  Flame. 

n.  BLAZE  —  SIGNIFYING  CHEER. 

I  pushed  my  chair  back;  drew  up  another;  stretched  out 
my  feet  cozily  upon  it,  rested  my  elbows  on  the  chair  arms, 
leaned  my  head  on  one  hand,  and  looked  straight  into  the  leap¬ 
ing  and  dancing  flame. 

—  Love  is  a  flame  —  ruminated  I;  and  (glancing  round  the 
room)  how  a  flame  brightens  up  a  man’s  habitation ! 

“Carlo,”  said  I,  calling  up  my  dog  into  the  light,  “good 
fellow,  Carlo !  ”  and  I  patted  him  kindly,  and  he  wagged  his 
tail,  and  laid  his  nose  across  my  knee,  and  looked  wistfully  up 
in  my  face;  then  strode  away, —  turned  to  look  again,  and  lay 
down  to  sleep. 

“Pho,  the  brute!”  said  I;  “it  is  not  enough  after  all  to 
like  a  dog.” 
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—  If  now  in  that  chair  yonder,  not  the  one  your  feet  lie 
upon,  but  the  other,  beside  you  —  closer  yet  —  were  seated  a 
sweet-faced  girl,  with  a  pretty  little  foot  lying  out  upon  the 
hearth  —  a  bit  of  lace  running  round  the  swelling  throat  —  the 
hair  parted  to  a  charm  over  a  forehead  fair  as  any  of  your 
dreams;  —  and  if  you  could  reach  an  arm  around  that  chair 
back,  without  fear  of  giving  offense,  and  suffer  your  fingers  to 
play  idly  with  those  curls  that  escape  down  the  neck;  and  if 
you  could  clasp  with  your  other  hand  those  little  white,  taper 
fingers  of  hers,  which  lie  so  temptingly  within  reach, —  and  so, 
talk  softly  and  low  in  presence  of  the  blaze,  while  the  hours 
slip  without  knowledge,  and  the  winter  winds  whistle  uncared 
for ;  —  if,  in  short,  you  were  no  bachelor,  but  the  husband  of 
some  such  sweet  image  —  (dream,  call  it  rather),  would  it  not 
be  far  pleasanter  than  this  cold  single  night  sitting  —  counting 
the  sticks — reckoning  the  length  of  the  blaze  and  the  height 
of  the  falling  snow? 

And  if  some  or  all  of  those  wild  vagaries  that  grow  on  your 
fancy  at  such  an  hour,  you  could  whisper  into  listening,  be¬ 
cause  loving  ears  —  ears  not  tired  with  listening,  because  it  is 
you  who  whisper  — ears  ever  indulgent  because  eager  to  praise  ; 
—  and  if  your  darkest  fancies  were  lit  up,  not  merely  with 
bright  wood  fire,  but  with  a  ringing  laugh  of  that  sweet  face 
turned  up  in  fond  rebuke  —  how  far  better,  than  to  be  waxing 
black,  and  sour,  over  pestilential  humors  —  alone  —  your  very 
dog  asleep! 

And  if  when  a  glowing  thought  comes  into  your  brain, 
quick  and  sudden,  you  could  tell  it  over  as  to  a  second  self,  to 
that  sweet  creature,  who  is  not  away,  because  she  loves  to  be 
there  ;  and  if  you  could  watch  the  thought  catching  that 
girlish  mind,  illuming  that  fair  brow,  sparkling  in  those  pleas¬ 
antest  of  eyes  —  how  far  better  than  to  feel  it  slumbering,  and 
going  out,  heavy,  lifeless,  and  dead,  in  your  own  selfish  fancy. 
And  if  a  generous  emotion  steals  over  you  —  coming,  you  know 
not  whither,  would  there  not  be  a  richer  charm  in  lavishing  it 
in  caress,  or  endearing  word,  upon  that  fondest,  and  most  dear 
one,  than  in  patting  your  glossy-coated  dog,  or  sinking  lonely 
to  smiling  slumbers  ? 

How  would  not  benevolence  ripen  with  such  monitor  to 
task  it  !  How  would  not  selfishness  grow  faint  and  dull, 
leaning  ever  to  that  second  self,  which  is  the  loved  one  !  How 
would  not  guile  shiver,  and  grow  weak,  before  that  girl  brow 
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and  eye  of  innocence  !  How  would  not  all  that  boyhood 
prized  of  enthusiasm,  and  quick  blood,  and  life,  renew  itself  in 
such  a  presence  ! 

The  fire  was  getting  •  hotter,  and  I  moved  into  the  middle 
of  the  room.  The  shadows  the  flames  made  were  playing  like 
fairy  forms  over  floor,  and  wall,  and  ceiling. 

My  fancy  would  surely  quicken,  thought  I,  if  such  being 
were  in  attendance.  Surely  imagination  would  be  stronger, 
and  purer,  if  it  could  have  the  playful  fancies  of  dawning 
womanhood  to  delight  it.  All  toil  would  be  torn  from  mind 
labor,  if  but  another  heart  grew  into  this  present  soul,  quicken¬ 
ing  it,  warming  it,  cheering  it,  bidding  it  ever,  - — -  God  speed  ! 

Her  face  would  make  a  halo,  rich  as  a  rainbow,  atop  of  all 
such  noisome  things  as  we  lonely  souls  call  trouble.  Her 
smile  would  illumine  the  blackest  of  crowding  cares  ;  and 
darkness,  that  now  seats  you  despondent  in  your  solitary  chair 
for  days  together,  weaving  bitter  fancies,  dreaming  bitter 
dreams,  would  grow  light  and  thin,  and  spread,  and  float  away, 

—  chased  by  that  beloved  smile. 

Your  friend  —  poor  fellow!  —  dies:  —  never  mind,  that 
gentle  clasp  of  her  fingers,  as  she  steals  behind  you,  telling  you 
not  to  weep  —  it  is  worth  ten  friends  ! 

Your  sister,  sweet  one,  is  dead  —  buried.  The  worms  are 
busy  with  all  her  fairness.  How  it  makes  you  think  earth 
nothing  but  a  spot  to  dig  graves  upon  ! 

—  It  is  more  :  she ,  she  says,  will  be  a  sister ;  and  the 
waving  curls  as  she  leans  upon  your  shoulder  touch  your 
cheek,  and  your  wet  eye  turns  to  meet  those  other  eyes  — 
God  has  sent  his  angel,  surely  ! 

Your  mother,  alas  for  it,  she  is  gone  !  Is  there  any  bitter¬ 
ness  to  a  youth,  alone,  and  homeless,  like  this  ! 

But  you  are  not  homeless  ;  you  are  not  alone  :  she  is  there ; 

—  her  tears  softening  yours,  her  smile  lighting  yours,  her  grief 
killing  yours ;  and  you  live  again,  to  assuage  that  kind  sorrow 
of  hers. 

Then  —  those  children,  rosy,  fair-haired;  no,  they  do  not 
disturb  you  with  their  prattle  now  —  they  are  yours  !  Toss 
away  there  on  the  greensward  —  never  mind  the  hyacinths,  the 
snowdrops,  the  violets,  if  so  be  any  are  there  ;  the  perfume  of 
their  healthful  lips  is  worth  all  the  flowers  of  the  world.  No 
need  now  to  gather  wild  bouquets  to  love  and  cherish  :  flower, 
tree,  gun,  are  all  dead  things  ;  things  livelier  hold  your  soul. 
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And  she,  the  mother,  sweetest  and  fairest  of  all,  watching, 
tending,  caressing,  loving,  till  your  own  heart  grows  pained 
with  tenderest  jealousy,  and  cures  itself  with  loving. 

You  have  no  need  now  of  any  cold  lecture  to  teach  thank¬ 
fulness  :  your  heart  is  full  of  it.  No  need  now,  as  once,  of 
bursting  blossoms,  of  trees  taking  leaf,  and  greenness,  to  turn 
thought  kindly,  and  thankfully  ;  forever  beside  you  there  is 
bloom,  and  ever  beside  you  there  is  fruit,  —  for  which  eye, 
heart,  and  soul  are  full  of  unknown,  and  unspoken,  because 
unspeakable,  thank  offering. 

And  if  sickness  catches  you,  binds  you,  lays  you  down  — 
no  lonely  moanings  and  wicked  curses  at  careless-stepping 
nurses.  The  step  is  noiseless,  and  yet  distinct  beside  you.  The 
white  curtains  are  drawn,  or  withdrawn  by  the  magic  of  that 
other  presence;  and  the  soft,  cool  hand  is  upon  your  brow. 

No  cold  comfortings  of  friend  watchers,  merely  come  in  to 
steal  a  word  away  from  that  outer  world  which  is  pulling  at 
their  skirts  ;  but,  ever,  the  sad,  shaded  brow  of  her  whose 
lightest  sorrow  for  your  sake  is  your  greatest  grief,  —  if  it  were 
not  a  greater  joy. 

The  blaze  was  leaping  light  and  high,  and  the  wood  falling 
under  the  growing  heat. 

—  So,  continued  I,  this  heart  would  be  at  length  itself  ;  — 
striving  with  everything  gross,  even  now  as  it  clings  to  gross¬ 
ness.  Love  would  make  its  strength  native  and  progressive. 
Earth’s  cares  would  fly.  Joys  would  double.  Susceptibilities 
be  quickened  ;  Love  master  self  ;  and  having  made  the  mastery, 
stretch  onward,  and  upward  toward  Infinitude. 

And  if  the  end  came,  and  sickness  brought  that  follower  — 
Great  Follower  —  which  sooner  or  later  is  sure  to  come  after, 
then  the  heart,  and  the  hand  of  Love,  ever  near,  are  giving  to 
your  tired  soul,  daily  and  hourly,  lessons  of  that  love  which 
consoles,  which  triumphs,  which  circleth  all,  and  centereth  in 
all  —  Love  Infinite  and  Divine  ! 

Kind  hands  —  none  but  hers  —  will  smooth  the  hair  upon 
your  brow  as  the  chill  grows  damp  and  heavy  on  it ;  and  her 
fingers  —  none  but  hers  —  will  he  in  yours  as  the  wasted  flesh 
stiffens  and  hardens  for  the  ground.  Her  tears  —  you  could 
feel  no  others,  if  oceans  fell  —  will  warm  your  drooping  fea¬ 
tures  once  more  to  life  ;  once  more  your  eye,  lighted  in  joyous 
triumph,  kindle  in  her  smile,  and  then - 

The  fire  fell  upon  the  hearth  ;  the  blaze  gave  a  last  leap  — 
vol.  xxiv. — 24 
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a  flicker  —  then  another  —  caught  a  little  remaining  twig  — 
blazed  up  —  wavered  —  went  out. 

There  was  nothing  but  a  bed  of  glowing  embers,  over  which 
the  white  ashes  gathered  fast.  I  was  alone  with  only  my  dog 
for  company. 


m.  ASHES  —  SIGNIFYING  DESOLATION. 

After  all,  thought  I,  ashes  follow  blaze,  inevitably  as  Death 
follows  Life.  Misery  treads  on  the  heels  of  Joy;  Anguish 
rides  swift  after  Pleasure. 

“  Come  to  me  again,  Carlo,”  said  I  to  my  dog  ;  and  I  patted 
him  fondly  once  more,  but  now  only  by  the  light  of  the  dying 
embers. 

It  is  very  little  pleasure  one  takes  in  fondling  brute  favor¬ 
ites  ;  but  it  is  a  pleasure  that  when  it  passes  leaves  no  void. 
It  is  only  a  little  alleviating  redundancy  in  your  solitary  heart 
life,  which  if  lost,  another  can  be  supplied. 

But  if  your  heart,  not  solitary  —  not  quieting  its  humors 
with  mere  love  of  chase,  or  dog — -not  repressing,  year  after 
year,  its  earnest  yearnings  after  something  better,  and  more 
spiritual,  —  has  fairly  linked  itself,  by  bonds  strong  as  life,  to 
another  heart  —  is  the  casting  off  easy,  then  ? 

Is  it  then  only  a  little  heart  redundancy  cut  off,  which  the 
next  bright  sunset  will  fill  up  ? 

And  my  fancy,  as  it  had  painted  doubt  under  the  smoke, 
and  cheer  under  the  warmth  of  the  blaze,  so  now  it  began  under 
the  faint  light  of  the  smoldering  embers  to  picture  heart  deso¬ 
lation. 

What  kind  congratulatory  letters,  hosts  of  them,  coming 
from  old  and  half-forgotten  friends,  now  that  your  happiness  is 
a  year,  or  two  years  old  ! 

“  Beautiful.” 

—  Aye  to  be  sure,  beautiful ! 

“  Rich.” 

—  Pho,  the  dawdler  !  how  little  he  knows  of  heart  treasure, 
who  speaks  of  wealth  to  a  man  who  loves  his  wife,  as  a  wife 
oidy  should  be  loved  ! 

“  Young.” 

—  Young  indeed;  guileless  as  infancy;  charming  as  the 
morning. 

Ah,  these  letters  bear  a  sting  :  they  bring  to  mind,  with 
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new  and  newer  freshness,  if  it  be  possible,  the  value  of  that 
which  you  tremble  lest  you  lose. 

How  anxiously  you  watch  that  step  —  if  it  lose  not  its 
buoyancy  ;  how  you  study  the  color  on  that  cheek,  if  it  grow 
not  fainter  ;  how  you  tremble  at  the  luster  in  those  eyes,  if  it 
be  not  the  luster  of  Death  ;  how  you  totter  under  the  weight 
of  that  muslin  sleeve  —  a  phantom  weight  !  How  you  fear  to 
do  it,  and  yet  press  forward,  to  note  if  that  breathing  be  quick¬ 
ened,  as  you  ascend  the  home  heights,  to  look  off  on  the  sunset 
lighting  the  plain. 

Is  your  sleep  quiet  sleep,  after  that  she  has  whispered  to 
you  her  fears,  and  in  the  same  breath  —  soft  as  a  sigh,  sharp  as 
an  arrow  —  bidden  you  bear  it  bravely  ? 

Perhaps,  —  the  embers  were  now  glowing  fresher,  a  little 
kindling,  before  the  ashes  —  she  triumphs  over  disease. 

But  Poverty,  the  world’s  almoner,  has  come  to  you  with 
ready,  spare  hand. 

Alone,  with  your  dog  living  on  bones,  and  you  on  hope  — 
kindling  each  morning,  dying  slowly  each  night,  —  this  could 
be  borne.  Philosophy  would  bring  home  its  stories  to  the  lone 
man.  Money  is  not  in  his  hand,  but  Knowledge  is  in  his  brain  ! 
and  from  that  brain  he  draws  out  faster,  as  he  draws  slower 
from  his  pocket.  He  remembers  :  and  on  remembrance  he  can 
live  for  days  and  weeks.  The  garret,  if  a  garret  covers  him, 
is  rich  in  fancies.  The  rain,  if  it  pelts,  pelts  only  him  used  to 
rain  pelting.  And  his  dog  crouches  not  in  dread,  but  in  com¬ 
panionship.  His  crust  he  divides  with  him,  and  laughs.  He 
crowns  himself  with  glorious  memories  of  Cervantes,  though  he 
begs  :  if  he  nights  it  under  the  stars,  he  dreams  heaven-sent 
dreams  of  the  prisoned  and  homeless  Galileo. 

He  hums  old  sonnets,  and  snatches  of  poor  Jonson’s  plays. 
He  chants  Dryden’s  odes,  and  dwells  on  Otway’s  rhyme.  He 
reasons  with  Bolingbroke  or  Diogenes,  as  the  humor  takes  him  ; 
and  laughs  at  the  world  :  for  the  world,  thank  Heaven,  has  left 
him  alone ! 

Keep  your  money,  old  misers,  and  your  palaces,  old  princes, 
—  the  world  is  mine  ! 

I  care  not,  Fortune,  what  you  me  deny.  — 

You  cannot  rob  me  of  free  nature’s  grace, 

You  cannot  shut  the  windows  of  the  sky ; 

You  cannot  bar  my  constant  feet  to  trace 
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The  woods  and  lawns,  by  living  streams,  at  eve-, 

Let  health  my  nerves  and  finer  fibers  brace, 

And  I,  their  toys,  to  the  great  children,  leave, 

Of  Fancy,  Reason,  Virtue,  naught  can  me  bereave ! 

But  —  if  not  alone  ? 

If  she  is  clinging  to  you  for  support,  for  consolation,  for 
home,  for  life  —  she,  reared  in  luxury  perhaps,  is  faint  for 
bread  ? 

Then  the  iron  enters  the  soul  ;  then  the  nights  darken 
under  any  sky  light.  Then  the  days  grow  long,  even  in  the 
solstice  of  winter. 

She  may  not  complain  ;  what  then  ? 

Will  your  heart  grow  strong,  if  the  strength  of  her  love  can 
dam  up  the  fountains  of  tears,  and  the  tied  tongue  not  tell  of 
bereavement?  Will  it  solace  you  to  find  her  parting  the  poor 
treasure  of  food  you  have  stolen  for  her,  with  begging,  foodless 
children  ? 

But  this  ill,  strong  hands,  and  Heaven’s  help,  will  put 
down.  Wealth  again ;  flowers  again  ;  patrimonial  acres  again  ; 
Brightness  again.  But  your  little  Bessy,  your  favorite  child, 
is  pining. 

Would  to  God !  you  say  in  agony,  that  wealth  could  bring 
fullness  again  into  that  blanched  cheek,  or  round  those  little 
thin  lips  once  more  ;  but  it  cannot.  Thinner  and  thinner  they 
grow ;  plaintive  and  more  plaintive  her  sweet  voice. 

“  Dear  Bessy  ”  —  and  your  tones  tremble ;  you  feel  that  she 
is  on  the  edge  of  the  grave.  Can  you  pluck  her  back  ?  Can 
endearments  stay  her  ?  Business  is  heavy,  away  from  the  loved 
child;  home  you  go,  to  fondle  while  yet  time  is  left  —  but  this 
time  you  are  too  late.  She  is  gone.  She  cannot  hear  you  : 
she  cannot  thank  you  for  the  violets  you  put  within  her  stiff 
white  hand. 

And  then  —  the  grassy  mound  —  the  cold  shadow  of  the 
headstone  ! 

The  wind,  growing  with  the  night,  is  rattling  at  the  window 
panes,  and  whistles  dismally.  I  wipe  a  tear,  and  in  the  interval 
of  my  Reverie  thank  God  that  I  am  no  such  mourner. 

But  gayety,  snail-footed,  creeps  back  to  the  household.  All 
is  bright  again  :  — 

The  violet  bed’s  not  sweeter 
Than  the  delicious  breath  marriage  sends  forth. 
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Her  lip  is  rich  and  full ;  her  cheek  delicate  as  a  flower. 
Her  frailty  doubles  your  love. 

And  the  little  one  she  clasps  —  frail  too  —  too  frail:  the 
boy  you  had  set  your  hopes  and  heart  on.  You  have  watched 
him  growing,  ever  prettier,  ever  winning  more  and  more  upon 
your  soul.  The  love  you  bore  to  him  when  he  first  lisped 
names  —  your  name  and  hers  —  has  doubled  in  strength  now 
that  he  asks  innocently  to  be  taught  of  this  or  that,  and  prom¬ 
ises  you  by  that  quick  curiosity  that  flashes  in  his  eye  a  mind 
full  of  intelligence. 

And  some  hairbreadth  escape  by  sea  or  flood,  that  he  per¬ 
haps  may  have  had  —  which  unstrung  your  soul  to  such  tears 
as  you  pray  God  may  be  spared  you  again  —  has  endeared  the 
little  fellow  to  your  heart  a  thousandfold. 

And  now,  with  his  pale  sister  in  the  grave,  all  that  love  has 
come  away  from  the  mound,  where  worms  feast,  and  centers  on 
the  boy. 

How  you  watch  the  storms  lest  they  harm  him !  How 
often  you  steal  to  his  bed  late  at  night,  and  lay  your  hand 
lightly  upon  the  brow,  where  the  curls  cluster  thick,  rising  and 
falling  with  the  throbbing  temples,  and  watch,  for  minutes 
together,  the  little  lips  half-parted,  and  listen  —  your  ear  close 
to  them — if  the  breathing  be  regular  and  sweet  I 

But  the  day  comes — the  night  rather  —  when  you  can  catch 
no  breathing. 

Aye,  put  your  hair  away,  —  compose  yourself,  —  listen  again. 

No,  there  is  nothing  ! 

Put  your  hand  now  to  his  brow  —  damp  indeed  —  but  not 
with  healthful  night  sleep ;  it  is  not  your  hand,  no,  do  not 
deceive  yourself  —  it  is  your  loved  boy’s  forehead  that  is  so 
cold ;  and  your  loved  boy  will  never  speak  to  you  again  —  never 
play  again  —  he  is  dead  ! 

Oh,  the  tears  —  the  tears ;  what  blessed  things  are  tears ! 
Never  fear  now  to  let  them  fall  on  his  forehead,  or  his  lip,  lest 
you  waken  him  !  —  Clasp  him  —  clasp  him  harder  —  you  cannot 
hurt,  you  cannot  waken  him  !  Lay  him  down,  gently  or  not,  it 
is  the  same  ;  he  is  stiff ;  he  is  stark  and  cold. 

But  courage  is  elastic ;  it  is  our  pride.  It  recovers  itself 
easier,  thought  I,  than  these  embers  will  get  into  blaze  again. 

But  courage,  and  patience,  and  faith,  and  hope  have  their 
limit.  Blessed  be  the  man  who  escapes  such  trial  as  will  deter¬ 
mine  limit ! 
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To  a  lone  man  it  comes  not  near ;  for  how  can  trial  take 
hold  where  there  is  nothing  by  which  to  try  ? 

A  funeral  ?  You  reason  with  philosophy.  A  graveyard  ? 
You  read  Hervey  and  muse  upon  the  wall.  A  friend  dies  ? 
You  sigh,  you  pat  your  dog,  —  it  is  over.  Losses?  You 
retrench  —  you  light  your  pipe — it  is  forgotten.  Calumny? 
You  laugh  —  you  sleep. 

But  with  that  childless  wife  clinging  to  you  in  love  and 
sorrow  —  what  then  ? 

Can  you  take  down  Seneca  now,  and  coolly  blow  the  dust 
from  the  leaf  tops?  Can  you  crimp  your  lip  with  Voltaire? 
Can  you  smoke  idly,  your  feet  dangling  with  the  ivies,  your 
thoughts  all  waving  fancies  upon  a  churchyard  wall  —  a  wall 
that  borders  the  grave  of  your  boy  ? 

Can  you  amuse  yourself  by  turning  stinging  Martial  into 
rhyme  ?  Can  you  pat  your  dog,  and  seeing  him  wakeful  and 
kind,  say,  “  It  is  enough  ”  ?  Can  you  sneer  at  calumny,  and  sit 
by  your  fire  dozing  ? 

Blessed,  thought  I  again,  is  the  man  who  escapes  such  trial 
as  will  measure  the  limit  of  patience  and  the  limit  of  cour¬ 
age  ! 

But  the  trial  comes  :  —  colder  and  colder  were  growing  the 
embers. 

That  wife,  over  whom  your  love  broods,  is  fading.  Not 
beauty  fading;  — that,  now  that  your  heart  is  wrapped  in  her 
being,  would  be  nothing. 

She  sees  with  quick  eyes  your  dawning  apprehension,  and 
she  tries  hard  to  make  that  step  of  hers  elastic. 

Your  trials  and  your  loves  together  have  centered  your 
affections.  They  are  not  now  as  when  you  were  a  lone  man, 
widespread  and  superficial.  They  have  caught  from  domestic 
attachments  a  finer  tone  and  touch.  They  cannot  shoot  out 
tendrils  into  barren  world  soil  and  suck  up  thence  strengthen¬ 
ing  nutriment.  They  have  grown  under  the  forcing  glass  of 
home  roof,  they  will  not  now  bear  exposure. 

You  do  not  now  look  men  in  the  face  as  if  a  heart  bond 
was  linking  you  —  as  if  a  community  of  feeling  lay  between. 
There  is  a  heart  bond  that  absorbs  all  others  ;  there  is  a  com¬ 
munity  that  monopolizes  your  feeling.  When  the  heart  lay 
wide  open,  before  it  had  grown  upon  and  closed  around  partic¬ 
ular  objects,  it  could  take  strength  and  cheer  from  a  hundred 
connections  that  now  seem  colder  than  ice. 
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And  now  those  particular  objects — alas  for  you! — are 
failing. 

What  anxiety  pursues  you  !  How  you  struggle  to  fancy  — 
there  is  no  danger  ;  how  she  struggles  to  persuade  you  —  there 
is  no  danger ! 

How  it  grates  now  on  your  ear  —  the  toil  and  turmoil  of 
the  city  !  It  was  music  when  you  were  alone  ;  it  was  pleasant 
even,  when  from  the  din  you  were  elaborating  comforts  for  the 
cherished  objects ;  —  when  you  had  such  sweet  escape  as  even¬ 
ing  drew  on. 

Now  it  maddens  you  to  see  the  world  careless  while  you 
are  steeped  in  care.  They  hustle  you  in  the  street ;  they  smile 
at  you  across  the  table ;  they  bow  carelessly  over  the  way ; 
they  do  not  know  what  canker  is  at  your  heart. 

The  undertaker  comes  with  his  bill  for  the  dead  boy’s  funeral. 
He  knows  your  grief  ;  he  is  respectful.  You  bless  him  in  your 
soul.  You  wish  the  laughing  street  goers  were  all  undertakers. 

Your  eye  follows  the  physician  as  he  leaves  your  house  :  is 
he  wise  ?  you  ask  yourself  ;  is  he  prudent?  is  he  the  best  ?  Did 
he  never  fail  —  is  he  never  forgetful  ? 

And  now  the  hand  that  touches  yours,  is  it  no  thinner  —  no 
whiter  than  yesterday  ?  Sunny  days  come  when  she  revives ; 
color  comes  back  ;  she  breathes  freer  ;  she  picks  flowers ;  she 
meets  you  with  a  smile  :  hope  lives  again. 

But  the  next  day  of  storm  she  is  fallen.  She  cannot  talk 
even  ;  she  presses  your  hand. 

You  hurry  away  from  business  before  your  time.  What 
matter  for  clients  —  who  is  to  reap  the  rewards  ?  What  matter 
for  fame  —  whose  eye  will  it  brighten  ?  What  matter  for 
riches  —  whose  is  the  inheritance  ? 

You  find  her  propped  with  pillows;  she  is  looking  over  a 
little  picture  book  bethumbed  by  the  dear  boy  she  has  lost. 
She  hides  it  in  her  chair  ;  she  has  pity  on  you. 

—  Another  day  of  revival,  when  the  spring  sun  shines, 
and  flowers  open  out  of  doors  ;  she  leans  on  your  arm,  and 
strolls  into  the  garden  where  the  first  birds  are  singing.  Listen 
to  them  with  her; — what  memories  are  in  bird  songs!  You 
need  not  shudder  at  her  tears  —  they  are  tears  of  Thanksgiv¬ 
ing.  Press  the  hand  that  lies  light  upon  your  arm,  and  you, 
too,  thank  God,  while  yet  you  may  ! 

You  are  early  home  —  mid  afternoon.  Your  step  is  not 
light  :  it  is  heavy,  terrible. 
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They  have  sent  for  you. 

She  is  lying  clown  ;  her  eyes  half  closed ;  her  breathing 
lcng  and  interrupted. 

She  hears  you  ;  her  eye  opens ;  you  put  your  hand  in  hers  ; 
yours  trembles  ;  —  hers  does  not.  Her  lips  move,  it  is  your 
name. 

“  Be  strong,”  she  says,  “  God  will  help  you !  ” 

She  presses  harder  your  hand  :  —  “  Adieu  !  ” 

A  long  breath  —  another ;  —  you  are  alone  again.  No  tears 
now,  poor  man  !  You  cannot  find  them  ! 

—  Again  home  early.  There  is  a  smell  of  varnish  in 
your  house.  A  coffin  is  there  ;  they  have  clothed  the  body  in 
decent  graveclothes,  and  the  undertaker  is  screwing  down  the 
lid,  slipping  round  on  tiptoe.  Does  he  fear  to  waken  her  ? 

He  asks  you  a  simple  question  about  the  inscription  upon  the 
plate,  rubbing  it  with  his  coat  cuff.  You  look  him  straight  in 
the  eye  ;  you  motion  to  the  door  ;  you  dare  not  speak. 

He  takes  up  his  hat  and  glides  out  stealthful  as  a  cat. 

The  man  has  done  his  work  well  for  all.  It  is  a  nice  coffin 
—  a  very  nice  coffin  !  Pass  your  hand  over  it  —  how  smooth  ! 

Some  sprigs  of  mignonette  are  lying  carelessly  in  a  little 
gilt-edged  saucer.  She  loved  mignonette. 

It  is  a  good  stanch  table  the  coffin  rests  on  ;  —  it  is  your 
table  ;  you  are  a  housekeeper  —  a  man  of  family ! 

Aye,  of  family!  —  keep  down  outcry,  or  the  nurse  will  be  in. 
Look  over  at  the  pinched  features  ;  is  this  all  that  is  left  of 
her?  And  where  is  your  heart  now?  No,  don’t  thrust  your 
nails  into  your  hands,  nor  mangle  your  lip,  nor  grate  your  teeth 
together.  If  you  could  only  weep  ! 

—  Another  day.  The  coffin  is  gone  out.  The  stupid 
mourners  have  wept  —  what  idle  tears!  She,  with  your  crushed 
heart,  has  gone  out ! 

Will  you  have  pleasant  evenings  at  your  home  now  ? 

Go  into  the  parlor  that  your  prim  housekeeper  has  made 
comfortable  with  clean  hearth  and  blaze  of  sticks. 

Sit  down  in  your  chair  ;  there  is  another  velvet-cushioned 
one  over  against  yours  —  empty.  You  press  your  fingers  on 
your  eyeballs  as  if  you  would  press  out  something  that  hurt  the 
brain  ;  but  you  cannot.  Your  head  leans  upon  your  hand ; 
your  eye  rests  upon  the  flashing  blaze. 

Ashes  always  come  after  blaze. 
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Go  now  into  the  room  where  she  was  sick  — -  softly,  lest  the 
prim  housekeeper  come  after. 

They  have  put  new  dimity  upon  her  chair ;  they  have  hung 
new  curtains  over  the  bed.  They  have  removed  from  the  stand 
its  phials,  and  silver  bell  ;  they  have  put  a  little  vase  of  flowers 
in  their  place  ;  the  perfume  will  not  offend  the  sick  sense  now. 
They  have  half  opened  the  window,  that  the  room  so  long  closed 
may  have  air.  It  will  not  be  too  cold. 

She  is  not  there. 

—  Oh,  God  !  —  thou  who  dost  temper  the  wind  to  the  shorn 
lamb  —  be  kind  ! 

The  embers  were  dark;  I  stirred  them,  there  was  no  sign  of 
life.  My  dog  was  asleep.  The  clock  in  my  tenant’s  chamber 
had  struck  one. 

I  dashed  a  tear  or  two  from  my  eyes  ;  —  how  they  came 
there  I  know  not.  I  half  ejaculated  a  prayer  of  thanks,  that 
such  desolation  had  not  yet  come  nigh  me  ;  and  a  prayer  of 
hope  —  that  it  might  never  come. 

In  a  half  hour  more,  I  was  sleeping  soundly.  My  Reverie 
was  ended. 
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By  HARTLEY  COLERIDGE. 

[For  biographical  sketch,  see  Vol.  23,  page  39.] 

Let  me  not  deem  that  I  was  made  in  vain, 

Or  that  my  being  was  an  accident, 

Which  Fate,  in  working  its  sublime  intent, 
Not  wished  to  be  —  to  hinder  would  not  deign. 
Each  drop  uncounted  in  a  storm  of  rain 
Hath  its  own  mission,  and  is  duly  sent 
To  its  own  leaf  or  blade,  not  idly  spent 
’Mid  myriad  dimples  on  the  shipless  main. 

The  very  shadow  of  an  insect’s  wing, 

For  which  the  violet  cared  not  while  it  stayed, 
Yet  felt  the  lighter  for  its  vanishing, 

Proved  that  the  sun  was  shining  by  its  shade. 
Then  can  a  drop  of  the  eternal  spring, 

Shadow  of  living  lights,  in  vain  be  made  ? 
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By  ALFRED  TENNYSON. 

(From  “In  Memoriam.”) 

[Alfred  Tennyson,  Baron  Tennyson  :  English  poet ;  born  at  Somersby, 
England,  August  6,  1809 ;  died  at  Aldwortb,  October  6,  1892.  His  first  poems 
were  published  with  bis  brother  Charles,  in  a  small  volume  entitled  “  Poems  of 
Two  Brothers,”  in  1827.  Two  years  later  he  won  the  chancellor’s  gold  medal 
for  his  prize  poem,  “Timbuctoo.”  The  following  year  came  his  “Poems 
Chiefly  Lyrical.”  In  1832  a  new  volume  of  miscellaneous  poems  was  published, 
and  was  attacked  savagely  by  the  Quarterly  Review.  Ten  years  afterward 
another  volume  of  miscellaneous  verse  was  collected.  In  1847  he  published 
“The  Princess,”  which  was  warmly  received.  In  1850  came  “In  Memoriam,” 
and  he  was  appointed  poet  laureate  to  succeed  Wordsworth.  Among  his  other 
works  may  be  mentioned:  “Idylls  of  the  King”  (1859),  “Enoch  Arden” 
and  “The  Holy  Grail”  (1869),  “Queen  Mary”  (1875),  “Harold”  (1876), 
“The  Cup”  (1884),  “Tiresias”  (1885),  “  Locksley  Hall  Sixty  Years  After” 
(1886),  “The  Foresters”  and  “The  Death  of  CEnone  ”  (1892).] 


Oh  yet  we  trust  that  somehow  good 
Will  be  the  final  goal  of  ill, 

To  pangs  of  nature,  sins  of  will, 
Defects  of  doubt,  and  taints  of  blood ; 

That  nothing  walks  with  aimless  feet; 
That  not  one  life  shall  be  destroyed, 
Or  cast  as  rubbish  to  the  void, 

When  God  hath  made  the  pile  complete ; 

That  not  a  worm  is  cloven  in  vain ; 

That  not  a  moth  with  vain  desire 
Is  shriveled  in  a  fruitless  fire, 

Or  but  subserves  another’s  gain. 

Behold,  we  know  not  anything ; 

I  can  but  trust  that  good  shall  fall 
At  last  —  far  off:  —  at  last,  to  all, 

And  every  winter  change  to  spring. 

So  runs  my  dream :  but  what  am  I  ? 

An  infant  crying  in  the  night : 

An  infant  crying  for  the  light : 

And  with  no  language  but  a  cry. 
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The  wish,  that  of  the  living  whole 
No  life  may  fail  beyond  the  grave, 
Derives  it  not  from  what  we  have 
The  likest  God  within  the  soul  ? 

Are  God  and  Nature  then  at  strife, 

That  Nature  lends  such  evil  dreams  ? 
So  careful  of  the  type  she  seems, 

So  careless  of  the  single  life ; 

That  I,  considering  everywhere 
Her  secret  meaning  in  her  deeds, 

And  finding  that  of  fifty  seeds 
She  often  brings  but  one  to  bear, 

I  falter  where  I  firmly  trod, 

And  falling  with  my  weight  of  cares 
Upon  the  great  world’s  altar  stairs 
That  slope  thro’  darkness  up  to  God, 

I  stretch  lame  hands  of  faith,  and  grope, 
And  gather  dust  and  chaff,  and  call 
To  what  I  feel  is  Lord  of  all, 

And  faintly  trust  the  larger  hope. 

“  So  careful  of  the  type  ?  ”  but  no. 

From  scarped  cliff  and  quarried  stone 
She  cries,  “  A  thousand  types  are  gone : 
I  care  for  nothing,  all  shall  go. 

“  Thou  makest  thine  appeal  to  me : 

I  bring  to  life,  I  bring  to  death : 

The  spirit  does  but  mean  the  breath : 

I  know  no  more.”  And  he,  shall  he, 

Man,  her  last  work,  who  seemed  so  fair, 
Such  splendid  purpose  in  his  eyes, 

Who  rolled  the  psalm  to  wintry  skies, 
Who  built  him  fanes  of  fruitless  prayer, 

Who  trusted  God  was  love  indeed 
And  love  Creation’s  final  law  — 

Tho’  Nature,  red  in  tooth  and  claw 
With  ravin,  shrieked  against  his  creed  — 

Who  loved,  who  suffered  countless  ills, 
Who  battled  for  the  True,  the  Just, 

Be  blown  about  the  desert  dust, 

Or  sealed  within  the  iron  hills  ? 
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No  more  ?  A  monster  then,  a  dream, 

A  discord.  Dragons  of  the  prime, 

That  tare  each  other  in  their  slime, 

Were  mellow  music  matched  with  him. 

O  life  as  futile,  then,  as  frail ! 

O  for  thy  voice  to  soothe  and  bless ! 

What  hope  of  answer,  or  redress  ? 

Behind  the  veil,  behind  the  veil. 

THE  PIOUS  EDITOR’S  CREED. 

By  JAMES  RUSSELL  LOWELL. 

(From  the  “Biglow  Papers.”) 

[James  Russell  Lowell  :  An  American  poet,  critic,  and  scholar  ;  born  in 
Cambridge,  Mass.,  February  22, 1819  ;  died  there  August  12, 1891.  He  graduated 
at  Harvard  (1838),  and  was  admitted  to  the  bar  (1841),  but  soon  abandoned  the 
legal  profession  for  literature.  In  1855  he  succeeded  Longfellow  as  professor  of 
modern  languages  at  Harvard;  was  editor  of  the  Atlantic  Monthly  (1857-1862), 
and  of  the  North  American  Review  (1863-1872)  with  C.  E.  Norton  ;  United  States 
minister  to  Spain  (1877-1880),  and  to  Great  Britain  (1880-1885).  His  chief  poeti¬ 
cal  works  are  :  “A  Year’s  Life”  (1841),  “The  Vision  of  Sir  Launfal,”  “The 
Biglow  Papers,”  “Commemoration  Ode,”  “Under  the  Willows,”  “The 
Cathedral,”  “  Heartsease  and  Rue.”  In  prose  he  published :  “  Conversa¬ 
tions  on  Some  of  the  Old  Poets,”  “Fireside  Travels,”  “Among  my  Books,” 
“My  Study  Windows,”  “  Democracy,”  and  “  Political  Essays.”] 

I  du  believe  in  Ereedom’s  cause, 

Ez  fur  away  ez  Payris  is ; 

I  love  to  see  her  stick  her  claws 
In  them  infarnal  Phayrisees ; 

It’s  wal  enough  agin  a  king 
To  dror  resolves  an  triggers,  — 

But  libbaty’s  a  kind  o’  thing 
Thet  don’t  agree  with  niggers. 

I  du  believe  the  people  want 
A  tax  on  teas  an’  coffees, 

Thet  nothin’  ain’t  extravygunt,  — 

Purvidin’  I’m  in  office ; 

Per  I  hev  loved  my  country  sence 
My  eyeteeth  filled  their  sockets, 

An’  Uncle  Sam  I  reverence, 

Partic’larly  his  pockets. 
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I  du  believe  in  any  plan 
O’  levyin’  the  taxes, 

Ez  long  ez,  like  a  lumberman, 

I  git  jest  wut  I  axes : 

I  go  free  trade  thru  thick  an’  thin, 
Because  it  kind  o’  rouses 
The  folks  to  vote,  —  an’  keeps  us  in 
Our  quiet  customhouses. 

I  du  believe  it’s  wise  an’  good 
To  sen’  out  furrin  missions, 

Thet  is,  on  sartin  understood 
An’  orthydox  conditions  ;  — 

I  mean  nine  thousan’  dolls,  per  ann., 
Nine  thousan’  more  fer  outfit, 

An’  me  to  recommend  a  man 
The  place  ’ould  jest  about  fit. 

I  du  believe  in  special  ways 
O’  prayin’  an’  convartin’ ; 

The  bread  comes  back  in  many  days 
An’  buttered,  tu,  fer  sartin; 

I  mean  in  prayin’  till  one  busts 
On  wut  the  party  chooses, 

An’  in  convartin’  public  trusts 
To  very  privit  uses. 

I  du  believe  hard  coin  the  stuff 
Fer  ’lectioneers  to  spout  on ; 

The  people’s  oilers  soft  enough 
To  make  hard  money  out  on  ; 

Dear  Uncle  Sam  pervides  fer  his, 

An’  gives  a  good-sized  junk  to  all,— 
I  don’t  care  how  hard  money  is, 

Ez  long  ez  mine’s  paid  punctooal. 

I  du  believe  with  all  my  soul 
In  the  gret  Press’s  freedom, 

To  pint  the  people  to  the  goal 
An’  in  the  traces  lead  ’em ; 

Palsied  the  arm  thet  forges  yokes 
At  my  fat  contracts  squintin’, 

An’  withered  be  the  nose  thet  pokes 
Inter  the  gov’ment  printin’ ! 
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I  du  believe  thet  I  should  give 
Wut’s  his’n  unto  Caesar, 

Fer  it’s  by  him  I  move  and  live, 

Frum  him  my  bread  an’  cheese  air ; 

I  du  believe  thet  all  o’  me 

Doth  bear  his  superscription,  — 

Will,  conscience,  honor,  honesty, 

An’  things  o’  thet  description. 

I  du  believe  in  prayer  an’  praise 
To  him  that  hez  the  grantin’ 

O’  jobs,  —  in  everythin’  thet  pays, 

But  most  of  all  in  Cantin’  ; 

This  doth  my  cup  with  marcies  fill, 

This  lays  all  thought  o’  sin  to  rest,  — 

I  don’t  believe  in  princerple, 

But  0,  I  du  in  interest. 

I  du  believe  in  bein’  this 
Or  thet,  ez  it  may  happen 
One  way  or  t’other  hendiest  is 
To  ketch  the  people  nappin’ ; 

It  ain’t  by  princerples  nor  men 
My  preudunt  course  is  steadied, — ■ 

I  scent  which  pays  the  best,  an’  then 
Go  into  it  baldheaded. 

I  du  believe  thet  holdin’  slaves 
Comes  nat’ral  tu  a  Presidunt, 

Let  ’lone  the  rowdedow  it  saves 
To  hev  a  wal -broke  precedunt ; 

Fer  any  office,  small  or  gret, 

I  couldn’t  ax  with  no  face, 

Without  I’d  ben,  thru  dry  an’  wet, 

Th’  unrizzest  kind  o’  doughface. 

I  du  believe  wutever  trash 

’ll  keep  the  people  in  blindness, — 

Thet  we  the  Mexicuns  can  thrash 
Right  inter  brotherly  kindness, 

Thet  bombshells,  grape,  an’  powder  ’n’  ball 
Air  good  will’s  strongest  magnets, 

Thet  peace,  to  make  it  stick  at  all, 

Must  be  druv  in  with  bagnets. 
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In  short,  I  firmly  du  believe 
In  Humbug  generally, 

Fer  it’s  a  thing  that  I  perceive 
To  hev  a  solid  vally ; 

This  heth  my  faithful  shepherd  ben, 

In  pasturs  sweet  heth  led  me, 

An’  this’ll  keep  the  people  green 
To  feed  ez  they  hev  fed  me. 

WHAT  MR.  ROBINSON  THINKS. 

By  JAMES  RUSSELL  LOAVELL. 

(From  “Biglow  Papers.”) 

Guvener  B.  [Briggs]  is  a  sensible  man: 

He  stays  to  his  home  and  looks  arter  his  folks; 

He  draws  his  furrer  ez  straight  ez  he  can, 

An’  into  nobody’s  tater-patch  pokes ; 

But  John  P. 

Robinson  he 

Sez  he  wunt  vote  for  Guvener  B. 

My  !  aint  it  terrible  ?  Wut  shall  we  du  ? 

We  can’t  never  choose  him,  o’  course,  thet’s  flat; 
Guess  we  shall  hev  to  come  round  (don’t  you  ?) 

An’  go  in  fer  thunder  an’  guns,  an’  all  that ; 

Fer  John  P. 

Robinson  he 

Sez  he  wunt  vote  fer  Guvener  B. 

Gineral  C.  [Caleb  Cushing]  is  a  dreffle  smart  man: 

He’s  ben  on  all  sides  that  gives  places  or  pelf ; 

But  consistency  still  was  a  part  of  his  plan,  — 

He’s  ben  true  to  one  party,  —  an’  thet  is  himself;  — 
So  John  P. 

Robinson  he 

Sez  he  shall  vote  fer  Gineral  C. 

Gineral  C.  he  goes  in  fer  the  war ; 

He  don’t  vally  principle  more’n  an  old  cud  — 
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Wut  did  God  makes  us  raytional  creeturs  fer, 

But  glory  an’  gunpowder,  plunder  an’  blood  ? 

So  John  P. 

Robinson  he 

Sez  he  shall  vote  fer  Gineral  C. 

We  were  gittin’  on  nicely  up  here  to  our  village, 

With  good  old  idees  o’  wut’s  right  and  wut  aint, 

We  kind  o’  thought  Christ  went  agin  war  an’  pillage, 

An’  thet  eppyletts  worn’t  the  best  mark  of  a  saint ; 

But  John  P. 

Robinson  he 

Sez  this  kind  o’  thing’s  an  exploded  idee. 

The  side  of  our  country  must  oilers  be  took ; 

An’  Presidunt  Polk,  you  know,  he  is  our  country, 

An’  the  angel  that  writes  all  our  sins  in  a  book 
Puts  the  debit  to  him,  an’  to  us  the  per  contry; 

An’  John  P. 

Robinson  he 

Sez  this  is  his  view  o’  the  thing  to  a  T. 

Parson  Wilbur  he  calls  all  these  argimunts  lies; 

Sez  they’re  nothin’  on  airth  but  just  fee,  faw,  fum ; 

And  that  all  this  big  talk  of  our  destinies 
Is  half  on  it  ign’ance,  an’  t’other  half  rum ; 

But  John  P. 

Robinson  he 

Sez  it  aint  no  sech  thing ;  an’,  o’  course,  so  must  we. 

Parson  Wilber  sez  he  never  heerd  in  his  life 

Thet  th’  Apostles  rigged  out  in  their  swaller-tail  coats, 

An’  marched  out  in  front  of  a  drum  an’  a  fife, 

To  git  some  on  ’em  office,  and  some  on  ’em  votes ; 

But  John  P. 

Robinson  he 

Sez  they  didn’t  know  everything  down  in  Judee. 

Wal,  it’s  a  mercy  we’ve  gut  folks  to  tell  us 

The  rights  an’  the  wrongs  o’  the  matters,  I  vow,  — 

God  sends  country  lawyers,  an’  other  wise  fellers, 

To  start  the  world’s  team  wen  it  gits  in  a  slough ; 

Fer  John  P. 

Robinson  he 

Sez  the  world’ll  go  right  ef  he  hollers  out  Gee  1 
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ON  THE  CAPTURE  OF  FUGITIVE  SLAVES  NEAR 

WASHINGTON. 

By  JAMES  RUSSELL  LOWELL. 

Look  on  who  will  in  apathy,  and  stifle  they  who  can 
The  sympathies,  the  hopes,  the  words,  that  make  man  truly  man ; 
Let  those  whose  hearts  are  dungeoned  up  with  interest  or  with  ease 
Consent  to  hear  with  quiet  pulse  of  loathsome  deeds  like  these  ! 

I  first  drew  in  New  England’s  air,  and  from  her  hardy  breast 
Sucked  in  the  tyrant-hating  milk  that  will  not  let  me  rest ; 

And  if  my  words  seem  treason  to  the  dullard  and  the  tame, 

’Tis  but  my  Bay  State  dialect,  —  our  fathers  spake  the  same ! 

Shame  on  the  costly  mockery  of  piling  stone  on  stone 
To  those  who  won  our  liberty,  the  heroes  dead  and  gone, 

While  we  look  coldly  on  and  see  law-shielded  ruffians  slay 
The  men  who  fain  would  win  their  own,  the  heroes  of  to-day ! 

Are  we  pledged  to  craven  silence  ?  Oh,  fling  it  to  the  wind, 

The  parchment  wall  that  bars  us  from  the  least  of  human  kind, 
That  makes  us  cringe  and  temporize,  and  dumbly  stand  at  rest, 
While  Pity’s  burning  flood  of  words  is  red-hot  in  the  breast ! 

Though  we  break  our  fathers’  promise,  we  have  nobler  duties  first ; 
The  traitor  to  humanity  is  the  traitor  most  accursed ; 

Man  is  more  than  Constitutions;  better  rot  beneath  the  sod, 

Than  be  true  to  Church  and  State,  while  we  are  doubly  false  to  God ! 

We  owe  allegiance  to  the  State;  but  deeper,  truer,  more, 

To  the  sympathies  that  God  hath  set  within  our  spirit’s  core ; 

Our  country  claims  our  fealty :  we  grant  it  so,  but  then, 

Before  Man  made  us  citizens,  great  Nature  made  us  men. 

He’s  true  to  God  who’s  true  to  man ;  wherever  wrong  is  done 
To  the  humblest  and  the  weakest  ’neath  the  all-beholding  sun, 

That  wrong  is  also  done  to  us ;  and  they  are  slaves  most  base, 
Whose  love  of  right  is  for  themselves,  and  not  for  all  their  race. 

God  works  for  all.  Ye  cannot  hem  the  hope  of  being  free 
With  parallels  of  latitude,  with  mountain  range  or  sea. 

Put  golden  padlocks  on  Truth’s  lips,  be  callous  as  ye  will,  — 

From  soul  to  soul,  o’er  all  the  world,  leaps  one  electric  thrill. 

Chain  down  your  slaves  with  ignorance,  ye  cannot  keep  apart, 

With  all  your  craft  of  tyranny,  the  human  heart  from  heart ; 
vol.  xxiv.  —  25 
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When  first  the  Pilgrims  landed  on  the  Bay  State’s  iron  shore, 

The  word  went  forth  that  slavery  should  one  day  be  no  more. 

Out  from  the  land  of  bondage  ’tis  decreed  our  slaves  shall  go, 

And  signs  to  us  are  offered,  as  erst  to  Pharaoh  ; 

If  we  are  blind  their  exodus,  like  Israel’s  of  yore, 

Through  a  Bed  Sea  is  doomed  to  be,  whose  surges  are  of  gore. 

’Tis  ours  to  save  our  brethren ;  with  peace  and  love  to  win 
Their  darkened  hearts  from  error,  ere  they  harden  it  to  sin ; 

But  if  before  his  duty  man  with  listless  spirit  stands, 

Erelong  the  Great  Avenger  takes  the  work  from  out  his  hands. 

WEBSTER  ON  THE  COMPROMISES  OF  THE 
CONSTITUTION. 

[Daniel  Webster,  American  statesman  and  orator,  was  born  January  18, 
1782,  in  Salisbury,  N.H. ;  graduated  at  Dartmouth  in  1801  ;  became  a  leading 
lawyer  at  the  then  capital  of  New  Hampshire,  Portsmouth  ;  was  in  Congress 
(1813-1815)  as  a  Federalist ;  from  1816  to  1823  practiced  law  in  Boston,  and  was 
regarded  as  in  the  foremost  rank  of  lawyers  and  orators.  The  Dartmouth  College 
case  was  argued  in  1818  ;  he  was  a  member  of  the  Massachusetts  Constitutional 
Convention  in  1820  ;  in  December,  1820,  delivered  his  address  on  the  200th 
anniversary  of  the  landing  of  the  Pilgrims.  In  1822  he  was  again  elected  to 
Congress ;  from  1828  to  1842  was  United  States  senator.  In  the  House  he  was 
chairman  of  the  Judiciary  Committee.  In  the  Senate  he  delivered  his  reply  to 
Hayne  June  26-27,  1830.  His  oration  on  the  laying  of  the  corner  stone  of 
Bunker  Hill  monument  was  delivered  June  17,  1825.  He  was  Secretary  of  State 
(1841-1843)  under  Harrison  and  Tyler,  and  negotiated  the  Ashburton  Treaty  ; 
he  resigned  in  1843,  and  in  1845  was  returned  to  the  Senate.  He  opposed  the 
annexation  of  Texas  and  the  Mexican  War.  In  1848  he  was  candidate  for  the 
presidency.  In  1860  he  supported  the  compromises,  including  the  Fugitive  Slave 
Act,  and  was  appointed  Secretary  of  State  by  Fillmore ;  in  1852  was  again  a 
candidate  for  the  presidency  ;  and  died  October  24  of  that  year.  ] 

March  7,  1850. 

Mr.  President,  in  the  excited  times  in  which  we  live,  there 
is  found  to  exist  a  state  of  crimination  and  recrimination  between 
the  north  and  the  south.  There  are  lists  of  grievances  produced 
by  each  ;  and  those  grievances,  real  or  supposed,  alienate  the 
minds  of  one  portion  of  the  country  from  the  other,  exasperate 
the  feelings,  and  subdue  the  sense  of  fraternal  connection,  and 
patriotic  love,  and  mutual  regard.  I  shall  bestow  a  little 
attention,  sir,  upon  these  various  grievances,  produced  on  the 
one  side  and  on  the  other. 
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I  begin  with  the  complaints  of  the  south  :  I  will  not  answer, 
farther  than  I  have,  the  general  statements  of  the  honorable 
senator  from  South  Carolina,  that  the  north  has  grown  upon 
the  south  in  consequence  of  the  manner  of  administering  this 
government,  in  the  collecting  of  its  revenues,  and  so  forth. 
These  are  disputed  topics,  and  I  have  no  inclination  to  enter 
into  them.  But  I  will  state  these  complaints,  especially  one 
complaint  of  the  south,  which  has  in  my  opinion  just  founda¬ 
tion  ;  and  that  is,  that  there  has  been  found  at  the  north,  among 
individuals  and  among  legislatures  of  the  north,  a  disinclination 
to  perform,  fully,  their  constitutional  duties,  in  regard  to  the 
return  of  persons  bound  to  service,  who  have  escaped  into  the 
free  states. 

In  that  respect,  it  is  my  judgment  that  the  south  is  right, 
and  the  north  is  wrong.  Every  member  of  every  northern  leg¬ 
islature  is  bound,  by  oath,  like  every  other  officer  in  the  country, 
to  support  the  constitution  of  the  United  States ;  and  this  arti¬ 
cle  of  the  constitution,  which  says  to  these  states,  they  shall 
deliver  up  fugitives  from  service,  is  as  binding  in  honor  and  con¬ 
science  as  any  other  article.  No  man  fulfills  his  duty  in  any 
legislature  who  sets  himself  to  find  excuses,  evasions,  escapes 
from  this  constitutional  obligation.  I  have  always  thought  that 
the  constitution  addressed  itself  to  the  legislatures  of  the  states 
themselves,  or  to  the  states  themselves.  It  says  that  those 
persons  escaping  to  other  states  shall  be  delivered  up,  and  I 
confess  I  have  always  been  of  the  opinion  that  it  was  an  injunc¬ 
tion  upon  the  states  themselves.  When  it  is  said  that  a  per¬ 
son  escaping  into  another  state,  and  becoming  therefore  within 
the  jurisdiction  of  that  state,  shall  be  delivered  up,  it  seems 
to  me  the  import  of  the  passage  is  that  the  state  itself,  in  obe¬ 
dience  to  the  constitution,  shall  cause  him  to  be  delivered  up. 
That  is  my  judgment.  I  have  always  entertained  that  opinion, 
and  I  entertain  it  now.  But  when  the  subject,  some  years 
ago,  was  before  the  supreme  court  of  the  United  States,  the 
majority  of  the  judges  held  that  the  power  to  cause  fugitives 
from  service  to  be  delivered  up  was  a  power  to  be  exercised 
under  the  authority  of  this  government.  I  do  not  know,  on 
the  whole,  that  it  may  not  have  been  a  fortunate  decision. 
My  habit  is  to  respect  the  result  of  judicial  deliberations,  and 
the  solemnity  of  judicial  decisions. 

But,  as  it  now  stands,  the  business  of  seeing  that  these  fugi¬ 
tives  are  delivered  up  resides  in  the  power  of  congress  and  the 
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national  judicature,  and  my  friend  at  the  head  of  the  judiciary 
committee  has  a  bill  on  the  subject,  now  before  the  senate,  with 
some  amendments  to  it,  which  I  propose  to  support,  with  all 
its  provisions,  to  the  fullest  extent.  And  I  desire  to  call  the 
attention  of  all  sober-minded  men,  of  all  conscientious  men,  in 
the  north,  of  all  men  who  are  not  carried  away  by  any  fanati¬ 
cal  idea,  or  by  any  false  idea  whatever,  to  their  constitutional 
obligations.  I  put  it  to  all  the  sober  and  sound  minds  at  the 
north,  as  a  question  of  morals  and  a  question  of  conscience, 
What  right  have  they,  in  all  their  legislative  capacity,  or  any 
other,  to  endeavor  to  get  round  this  constitution,  to  embarrass 
the  free  exercise  of  the  rights  secured  by  the  constitution,  to 
the  persons  whose  slaves  escape  from  them?  None  at  all  — 
none  at  all.  Neither  in  the  forum  of  conscience,  nor  before  the 
face  of  the  constitution,  are  they  justified,  in  my  opinion.  Of 
course,  it  is  a  matter  for  their  consideration.  They  probably, 
in  the  turmoil  of  the  times,  have  not  stopped  to  consider  of 
this ;  they  have  followed  what  seemed  to  be  the  current  of 
thought  and  of  motives  as  the  occasion  arose,  and  neglected  to 
investigate  fully  the  real  question,  and  to  consider  their  consti¬ 
tutional  obligations,  as  I  am  sure,  if  they  did  consider,  they 
would  fulfill  them  with  alacrity.  Therefore,  I  repeat,  sir,  that 
here  is  a  ground  of  complaint  against  the  north,  well  founded, 
which  ought  to  be  removed — which  it  is  now  in  the  power  of 
the  different  departments  of  this  government  to  remove  — 
which  calls  for  the  enactment  of  proper  laws,  authorizing  the 
judicature  of  this  government,  in  the  several  states,  to  do  all 
that  is  necessary  for  the  recapture  of  fugitive  slaves,  and  for 
the  restoration  of  them  to  those  who  claim  them.  Wherever  I 
go,  and  whenever  I  speak  on  the  subject  —  and  when  I  speak 
here,  I  desire  to  speak  to  the  whole  north  —  I  say  that  the 
south  has  been  injured  in  this  respect,  and  has  a  right  to  com¬ 
plain  ;  and  the  north  has  been  too  careless  of  what  I  think  the 
constitution  peremptorily  and  emphatically  enjoins  upon  it  as 
a  duty. 

Complaint  has  been  made  against  certain  resolutions  that 
emanate  from  legislatures  at  the  north,  and  are  sent  here  to  us, 
not  only  on  the  subject  of  slavery  in  this  district,  but  some¬ 
times  recommending  congress  to  consider  the  means  of  abol¬ 
ishing  slavery  in  the  states.  I  should  be  sorry  to  be  called 
upon  to  present  any  resolutions  here  which  could  not  be  refer¬ 
able  to  any  committee  or  any  power  in  congress,  and,  there- 
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fore,  I  should  be  unwilling  to  receive  from  the  legislature  of 
Massachusetts  any  instructions  to  present  resolutions,  express¬ 
ive  of  any  opinion  whatever  on  the  subject  of  slavery,  as  it 
exists  at  the  present  moment  in  the  states,  for  two  reasons : 
because  —  first,  I  do  not  consider  that  the  legislature  of  Massa¬ 
chusetts  has  anything  to  do  with  it;  and  next,  I  do  not  con¬ 
sider  that  I,  as  her  representative  here,  have  anything  to  do 
with  it.  Sir,  it  has  become,  in  my  opinion,  quite  too  common ; 
and  if  the  legislatures  of  the  states  do  not  like  that  opinion, 
they  have  a  great  deal  more  power  to  put  it  down,  than  I  have 
to  uphold  it.  It  has  become,  in  my  opinion,  quite  too  common 
a  practice  for  the  state  legislatures  to  present  resolutions  here 
on  all  subjects,  and  to  instruct  us  here  on  all  subjects.  There 
is  no  public  man  that  requires  instruction  more  than  I  do,  or 
who  requires  information  more  than  I  do,  or  desires  it  more 
heartily ;  but  I  do  not  like  to  have  it  come  in  too  imperative  a 
shape. 

I  took  notice,  with  pleasure,  of  some  remarks  upon  this  sub¬ 
ject  made  the  other  day  in  the  senate  of  Massachusetts,  by  a 
young  man  of  talent  and  character,  from  whom  the  best  hopes 
may  be  entertained.  I  mean  Mr.  Hillard.  He  told  the  senate 
of  Massachusetts  that  he  would  vote  for  no  instructions  what¬ 
ever  to  be  forwarded  to  members  of  congress,  nor  for  any 
resolutions  to  be  offered,  expressive  of  the  sense  of  Massachu¬ 
setts  as  to  what  their  members  of  congress  ought  to  do.  He 
said  that  he  saw  no  propriety  in  one  set  of  public  servants 
giving  instructions  and  reading  lectures  to  another  set  of  pub¬ 
lic  servants.  To  their  own  master,  all  of  them  must  stand  or 
fall,  and  that  master  is  their  constituents.  I  wish  these  senti¬ 
ments  could  become  more  common  —  a  great  deal  more  com¬ 
mon.  I  have  never  entered  into  the  question,  and  never  shall, 
about  the  binding  force  of  instructions.  I  will,  however, 
simply  say  this :  if  there  be  any  matter  of  interest  pending  in 
this  body,  while  I  am  a  member  of  it,  in  which  Massachusetts 
has  an  interest  of  her  own,  not  adverse  to  the  general  interest 
of  the  country,  I  shall  pursue  her  instructions  with  gladness 
of  heart,  and  with  all  the  efficiency  which  I  can  bring  to  the 
occasion.  But  if  the  question  be  one  which  affects  her  inter¬ 
est,  and  at  the  same  time  affects  the  interests  of  all  other 
states,  I  shall  no  more  regard  her  political  wishes  or  instruc¬ 
tions  than  I  would  regard  the  wishes  of  a  man  who  might 
appoint  me  an  arbitrator  or  referee,  to  decide  some  question 
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of  important  private  right,  and  who  might  instruct  me  to  de¬ 
cide  in  his  favor.  If  ever  there  was  a  government  upon  earth, 
it  is  this  government;  if  ever  there  was  a  body  upon  earth, 
it  is  this  body,  which  should  consider  itself  as  composed  by 
agreement  of  all,  appointed  by  some,  but  organized  by  the 
general  consent  of  all,  sitting  here  under  the  solemn  obliga¬ 
tions  of  oath  and  conscience,  to  do  that  which  they  think  is 
best  for  the  good  of  the  whole. 

Then,  sir,  there  are  those  abolition  societies,  of  which  I  am 
unwilling  to  speak,  but  in  regard  to  which  I  have  very  clear 
notions  and  opinions.  I  do  not  think  them  useful.  I  think 
their  operations  for  the  last  twenty  years  have  produced  noth¬ 
ing  good  or  valuable.  At  the  same  time,  I  know  thousands  of 
them  are  honest  and  good  men ;  perfectly  well-meaning  men. 
They  have  excited  feelings;  they  think  they  must  do  some¬ 
thing  for  the  cause  of  liberty ;  and  in  their  sphere  of  action, 
they  do  not  see  what  else  they  can  do,  than  to  contribute  to 
an  abolition  press,  or  an  abolition  society,  or  to  pay  an  aboli¬ 
tion  lecturer.  I  do  not  mean  to  impute  gross  motives  even  to 
the  leaders  of  these  societies,  but  I  am  not  blind  to  the  conse¬ 
quences.  I  cannot  but  see  what  mischiefs  their  interference 
with  the  south  has  produced.  And  is  it  not  plain  to  every 
man?  Let  any  gentleman  who  doubts  of  that,  recur  to  the 
debates  in  the  Virginia  house  of  delegates  in  1832,  and  he  will 
see  with  what  freedom  a  proposition,  made  by  Mr.  Randolph, 
for  the  gradual  abolition  of  slavery,  was  discussed  in  that  body. 
Every  one  spoke  of  slavery  as  he  thought ;  very  ignominious 
and  disparaging  names  and  epithets  were  applied  to  it.  The 
debates  in  the  house  of  delegates  on  that  occasion,  I  believe, 
were  all  published.  They  were  read  by  every  colored  man 
who  could  read,  and  if  there  were  any  who  could  not  read, 
those  debates  were  read  to  them  by  others.  At  that  time  Vir¬ 
ginia  was  not  unwilling  nor  afraid  to  discuss  this  question,  and 
to  let  that  part  of  her  population  know  as  much  of  it  as  they 
could  learn.  That  was  in  1832. 

As  has  been  said  by  the  honorable  member  from  Carolina, 
these  abolition  societies  commenced  their  course  of  action  in 
1835.  It  is  said — I  do  not  know  how  true  it  may  be  —  that 
they  sent  incendiary  publications  into  the  slave  states ;  at  any 
event,  they  attempted  to  arouse,  and  did  arouse,  a  very  strong 
feeling;  in  other  words,  they  created  great  agitation  in  the 
north  against  southern  slavery.  Well,  what  was  the  result? 
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The  bonds  of  the  slaves  were  bound  more  firmly  than  before ; 
their  rivets  were  more  strongly  fastened.  Public  opinion, 
which  in  Virginia  had  begun  to  be  exhibited  against  slavery, 
and  was  opening  out  for  the  discussion  of  the  question,  drew 
back  and  shut  itself  up  in  its  castle.  I  wish  to  know  whether 
anybody  in  Virginia  can,  now,  talk  as  Mr.  Randolph,  Governor 
McDowell,  and  others  talked  there,  openly,  and  sent  their  re¬ 
marks  to  the  press,  in  1832.  We  all  know  the  fact,  and  we  all 
know  the  cause,  and  everything  that  this  agitating  people  have 
done  has  been,  not  to  enlarge,  but  to  restrain,  not  to  set  free, 
but  to  bind  faster,  the  slave  population  of  the  south.  That  is 
my  judgment. 

Sir,  as  I  have  said,  I  know  many  abolitionists  in  my  own 
neighborhood,  very  honest,  good  people,  misled,  as  I  think,  by 
strange  enthusiasm ;  but  they  wish  to  do  something,  and  they 
are  called  on  to  contribute,  and  they  do  contribute ;  and  it  is 
my  firm  opinion  this  day,  that  within  the  last  twenty  years  as 
much  money  has  been  collected  and  paid  to  the  abolition  socie¬ 
ties,  abolition  presses,  and  abolition  lecturers  as  would  pur¬ 
chase  the  freedom  of  every  slave,  man,  woman,  and  child,  in 
the  state  of  Maryland,  and  send  them  all  to  Liberia.  I  have 
no  doubt  of  it.  But  I  have  yet  to  learn  that  the  benevolence 
of  these  political  societies  has  at  any  time  taken  that  particular 
turn. 

Again,  sir,  the  violence  of  the  press  is  complained  of.  The 
press  violent  !  Why,  sir,  the  press  is  violent  everywhere. 
There  are  outrageous  reproaches  in  the  north  against  the  south, 
and  there  are  reproaches  in  not  much  better  taste  in  the  south 
against  the  north.  Sir,  the  extremists  of  both  parts  of  this 
country  are  violent ;  they  mistake  loud  and  violent  talk  for  elo¬ 
quence  and  for  reason.  They  think  that  he  who  talks  loudest, 
reasons  the  best.  And  this  we  must  expect,  when  the  press  is 
free,  as  it  is  here  —  and  I  trust  always  will  be  —  for,  with  all 
its  licentiousness,  and  all  its  evil,  the  entire  and  absolute  free¬ 
dom  of  the  press  is  essential  to  the  preservation  of  government, 
on  the  basis  of  a  free  constitution.  Wherever  it  exists,  there 
will  be  foolish  paragraphs,  and  violent  paragraphs,  in  the  press, 
as  there  are,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  foolish  speeches  and  violent 
speeches  in  both  houses  of  congress.  In  truth,  sir,  I  must  say 
that,  in  my  opinion,  the  vernacular  tongue  of  the  country  has 
become  greatly  vitiated,  depraved,  and  corrupted,  by  the  style 
of  our  congressional  debates.  And  if  it  were  possible  for  our 
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debates  in  congress  to  vitiate  the  principles  of  the  people  as 
much  as  they  have  depraved  their  taste,  I  should  cry  out,  “  God 
save  the  republic.” 

Well,  in  all  this  I  see  no  solid  grievance  —  no  grievance  pre¬ 
sented  by  the  south,  within  the  redress  of  the  government,  but 
the  single  one  to  which  I  have  referred  ;  and  that  is,  the  want 
of  a  proper  regard  to  the  injunction  of  the  constitution,  for  the 
delivery  of  fugitive  slaves. 

There  are  also  complaints  of  the  north  against  the  south.  I 
need  not  go  over  them  particularly.  The  first  and  gravest  is 
that  the  north  adopted  the  constitution,  recognizing  the  exist¬ 
ence  of  slavery  in  the  states,  and  recognizing  the  right,  to  a  cer¬ 
tain  extent,  of  representation  of  the  slaves  in  congress,  under 
a  state  of  sentiment  and  expectation  which  do  not  now  exist ; 
and  that,  by  events,  by  circumstances,  by  the  eagerness  of  the 
south  to  acquire  territory,  and  extend  their  slave  population, 
the  north  finds  itself,  in  regard  to  the  influence  of  the  south  and 
the  north,  of  the  free  states  and  the  slave  states,  where  it  never 
did  expect  to  find  itself  when  they  entered  the  compact  of  the 
constitution.  They  complain,  therefore,  that,  instead  of  slavery 
being  regarded  as  an  evil,  as  it  was  then,  an  evil  which  all  hoped 
would  be  extinguished  gradually,  it  is  now  regarded  by  the 
south  as  an  institution  to  be  cherished,  and  preserved,  and  ex¬ 
tended  —  an  institution  which  the  south  has  already  extended 
to  the  utmost  of  her  power  by  the  acquisition  of  new  territory. 
Well,  then,  passing  from  that,  everybody  in  the  north  reads; 
and  everybody  reads  whatsoever  the  newspapers  contain ;  and 
the  newspapers,  some  of  them  —  especially  those  presses  to  which 
I  have  alluded  — -  are  careful  to  spread  about  among  the  people 
every  reproachful  sentiment  uttered  by  any  southern  man  bear¬ 
ing  at  all  against  the  north  —  everything  that  is  calculated  to 
exasperate,  to  alienate  ;  and  there  are  many  such  things,  as 
everybody  will  admit,  from  the  south,  or  some  portion  of  it, 
which  are  spread  abroad  among  the  reading  people  ;  and  they 
do  exasperate,  and  alienate,  and  produce  a  most  mischievous 
effect  upon  the  public  mind  at  the  north. 

Sir,  I  would  not  notice  things  of  this  sort  appearing  in  ob¬ 
scure  quarters  ;  but  one  thing  has  occurred  in  this  debate  which 
struck  me  very  forcibly.  An  honorable  member  from  Louisiana 
addressed  us  the  other  day  on  this  subject.  I  suppose  there  is 
not  a  more  amiable  and  worthy  gentleman  in  this  chamber,  nor 
a  gentleman  who  would  be  more  slow  to  give  offense  to  any- 
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body,  and  he  did  not  mean  in  his  remarks  to  give  offense.  But 
what  did  he  say  ?  Why,  sir,  he  took  pains  to  run  a  contrast 
betAveen  the  slaves  of  the  south  and  the  laboring  people  of  the 
north,  giving  the  preference  in  all  points  of  condition,  and  com¬ 
fort,  and  happiness  to  the  slaves  of  the  south.  The  honorable 
member,  doubtless,  did  not  suppose  that  he  gave  any  offense, 
or  did  any  injustice.  He  was  merely  expressing  his  opinion. 
But  does  he  know  hoAV  remarks  of  that  sort  will  be  received  by 
the  laboring  people  of  the  north?  Why,  who  are  the  laboring 
people  of  the  north?  They  are  the  north.  They  are  the  people 
who  cultivate  their  own  farms  with  their  own  hands  —  free¬ 
holders,  educated  men,  independent  men.  Let  me  say,  sir,  that 
five  sixths  of  the  whole  property  of  the  north  is  in  the  hands 
of  the  laborers  of  the  north  ;  they  cultivate  their  farms,  they 
educate  their  children,  they  provide  the  means  of  independence  ; 
if  they  are  not  freeholders,  they  earn  wages ;  these  wages  accu¬ 
mulate,  are  turned  into  capital,  into  new  freeholds  ;  and  small 
capitalists  are  created.  That  is  the  case,  and  such  the  course  of 
things,  with  us,  among  the  industrious  and  frugal.  And  what 
can  these  people  think  when  so  respectable  and  worthy  a  gen¬ 
tleman  as  the  member  from  Louisiana  undertakes  to  prove  that 
the  absolute  ignorance  and  the  abject  slavery  of  the  south  are 
more  in  conformity  with  the  high  purposes  and  destinies  of  im¬ 
mortal,  rational,  human  beings,  than  the  educated,  the  independ¬ 
ent  free  laborers  of  the  north  ? 

There  is  a  more  tangible  and  irritating  cause  of  grievance 
at  the  north.  Free  blacks  are  constantly  employed  in  the  ves¬ 
sels  of  the  north,  generally  as  cooks  or  stewards.  When  the 
vessel  arrives,  these  free  colored  men  are  taken  on  shore,  by 
the  police  or  municipal  authority,  imprisoned,  and  kept  in  prison, 
till  the  vessel  is  again  ready  to  sail.  This  is  not  only  irritat¬ 
ing,  but  exceedingly  inconvenient  in  practice,  and  seems  alto¬ 
gether  unjustifiable  and  oppressive.  Mr.  Hoar’s  mission,  some 
time  ago,  to  South  Carolina  was  a  well-intended  effort  to  re¬ 
move  this  cause  of  complaint.  The  north  thinks  such  imprison¬ 
ment  illegal  and  unconstitutional ;  as  the  cases  occur  constantly 
and  frequently,  they  think  it  a  great  grievance. 

Now,  sir,  so  far  as  any  of  these  grievances  have  their  foun¬ 
dation  in  matters  of  law,  they  can  be  redressed,  and  ought  to 
be  redressed ;  and  so  far  as  they  have  foundation  in  matters  of 
opinion,  in  sentiment,  in  mutual  crimination  and  recrimination, 
all  that  we  can  do  is  to  endeavor  to  allay  the  agitation,  and 
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cultivate  a  better  feeling  and  more  fraternal  sentiments  between 
the  south  and  the  north. 

Mr.  President,  I  should  much  prefer  to  have  heard  from 
every  member  on  this  floor  declarations  of  opinion  that  this 
Union  should  never  be  dissolved,  than  the  declaration  of  opin¬ 
ion  that  in  any  case,  under  the  pressure  of  any  circumstances, 
such  a  dissolution  was  possible.  I  hear  with  pain,  and  anguish, 
and  distress,  the  word  secession,  especially  when  it  falls  from 
the  lips  of  those  who  are  eminently  patriotic,  and  known  to 
the  country,  and  known  all  over  the  world,  for  their  politi¬ 
cal  services.  Secession  !  Peaceable  secession  !  Sir,  your  eyes 
and  mine  are  never  destined  to  see  that  miracle.  The  dismem¬ 
berment  of  this  vast  country  without  convulsion  !  The  break¬ 
ing  up  of  the  fountains  of  the  great  deep  without  ruffling  the 
surface  !  Who  is  so  foolish  —  1  beg  everybody’s  pardon  — as 
to  expect  to  see  any  such  thing  ?  Sir,  he  who  sees  these  states, 
now  revolving  in  harmony  around  a  common  center,  and  ex¬ 
pects  to  see  them  quit  their  places  and  fly  off  without  convul¬ 
sion,  may  look  the  next  hour  to  see  the  heavenly  bodies  rush 
from  their  spheres,  and  jostle  against  each  other  in  the  realms 
of  space,  without  producing  the  crush  of  the  universe.  There 
can  be  no  such  thing  as  a  peaceable  secession.  Peaceable 
secession  is  an  utter  impossibility.  Is  the  great  constitution 
under  which  we  live  here  —  covering  this  whole  country  —  is  it 
to  be  thawed  and  melted  away  by  secession,  as  the  snows  on 
the  mountain  melt  under  the  influence  of  a  vernal  sun  —  disap¬ 
pear  almost  unobserved,  and  die  off?  No,  sir!  no,  sir!  I 
will  not  state  what  might  produce  the  disruption  of  the  states  ; 
but,  sir,  I  see  it  as  plainly  as  I  see  the  sun  in  heaven  —  I  see 
that  disruption  must  produce  such  a  war  as  I  will  not  describe, 
in  its  twofold  characters. 

Peaceable  secession  !  peaceable  secession  !  The  concurrent 
agreement  of  all  the  members  of  this  great  republic  to  sepa¬ 
rate  !  A  voluntary  separation,  with  alimony  on  one  side  and 
on  the  other.  Why,  what  would  be  the  result  ?  Where  is  the 
line  to  be  drawn  ?  What  states  are  to  secede  ?  What  is  to 
remain  American  ?  What  am  I  to  be  ?  —  an  American  no 
longer  ?  Where  is  the  flag  of  the  republic  to  remain  ?  Where 
is  the  eagle  still  to  tower  ?  or  is  he  to  cower,  and  shrink,  and 
fall  to  the  ground?  Why,  sir,  our  ancestors  —  our  fathers,  and 
our  grandfathers,  those  of  them  that  are  yet  living  among  us 
with  prolonged  lives  —  would  rebuke  and  reproach  us  ;  and  our 
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children,  and  our  grandchildren,  would  cry  out,  Shame  upon 
us  !  if  we  of  this  generation  should  dishonor  these  ensigns  of 
the  power  of  the  government,  and  the  harmony  of  the  Union, 
which  is  every  day  felt  among  us  with  so  much  joy  and  grati¬ 
tude.  What  is  to  become  of  the  army?  What  is  to  become  of 
the  navy  ?  What  is  to  become  of  the  public  lands  ?  How  is 
each  of  the  thirty  states  to  defend  itself  ?  I  know,  although 
the  idea  has  not  been  stated  distinctly,  there  is  to  be  a  southern 
confederacy.  I  do  not  mean,  when  I  allude  to  this  statement, 
that  any  one  seriously  contemplates  such  a  state  of  things.  I 
do  not  mean  to  say  that  it  is  true,  but  I  have  heard  it  sug¬ 
gested  elsewhere,  that  that  idea  has  originated  in  a  design  to 
separate.  I  am  sorry,  sir,  that  it  has  ever  been  thought  of, 
talked  of,  or  dreamed  of,  in  the  wildest  flights  of  human  imagi¬ 
nation.  But  the  idea  must  be  of  a  separation,  including  the 
slave  states  upon  one  side,  and  the  free  states  on  the  other. 
Sir,  there  is  not  —  I  may  express  myself  too  strongly,  perhaps 

—  but  some  things,  some  moral  things,  are  almost  as  impossible 
as  other  natural  or  physical  things  ;  and  I  hold  the  idea  of  a 
separation  of  these  states  — those  that  are  free  to  form  one 
government,  and  those  that  are  slaveholding  to  form  another 

—  as  a  moral  impossibility.  We  could  not  separate  the  states 
by  any  such  line,  if  we  were  to  draw  it.  We  could  not  sit 
down  here  to-day,  and  draw  a  line  of  separation,  that  would 
satisfy  any  five  men  in  the  country.  There  are  natural  causes 
that  would  keep  and  tie  us  together,  and  there  are  social  and 
domestic  relations  which  we  could  not  break,  if  we  would,  and 
which  we  should  not  if  we  could. 

Sir,  nobody  can  look  over  the  face  of  this  country  at  the 
present  moment  —  nobody  can  see  where  its  population  is  most 
dense  and  growing  —  without  being  ready  to  admit,  and  com¬ 
pelled  to  admit,  that,  erelong,  America  will  be  in  the  valley  of 
the  Mississippi. 

Well,  now,  sir,  I  beg  to  inquire  what  the  wildest  enthusiast 
has  to  say  on  the  possibility  of  cutting  off  that  river,  and  leav¬ 
ing  free  states  at  its  source  and  its  branches,  and  slave  states 
down  near  its  mouth  ?  Pray,  sir  —  pray,  sir,  let  me  say  to  the 
people  of  this  country  that  these  things  are  worthy  of  their 
pondering  and  of  their  consideration.  Here,  sir,  are  five  mil¬ 
lions  of  freemen  in  the  free  states  north  of  the  river  Ohio  :  can 
anybody  suppose  that  this  population  can  be  severed  by  a  line 
that  divides  them  from  the  territory  of  a  foreign  and  an  alien 
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government,  down  somewhere,  the  Lord  knows  where,  upon  the 
lower  banks  of  the  Mississippi  ?  What  will  become  of  Missouri  ? 
Will  she  join  the  arrondissement  of  the  slave  states?  Shall  the 
man  from  the  Yellowstone  and  the  Platte  be  connected  in  the 
new  republic  with  the  man  who  lives  on  the  southern  extremity 
of  the  Cape  of  Florida  ?  Sir,  I  am  ashamed  to  pursue  this  line 
of  remark.  I  dislike  it  —  I  have  an  utter  disgust  for  it.  I 
would  rather  hear  of  natural  blasts  and  mildews,  war,  pesti¬ 
lence,  and  famine,  than  to  hear  gentlemen  talk  of  secession. 
To  break  up  !  to  break  up  this  great  government !  to  dismem¬ 
ber  this  great  country  !  to  astonish  Europe  with  an  act  of 
folly  such  as  Europe  for  two  centuries  has  never  beheld  in  any 
government !  No,  sir  !  no,  sir  !  There  will  be  no  secession. 
Gentlemen  are  not  serious  when  they  talk  of  secession. 

Sir,  I  hear  there  is  to  be  a  convention  held  at  Nashville.  I 
am  bound  to  believe  that  if  worthy  gentlemen  meet  at  Nash¬ 
ville  in  convention,  their  object  will  be  to  adopt  counsels  con¬ 
ciliatory  —  to  advise  the  south  to  forbearance  and  moderation, 
and  to  advise  the  north  to  forbearance  and  moderation,  and  to 
inculcate  principles  of  brotherly  love,  and  affection,  and  attach¬ 
ment  to  the  constitution  of  the  country,  as  it  now  is.  I  be¬ 
lieve,  if  the  convention  meet  at  all,  it  will  be  for  this  purpose ; 
for  certainly,  if  they  meet  for  any  purpose  hostile  to  the  Union, 
they  have  been  singularly  inappropriate  in  their  selection  of  a 
place.  I  remember,  sir,  that  when  the  treaty  was  concluded 
between  France  and  England,  at  the  peace  of  Amiens,  a  stern 
old  Englishman  and  an  orator,  who  disliked  the  terms  of  the 
peace  as  ignominious  to  England,  said  in  the  house  of  commons 
that  if  King  William  could  know  the  terms  of  that  treaty,  he 
would  turn  in  his  coffin.  Let  me  commend  this  saying  of  Mr. 
Windham,  in  all  its  emphasis,  and  in  all  its  force,  to  any  per¬ 
sons  who  shall  meet  at  Nashville  for  the  purpose  of  concerting 
measures  fo-r  the  overthrow  of  the  Union  of  this  country,  over 
the  bones  of  Andrew  Jackson. 

Sir,  I  wish  to  make  two  remarks,  and  hasten  to  a  conclusion. 
I  wish  to  say,  in  regard  to  Texas,  that  if  it  should  be  hereafter 
at  any  time  the  pleasure  of  the  government  of  Texas  to  cede 
to  the  United  States  a  portion,  larger  or  smaller,  of  her  territory 
which  lies  adjacent  to  New  Mexico  and  north  of  the  thirty-fourth 
degree  of  north  latitude,  to  be  formed  into  free  states,  for  a  fair 
equivalent  in  money,  or  in  the  payment  of  her  debt,  I  think  it 
an  object  well  worthy  the  consideration  of  congress,  and  I  shall 
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be  happy  to  concur  in  it  myself,  if  I  should  be  in  the  public 
counsels  of  the  country  at  the  time. 

I  have  another  remark  to  make  :  In  my  observations  upon 
slavery  as  it  has  existed  in  the  country,  and  as  it  now  exists, 
I  have  expressed  no  opinion  of  the  mode  of  its  extinguishment 
or  melioration.  I  will  say,  however,  though  I  have  nothing  to 
propose  on  that  subject,  because  I  do  not  deem  myself  so  com¬ 
petent  as  other  gentlemen  to  consider  it,  that  if  any  gentleman 
from  the  south  shall  propose  a  scheme  of  colonization,  to  be 
carried  on  by  this  government  upon  a  large  scale,  for  the  trans¬ 
portation  of  free  colored  people  to  any  colony  or  any  place  in 
the  world,  I  should  be  quite  disposed  to  incur  almost  any  de¬ 
gree  of  expense  to  accomplish  that  object.  Nay,  sir,  following 
an  example  set  here  more  than  twenty  years  ago,  by  a  great 
man,  then  a  senator  from  New  York,  I  would  return  to  Vir¬ 
ginia,  and  through  her  for  the  benefit  of  the  whole  south,  the 
money  received  from  the  lands  and  territories  ceded  by  her  to 
this  government,  for  any  such  purpose  as  to  relieve,  in  whole 
or  in  part,  or  in  any  way  to  diminish  or  deal  beneficially  with 
the  free  colored  population  of  the  southern  states.  I  have  said 
that  I  honor  Virginia  for  her  cession  of  this  territory.  There 
have  been  received  into  the  treasury  of  the  United  States  eighty 
millions  of  dollars,  the  proceeds  of  the  sales  of  the  public  lands 
ceded  by  Virginia.  If  the  residue  should  be  sold  at  the  same 
rate,  the  whole  aggregate  will  exceed  two  hundred  millions  of 
dollars.  If  Virginia  and  the  south  see  fit  to  adopt  any  proposi¬ 
tion  to  relieve  themselves  from  the  free  people  of  color  among 
them,  they  have  my  free  consent  that  the  government  shall  pay 
them  any  sum  of  money  out  of  its  proceeds  which  may  be  ade¬ 
quate  to  the  purpose. 

And  now,  Mr.  President,  I  draw  these  observations  to  a 
close.  I  have  spoken  freely,  and  I  meant  to  do  so.  I  have 
sought  to  make  no  display ;  I  have  sought  to  enliven  the  occa¬ 
sion  by  no  animated  discussion  ;  nor  have  I  attempted  any  train 
of  elaborate  argument.  I  have  sought  only  to  speak  my  senti¬ 
ments,  fully  and  at  large,  being  desirous,  once  and  for  all,  to 
let  the  senate  know,  and  to  let  the  country  know,  the  opinions 
and  sentiments  which  I  entertain  on  all  these  subjects.  These 
opinions  are  not  likely  to  be  suddenly  changed.  If  there  be 
any  future  service  that  I  can  render  to  the  country,  consistently 
with  these  sentiments  and  opinions,  I  shall  cheerfully  render  it. 
If  there  be  not,  I  shall  still  be  glad  to  have  an  opportunity  to 
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disburden  my  conscience  from  the  bottom  of  my  heart,  and  to 
make  known  every  political  sentiment  that  therein  exists. 

And  now,  Mr.  President,  instead  of  speaking  of  the  possi¬ 
bility  or  utility  of  secession,  instead  of  dwelling  in  these  caverns 
of  darkness,  instead  of  groping  with  those  ideas  so  full  of  all 
that  is  horrid  and  horrible,  let  us  come  out  into  the  light  of 
day  ;  let  us  enjoy  the  fresh  air  of  liberty  and  union  ;  let  us 
cherish  those  hopes  which  belong  to  us  ;  let  us  devote  ourselves 
to  those  great  objects  that  are  fit  for  our  consideration  and  our 
action ;  let  us  raise  our  conceptions  to  the  magnitude  and  the 
importance  of  the  duties  that  devolve  upon  us  ;  let  our  com¬ 
prehension  be  as  broad  as  the  country  for  which  we  act,  our 
aspirations  as  high  as  its  certain  destiny ;  let  us  not  be  pygmies 
in  a  case  that  calls  for  men.  Never  did  there  devolve,  on  any 
generation  of  men,  higher  trusts  than  now  devolve  upon  us  for 
the  preservation  of  this  constitution,  and  the  harmony  and  peace 
of  all  who  are  destined  to  live  under  it.  Let  us  make  our  gen¬ 
eration  one  of  the  strongest,  and  the  brightest  link,  in  that 
golden  chain  which  is  destined,  I  fully  believe,  to  grapple  the 
people  of  all  the  states  to  this  constitution,  for  ages  to  come. 
It  is  a  great  popular  constitutional  government,  guarded  by 
legislation,  by  law,  by  judicature,  and  defended  by  the  whole 
affections  of  the  people.  No  monarchical  throne  presses  these 
states  together ;  no  iron  chain  of  despotic  power  encircles  them  ; 
they  live  and  stand  upon  a  government,  popular  in  its  form, 
representative  in  its  character,  founded  upon  principles  of 
equality,  and  calculated,  we  hope,  to  last  forever.  In  all  its 
history  it  has  been  beneficent ;  it  has  trodden  down  no  man’s 
liberty  ;  it  has  crushed  no  state.  Its  daily  respiration  is  lib¬ 
erty  and  patriotism  ;  its  yet  youthful  veins  are  full  of  enter¬ 
prise,  courage,  and  honorable  love  of  glory  and  renown.  It 
has  received  a  vast  addition  of  territory.  Large  before,  the 
country  has  now,  by  recent  events,  become  vastly  larger.  This 
republic  now  extends,  with  a  vast  breadth,  across  the  whole  con¬ 
tinent.  The  two  great  seas  of  the  world  wash  the  one  and  the 
other  shore.  We  realize  on  a  mighty  scale  the  beautiful  de¬ 
scription  of  the  ornamental  edging  of  the  buckler  of  Achilles  — 

Now  the  broad  shield  complete  the  artist  crowned, 

With  his  last  hand,  and  poured  the  ocean  round; 

In  living  silver  seemed  the  waves  to  roll, 

And  beat  the  buckler’s  verge,  and  bound  the  whole. 
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ICHABOD. 

By  JOHN  GREENLEAF  WHITTIER. 

[1807-1892.] 

So  fallen  !  so  lost !  the  light  withdrawn 
Which  once  he  wore  ! 

The  glory  from  his  gray  hairs  gone 
For  evermore ! 

Revile  him  not !  the  Tempter  hath 
A  snare  for  all ; 

And  pitying  tears,  not  scorn  and  wrath, 
Befit  his  fall. 

0  !  dumb  be  passion’s  stormy  rage, 

When  he  who  might 

Have  lighted  up  and  led  his  age 
Falls  back  in  night! 

Scorn  ?  Would  the  angels  laugh  to  mark 
A  bright  soul  driven, 

Fiend-goaded,  down  the  endless  dark 
From  hope  and  heaven? 

Let  not  the  land  once  proud  of  him 
Insult  him  now ; 

Nor  brand  with  deeper  shame  his  dim 
Dishonored  brow ! 

But  let  its  humbled  sons,  instead, 

From  sea  to  lake 

A  long  lament  as  for  the  Dead 
In  sadness  make ! 

Of  all  we  loved  and  honored  naught 
Save  power  remains,  — 

A  fallen  angel’s  pride  of  thought, 

Still  strong  in  chains. 

All  else  is  gone ;  from  those  great  eyes 
The  soul  hath  fled : 

When  faith  is  lost,  when  honor  dies, 

The  Man  is  dead. 

Then  pay  the  reverence  of  old  days 
To  his  dead  fame  : 

Walk  backward,  with  averted  gaze, 

And  hide  the  shame  ! 
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THE  BUOY-BELL. 

By  CHARLES  TENNYSON-TURNER. 

[Younger  brother  of  Alfred  Tennyson;  born  1808,  died  1879*3 

How  like  the  leper,  with  his  own  sad  cry 
Enforcing  its  own  solitude,  it  tolls ! 

That  lonely  bell  set  in  the  rushing  shoals, 

To  warn  us  from  the  place  of  jeopardy ! 

O  friend  of  man  !  sore  vexed  by  Ocean’s  power, 

The  changing  tides  wash  o’er  thee  day  by  day ; 

Thy  trembling  mouth  is  filled  with  bitter  spray, 

Yet  still  tlion  ringest  on  from  hour  to  hour ; 

High  is  thy  mission,  though  thy  lot  is  wild  — 

To  be  in  danger’s  realm  a  guardian  sound : 

In  seamen’s  dreams  a  pleasant  part  to  bear, 

And  earn  their  blessing  as  the  year  goes  round ; 

And  strike  the  keynote  of  each  grateful  prayer 
Breathed  in  their  distant  homes  by  wife  or  child. 

POEMS  OF  CHARLES  KINGSLEY. 

[English  clergyman,  1819-1875;  wrote  “Alton  Locke”  (1849),  “Yeast” 
(1851),  “Hypatia”  (1853),  “Water  Babies”  (1853),  “Westward  Ho  1”  (1855), 
etc.  His  controversy  with  Newman  brought  out  Newman’s  “  Apologia.”] 

The  Three  Fishers. 

Three  fishers  went  sailing  out  into  the  west  — 

Out  into  the  west  as  the  sun  went  down ; 

Each  thought  of  the  woman  who  loved  him  the  best, 

And  the  children  stood  watching  them  out  of  the  town ; 

For  men  must  work,  and  women  must  weep ; 

And  there’s  little  to  earn,  and  many  to  keep, 

Though  the  harbor  bar  be  moaning. 

Three  wives  sat  up  in  the  lighthouse  tower, 

And  trimmed  the  lamps  as  the  sun  went  down; 

They  looked  at  the  squall,  and  they  looked  at  the  shower, 
And  the  night  rack  came  rolling  up,  ragged  and  brown ; 

But  men  must  work,  and  women  must  weep, 

Though  storms  be  sudden,  and  waters  deep, 

And  the  harbor  bar  be  moaning. 

Three  corpses  lay  out  on  the  shining  sands, 

In  the  morning  gleam  as  the  tide  went  down, 

And  the  women  are  weeping  and  wringing  their  hands 
For  those  who  will  never  come  back  to  the  town ; 
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For  men  must  work,  and  women  must  weep,  — 

And  the  sooner  it’s  over,  the  sooner  to  sleep, 

And  good-by  to  the  bar  and  its  moaning. 

The  Sands  op  Dee. 

“  0  Mary  !  go  and  call  the  cattle  home,  — ■ 

And  call  the  cattle  home, 

And  call  the  cattle  home 
Across  the  sands  of  Dee.” 

The  Western  wind  was  wild  and  dank  with  foam, 

And  all  alone  went  she. 

The  creeping  tide  came  up  along  the  sand. 

And  o’er  and  o’er  the  sand. 

And  round  and  round  the  sand. 

As  far  as  eye  could  see; 

The  blinding  mist  came  down  and  hid  the  land; 

And  never  home  came  she. 

“  Oh,  is  it  weed  or  fish  or  floating  hair, 

A  tress  of  golden  hair, 

A  drowned  maiden’s  hair, 

Above  the  nets,  at  sea? 

Was  never  salmon  yet  that  shone  so  fair 
Among  the  stakes  on  Dee.” 

They  rowed  her  in  across  the  rolling  foam, 

The  cruel  crawling  foam. 

The  cruel  hungry  foam, 

To  her  grave  beside  the  sea : 

But  still  the  boatmen  hear  her  call  the  cattle  home 
Across  the  sands  of  Dee. 

- *>*~<4* - 

THE  LAUNCHING  OF  THE  SHIP. 

By  HENRY  WADSWORTH  LONGFELLOW. 

[Henry  Wadsworth  Longfellow  :  An  American  poet ;  born  at  Portland, 
Me.,  February  27, 1807.  He  graduated  from  Bowdoin  College  at  eighteen,  hav¬ 
ing  Nathaniel  Hawthorne  and  Franklin  Pierce  as  classmates.  Appointed  shortly 
after  to  the  professorship  of  modern  languages  there,  he  spent  two  years  in 
European  travel  to  fit  himself  before  assuming  it.  In  1836  he  became  professor 
of  modern  languages  and  literature  at  Harvard,  and  held  the  chair  for  eighteen 
years.  He  died  at  his  home  in  Cambridge,  Mass.,  March  24,  1882.  His  chief 
volumes  of  poetry  are  :  “  Voices  of  the  Night”  (1839),  “  Ballads,”  “Spanish 
Student,”  “Evangeline,”  “  The  Golden  Legend,”  “The  Song  of  Hiawatha,” 
“  The  Courtship  of  Miles  Standish,”  “  Tales  of  a  Wayside  Inn.”  He  also  wrote 
in  pro6e  :  “Outre-Mer,”  and  the  novels  “  Hyperion”  and  “Kavanagh.”] 
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All  is  finished,  and  at  length 
Has  come  the  bridal  day 
Of  beauty  and  of  strength. 

To-day  the  vessel  shall  be  launched! 

With  fleecy  clouds  the  sky  is  blanched. 
And  o’er  the  bay. 

Slowly,  in  all  his  splendors  dight. 

The  great  sun  rises  to  behold  the  sight 

The  ocean  old, 

Centuries  old. 

Strong  as  youth,  and  as  uncontrolled, 
Paces  restless  to  and  fro, 

Up  and  down  the  sands  of  gold. 

His  beating  heart  is  not  at  rest; 

And  far  and  wide. 

With  ceaseless  flow, 

His  beard  of  snow 

Heaves  with  the  heaving  of  his  breast. 

He  waits  impatient  for  his  bride. 

There  she  stands, 

With  her  foot  upon  the  sands, 

Decked  with  flags  and  streamers  gay. 

In  honor  of  her  marriage  day; 

Her  snow-white  signals  fluttering,  blending 
Pound  her  like  a  veil  descending. 

Ready  to  be 

The  bride  of  the  gray  old  sea. 

Then  the  Master, 

With  a  gesture  of  command, 

Waved  his  hand; 

And  at  the  word. 

Loud  and  sudden  there  was  heard, 

All  around  them  and  below, 

The  sound  of  hammers,  blow  on  blow, 
Knocking  away  the  shores  and  spurs. 

And  see  !  she  stirs. 

She  starts,  she  moves,  —  she  seems  to  feel 
The  thrill  of  life  along  her  keel, 

And,  spuming  with  her  foot  the  ground, 
With  one  exulting,  joyous  bound, 

She  leaps  into  the  ocean’s  arms. 

And  lo!  from  the  assembled  crowd 
There  rose  a  shout,  prolonged  and  loud, 
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That  to  the  ocean  seemed  to  say, 

“  Take  her,  0  bridegroom,  old  and  gray ; 
Take  her  to  thy  protecting  arms, 

With  all  her  youth  and  all  her  charms.” 

How  beautiful  she  is !  how  fair 
She  lies  within  those  arms,  that  press 
Her  form  with  many  a  soft  caress 
Of  tenderness  and  watchful  care ! 

Sail  forth  into  the  sea,  0  ship ! 

Through  wind  and  wave,  right  onward  steer; 
The  moistened  eye,  the  trembling  lip, 

Are  not  the  signs  of  doubt  or  fear. 


Sail  forth  into  the  sea  of  life, 

0  gentle,  loving,  trusting  wife! 

And  safe  from  all  adversity, 

Upon  the  bosom  of  that  sea 
Thy  comings  and  thy  goings  be ! 

For  gentleness,  and  love,  and  trust. 

Prevail  o’er  angry  wave  and  gust; 

And  in  the  wreck  of  noble  lives 
Something  immortal  still  survives ! 

Thou,  too,  sail  on,  0  ship  of  State ! 

Sail  on,  0  Union,  strong  and  great ! 
Humanity,  with  all  its  fears, 

With  all  its  hopes  of  future  years, 

Is  hanging  breathless  on  thy  fate! 

We  know  what  master  laid  thy  keel, 

What  workman  wrought  thy  ribs  of  steel, 
Who  made  each  mast,  and  sail,  and  rope. 
What  anvils  rang,  what  hammers  beat. 

In  what  a  forge,  and  what  a  heat, 

Were  shaped  the  anchors  of  thy  hope. 

Fear  not  each  sudden  sound  and  shock; 
’Tis  of  the  wave  and  not  the  rock; 

’Tis  but  the  flapping  of  the  sail, 

And  not  a  rent  made  by  the  gale. 

In  spite  of  rock  and  tempest  roar. 

In  spite  of  false  lights  on  the  shore. 

Sail  on,  nor  fear  to  breast  the  sea. 

Our  hearts,  our  hopes,  are  all  with  thee,  — 
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Our  hearts,  our  hopes,  our  prayers,  our  tears. 
Our  faith  triumphant  o’er  our  fears, 

Are  all  with  thee  —  are  all  with  thee. 


- •>!>-;.  - 


RESIGNATION. 

By  LONGFELLOW. 

There  is  no  flock,  however  watched  and  tended, 
But  one  dead  lamb  is  there ! 

There  is  no  fireside,  howsoe’er  defended, 

But  has  one  vacant  chair ! 

The  air  is  full  of  farewells  for  the  dying. 

And  mournings  for  the  dead; 

The  heart  of  Rachel,  for  her  children  crying, 
Will  not  be  comforted! 

Let  us  be  patient!  These  severe  afflictions 
Not  from  the  ground  arise. 

But  oftentimes  celestial  benedictions 
Assume  this  dark  disguise. 

We  see  but  dimly  through  the  mists  and  vapors; 

Amid  these  earthly  damps 
What  seems  to  us  but  sad,  funereal  tapers 
May  be  heaven’s  distant  lamps. 

There  is  no  Death !  What  seems  so  is  transition ; 

This  life  of  mortal  breath 
Is  but  a  suburb  of  the  life  Elysian 
Whose  portal  we  call  Death. 
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